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Prologue: City, Luck, Offer

The taxi’s horn blared past my ear, close enough to taste the exhaust.

I stumbled backward, heel catching the curb. My shoulder hit the brick wall hard enough to rattle my teeth. The driver leaned out his window, shouting something in rapid Spanish that definitely wasn’t a compliment.

“Yeah, fuck you too,” I muttered, pushing off the wall.

The rain had started while I wasn’t paying attention. Typical. I pulled my black hoodie up and checked my phone. Three missed calls from my landlord, two texts about “final notice,” and a bank alert that made my stomach clench.

Insufficient funds.

Again.

I shoved the phone back in my pocket and kept walking. The neon signs reflected off wet asphalt in blues and reds and that sickly yellow that meant cheap food and cheaper rent. This part of the city never really slept, just dozed fitfully between shifts.

My sneakers squelched through a puddle I hadn’t seen coming. The water was colder than it had any right to be in September.

“Kade Mercer,” I said to no one in particular. “Nineteen years old and already a professional fuck-up.” Lean, six feet even, V-lines tight beneath a thrift-store black tee, I didn’t look like much of a plan—and I didn’t have one.

The eviction notice crinkled in my back pocket every time I took a step. Forty-eight hours to come up with first month, last month, and security deposit for a new place. Right. With what money?

I ducked into an alley between a 24-hour laundromat and a shop that sold phone cases and probably other things if you knew the right words. The narrow space offered some protection from the rain, but not much.

That’s when I saw the bench.

It shouldn’t have been there. I’d walked this route dozens of times—shortcuts between the bus stop and my soon-to-be-former apartment—and there had never been a bench in this alley. Just dumpsters and fire escapes and the kind of shadows that made smart people keep walking.

But there it was. Wrought iron, the kind you’d see in a fancy park uptown. Completely dry despite the rain.

My legs decided for me. I sat down heavily, water dripping from my hood onto my jeans. The bench was warm. Not just dry—actually warm, like someone had been sitting there moments before.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against the brick wall. Maybe I’d just sit here until morning. Maybe I’d figure something out. Maybe—

“Holy shit.”

My eyes snapped open. There was an envelope in my left hand.

Heavy paper, cream-colored, with a wax seal. The seal showed a ram’s head in profile, horns curling into an intricate spiral. I definitely hadn’t been holding it thirty seconds ago.

My hands shook a little as I turned it over. My name was written across the front in flowing script: Kade Mercer. Below that, an address I didn’t recognize.

The seal cracked under my thumb. Inside was a single sheet of paper and something small and metallic.

Conditional Acceptance
Night Campus Institute
Student Services Division

Subject: Mercer, Kade
Age: 19
Status: Qualified Candidate
Anomalous Enthrallment-Resistance Index: 99.97th percentile

Your unique psychological profile has been flagged for immediate enrollment consideration. Standard admission requirements waived pending intake evaluation.

Report to Registrar’s Annex within 24 hours of receipt.

Note: Failure to appear will result in application withdrawal and permanent ineligibility.

I read it twice. Then a third time.

The metallic object was a transit token, brass-colored with the same ram’s head symbol. It was warm to the touch, and I could swear it was humming. Almost like it had a tiny motor inside.

“Night Campus Institute.” I’d never heard of it. “Enthrallment-resistance.” What the hell did that mean?

But the important part was the first line. Conditional Acceptance.

I checked my phone. The screen showed 11:47 PM. Twenty-four hours would put me at 11:47 tomorrow night. Right about the time my landlord would be changing the locks.

The rain kept falling, but somehow the bench stayed dry. The token hummed in my palm, warmer now. Almost hot.

I stood up. The envelope went in my hoodie pocket along with the letter. The token stayed in my hand.

“If no one can bend me,” I said to the empty alley, “I’ll choose who I kneel with.”

The tram stop was two blocks away. I started walking.



The token got me past the turnstile without any questions. The gate reader chimed three times instead of once, and a couple of commuters glanced over as I stepped onto the tram.

We headed east, then north, into neighborhoods I didn’t recognize. The buildings got taller, sleeker. More glass and steel, fewer fire escapes. The kind of area where people wore suits that cost more than my rent.

Or used to cost more than my rent, since I wouldn’t be paying rent much longer.

The tram glided through stops I’d never heard of. Financial District East. Heritage Plaza. Meridian Heights. Passengers thinned until it was just me and an old woman with a shopping cart full of what looked like tinfoil and Christmas lights.

“Next stop, Neon District,” the conductor announced over the speakers.

I’d never heard of that one either, but the token in my hand got hot enough to make me wince. I stood up.

The doors hissed open, and the tram slid away on quiet electric rails.

I was standing at the edge of what looked like another world.

The rain had stopped, but the air still tasted of ozone and something else. Something electric. Neon signs stretched up the sides of buildings like climbing vines, casting everything in blues and purples and that particular shade of pink that made you think of things you shouldn’t be thinking about in public.

The streets were busier here despite the late hour. People walked with purpose, dressed in everything from business casual to what might charitably be called “clubwear.” But there was something off about them. The way they moved. The way they looked at each other.

The way they looked at me.

A woman in a red dress and heels that could puncture tire treads smiled as she passed. Her eyes were golden, with pupils that seemed to catch and hold the neon light. She licked her lips slowly, deliberately, and I felt something shift in my chest.

Heat. Want. The sudden, overwhelming urge to follow her into whatever shadow she was heading toward.

But I kept walking straight. The feeling faded after a few steps, leaving behind a kind of buzz like I’d just had too much caffeine.

“Huh,” I said.

More people, more smiles, more of that same electric pull that tried to hook into something behind my ribs. A guy in a leather jacket with eyes like molten silver. A pair of women sharing a cigarette, both of them watching me over the ember. A businessman whose shadow seemed to have too many angles.

Each time, the pull was there. Each time, I shrugged it off and kept walking.

The address on the letter led me to a building that looked like it belonged in a different century. Gothic arches, gargoyles perched on the corners, windows that somehow managed to be both dark and inviting. A brass plaque by the entrance read: Night Campus Institute - Administrative Services.

The doors were heavy wood, bound with iron bands. They opened before I could reach for the handles.

Inside, a receptionist confirmed my arrival and scheduled intake for the following evening. I signed a visitor log and was handed a simple directive:

[System: Admission Token acquired]

[Objective: Report to Registrar’s Annex]

Intros and tests, they said, would happen at intake. I stepped back into the night with the token cold in my pocket and a clock quietly ticking down.


Chapter 1: Transfer & Test

The Pact Chamber turned out to be a glass-walled room that looked like it belonged in a tech startup, not a Gothic academic building. Chrome furniture, holographic displays floating above pristine white desks, and the kind of ambient lighting that made everything look like a magazine spread.

Roxy bounced through the door ahead of me, her tail swishing behind her in that hypnotic rhythm. “Welcome to intake central,” she said, spinning to face me with her arms spread wide. “Where dreams come to get categorized and filed in triplicate.”

“You’re not selling this very well,” I said.

“Oh, I’m not supposed to sell it. I’m supposed to test it.” She grinned, and something about that expression made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. “Have a seat, fresh meat.”

I settled into one of the chrome chairs, which was surprisingly comfortable despite looking like modern art. Roxy perched on the edge of the desk across from me, crossing her legs. Her skirt was short enough that I caught a glimpse of lace before I made myself look at her face instead.

“So,” she said, “Kade Mercer. Nineteen years old, no fixed address, and allegedly immune to standard enthrallment protocols.” Her magenta eyes sparkled with mischief. “Let’s see if that’s actually true.”

“What exactly does that mean?”

“It means,” said a new voice, “that you’re about to become very popular or very dead.”

I turned. A man in a gray suit stood in the doorway, tablet in one hand and what looked like a high-end camera in the other. He was tall, thin, with the kind of face that belonged on a middle manager who enjoyed firing people.

“Watcher Hadris,” Roxy said, and her playful tone went flat. “I thought you were handling the midnight rounds.”

“Schedule changed.” He stepped into the room, and I noticed his shoes didn’t make any sound on the polished floor. “Deputy Registrar Thorne requested baseline documentation for all anomalous intake.”

His pale eyes fixed on me. “Mr. Mercer. I’ll be observing your evaluation for compliance purposes.”

“Compliance with what?”

“Campus safety protocols.” He raised the camera. “Smile.”

The flash went off before I could blink. When my vision cleared, he was typing something on his tablet.

“Subject presents as standard human male,” he murmured. “Height approximately six feet, lean build, dark hair, blue eyes. No visible supernatural characteristics.”

“Hey,” Roxy said, hopping off the desk. “Protocol says I run the intake, not you.”

“Protocol says I document anomalies.” Hadris looked up from his tablet. “This is documentation.”

The tension in the room could have been cut with a knife. Roxy’s tail was tapping against her boot now, faster than before. I had the distinct impression I was watching some kind of territorial dispute play out.

“Fine,” Roxy said. “Document away. But don’t interfere with my tests.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” Hadris moved to lean against the wall, camera ready.

Roxy turned back to me, and just like that, her smile was back. “Ignore him. He’s got all the personality of wet cardboard.” She settled back onto the desk. “Now, where were we?”

“You were about to test whether I’m actually immune to… whatever it is you do.”

“Enthrallment. Glamour. The fine art of making people want to do exactly what you want them to do.” She leaned forward, and I caught a hint of her scent—something like blueberries and ozone. “Most humans are absolutely helpless against it. Their brains just shut down and their bodies start following orders.”

“That sounds terrifying.”

“Oh, it is. For them.” Her grin turned predatory. “For us, it’s Tuesday.”

She slid off the desk and moved closer, until she was standing between my knees. This close, I could see the tiny silver rings piercing her horn nubs, the way her star-shaped pupils seemed to catch and reflect the room’s ambient light.

“Let’s start simple,” she said. “Look into my eyes.”

I did. Her pupils dilated, the magenta irises seeming to swirl like galaxies. Something warm and electric pulsed behind my ribs, spreading outward through my chest and down into my stomach.

Want.

The feeling hit me like a freight train. Pure, undiluted desire, stronger than anything I’d ever experienced. Every cell in my body suddenly craved her touch, her taste, her approval. The urge to reach out and pull her closer was so intense it made my hands shake.

But I kept my hands on the armrests of the chair.

“Interesting,” I said, my voice only slightly strained. “That’s definitely something.”

Roxy blinked, and the swirling stopped. The want faded to a warm buzz in the back of my head, manageable and distant.

“Holy shit,” she breathed.

Behind her, I heard Hadris’s camera click several times in rapid succession.

“That was your basic attraction glamour,” Roxy said, stepping back. “Ninety-nine percent of humans would be on their knees begging to please me right now.”

“I felt it,” I said. “But I didn’t have to act on it.”

“No, you didn’t.” She was staring at me like I was a puzzle she couldn’t solve. “Let’s try something stronger.”

She closed her eyes for a moment, and when she opened them again, they were glowing. Actually glowing, like someone had put LED lights behind her pupils.

“Kade,” she said, and her voice had a harmonic quality now, like she was speaking in perfect pitch. “I want you to stand up.”

The compulsion hit me like a physical force. Every muscle in my body tensed, ready to obey. The rational part of my brain screamed that this was exactly what she wanted me to do, but the rest of me didn’t care. I wanted to stand up. I needed to stand up. It would make her happy, and making her happy was suddenly the most important thing in the universe.

I stayed seated.

“Stand up, Kade.” The glow in her eyes intensified. “Come to me.”

Sweat beaded on my forehead. The urge to obey was so strong it felt like fighting gravity. But I’d spent nineteen years learning that the only person who got to decide what Kade Mercer did was Kade Mercer.

“No,” I said.

The glow cut out. Roxy stumbled backward, catching herself against the desk.

“Impossible,” Hadris said, and I heard him typing furiously on his tablet.

“That was command-level glamour,” Roxy said, her voice shaky. “Nobody resists command-level glamour.”

“Apparently I do.”

She shook her head, electric-violet hair falling across her face. “One more test. This one’s different.”

“Different how?”

“This one’s not a compulsion. It’s a… gift.” She straightened up, smoothing down her skirt. “Close your eyes.”

“I don’t think—”

“Please.” Her voice was soft now, almost vulnerable. “This won’t hurt you. Promise.”

I looked at her for a long moment, then closed my eyes.

“Now,” she said, and her voice seemed to come from everywhere at once, “imagine the most perfect moment of your life. The moment when everything was exactly as it should be.”

Images flooded my mind. Not memories—something else. Possibilities. Futures that could exist if I just reached out and took them.

I was lying in a bed that was actually mine, in an apartment that had my name on the lease. Sunlight streamed through windows that weren’t barred or boarded up. There was food in the refrigerator, money in the bank, and someone warm and willing curled up against my side.

The someone shifted, and I caught a glimpse of electric-violet hair and magenta eyes full of genuine affection.

“You could have this,” Roxy’s voice whispered in my ear. “All of it. Safety, comfort, belonging. People who choose to be with you because they want to be, not because they have nowhere else to go.”

The vision was so vivid I could smell the coffee brewing in the kitchen, feel the soft cotton of sheets that hadn’t come from a thrift store. It was everything I’d never let myself really want, painted in perfect detail.

“All you have to do,” she continued, “is let me in. Stop fighting. Stop resisting. Let me give you what you need.”

I opened my eyes.

Roxy was standing inches away, her hand extended toward my face. Her expression was soft, hopeful, almost desperate.

The vision lingered at the edges of my consciousness, warm and inviting and absolutely achievable if I just said yes.

“That’s a hell of an offer,” I said.

“But?”

“But if I let you give me what I need, then I’m not the one choosing it anymore, am I?”

Her hand dropped to her side. “You’d rather have nothing than have something given to you?”

“I’d rather earn something than be given everything.”

For a moment, she just stared at me. Then she threw back her head and laughed.

“Oh, you magnificent bastard,” she said. “You actually are immune.”

Behind her, Hadris was typing so fast his fingers were a blur.

“Subject demonstrates complete resistance to attraction, command, and paradise protocols,” he muttered. “Anomaly classification confirmed. Recommend immediate containment and study.”

“Recommend you shut the hell up,” Roxy snapped. “He passed the tests. That means he gets orientation like everyone else.”

“The tests were supposed to determine his resistance level, not whether he qualified for enrollment.”

“And they did determine his resistance level. It’s one hundred percent.” She turned back to me, grinning. “Congratulations, Kade. You’re officially the most dangerous human on campus.”

“Dangerous how?”

“Because you can’t be controlled,” came a dry voice from the corridor. Hadris checked something on his tablet and stepped back from the doorway. “Protocol oversight noted.”

He left a beat later, camera and tablet clutched to his chest like armor.

“Is it always like this?” I asked.

“Oh, honey,” Roxy said, “this was the friendly version.”

“So,” Roxy said, hopping back onto the desk, “ready for the grand tour?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You always have a choice. That’s kind of your whole thing.” She swung her legs, heels tapping against the desk drawer. “But if you want to have somewhere to sleep tonight that isn’t a bench in an alley, I’d recommend saying yes.”

Fair point.

“Lead the way.”



The Night Quad was exactly what it sounded like—a central courtyard surrounded by Gothic buildings, all of it bathed in that weird neon glow that seemed to emanate from the architecture itself. Students moved in groups across the manicured grass, and every single one of them looked like they’d stepped out of someone’s very specific fantasy.

A girl with butterfly wings that shimmered blue and gold in the artificial light. A guy whose shadow had too many arms. A woman whose skin was literally silver, reflecting the neon like a mirror.

And the succubi. Jesus, the succubi.

They were everywhere, in every shape and size and color imaginable. Tall ones, short ones, curvy ones, slim ones. Some had the classic horns-and-tail setup like Roxy, others sported wings or unusual skin tones or eyes that glowed in the dark. But they all had that same quality—that electric magnetism that made you want to look closer, step nearer, offer to carry their books.

“Try not to stare,” Roxy said, noticing my expression. “It’s considered rude.”

“How am I supposed to not stare? This is like walking through a Victoria’s Secret catalog that came to life.”

“And that,” she said, “is exactly why your immunity is so important. Most humans who end up here turn into drooling puppets within the first hour.”

We passed a group of three succubi sharing a bench near a fountain. One of them, a redhead with skin like porcelain and horns that curved forward like a ram’s, looked up as we walked by. Her eyes were solid gold, no pupils, and when she smiled at me I felt that familiar tug of attraction.

But just a tug. Manageable. Ignorable.

“New student?” she called out.

“Fresh from intake,” Roxy replied. “Kade, meet Vera. Vera, Kade.”

“Charmed,” Vera said, and her voice had that same harmonic quality Roxy’s had possessed during the command test. “Literally, I hope.”

The compulsion washed over me like warm water. Gentle, subtle, designed to make me want to walk over and introduce myself properly. Maybe sit down and chat. Maybe more than chat.

I nodded politely and kept walking.

Behind us, I heard one of Vera’s companions say, “Holy shit, did he just—?”

“Yep,” Roxy said over her shoulder. “One hundred percent immune.”

“Impossible.”

“That’s what I said.”

We kept walking, but I could feel eyes following us now. Whispers started spreading through the groups of students we passed, and more than one conversation stopped mid-sentence as we went by.

“Great,” I said. “I’m already famous.”

“Better famous than dead,” Roxy said cheerfully. “Though around here, sometimes there’s not much difference.”

She led me to a building that looked like a cross between a medieval dormitory and a luxury hotel. The sign by the entrance read: Night House - Residential Hall F.

“F?” I said. “That doesn’t sound very prestigious.”

“It’s not. We’re the bottom of the barrel, the rejects, the students who couldn’t get into the fancy Houses.” She grinned. “In other words, we’re perfect for each other.”

The lobby was smaller than I’d expected, with worn leather furniture arranged around a fireplace that burned with actual flames instead of the holographic displays I’d seen elsewhere. A few students were scattered around the room, studying or talking in low voices.

They all looked up when we walked in.

“Everyone,” Roxy announced, “meet Kade Mercer, our new housemate. Kade, meet the illustrious residents of Night House.”

A girl with silver hair and what looked like scales along her jawline waved from where she was curled up in an armchair with a textbook. “Welcome to the island of misfit succubi.”

“Speak for yourself, Lyra,” said another girl. This one had green skin and leaves instead of hair. “Some of us chose House F.”

“Sure, Ivy. And I chose to have a tail.”

I looked at Lyra more closely. She definitely had a tail—long and serpentine, coiled around the base of her chair.

“Ignore them,” Roxy said. “They’re bitter because they got stuck with the weird human.”

“I’m not weird,” I protested.

“Honey,” said Lyra, “you’re immune to succubus glamour. That’s like being immune to gravity.”

“Is it really that rare?”

“You’re literally the first one I’ve ever met,” Ivy said. “And I’ve been alive for three centuries.”

That stopped me cold. “Three centuries?”

“Oh, right. Human lifespan.” Roxy patted my arm sympathetically. “Most of us are a lot older than we look. I’m only forty-seven, which makes me practically a baby by succubus standards.”

“You’re forty-seven?”

“And he’s worried about that,” Lyra said, laughing. “Wait until he finds out about the feeding requirements.”

“Feeding requirements?”

Roxy’s cheeks actually flushed pink. “We’ll cover that in orientation. Come on, let me show you your room.”

She led me up a narrow staircase to the second floor, then down a hallway lined with doors. Each one had a nameplate and what looked like a small status display.

“Here we are,” she said, stopping in front of a door marked K. MERCER - ROOM 237. “Home sweet home.”

The room was small but comfortable. Single bed, desk, dresser, and a window that looked out over the quad. Someone had already delivered a set of bedding and what looked like a basic toiletry kit.

“Campus services works fast,” I said.

“They have to. Students who don’t have a safe place to sleep tend to end up doing things they regret.” She leaned against the doorframe. “Speaking of which, there are a few house rules you should know about.”

“Such as?”

“No feeding on housemates without explicit consent. No using glamour for coercion or pranks. And absolutely no bringing outsiders into the house without clearing it with me first.”

“Feeding?”

“Succubi need sexual energy to survive,” she said matter-of-factly. “Most of us can get by on ambient lust—you know, the general horniness that radiates off college campuses. But sometimes we need something more direct.”

“Direct how?”

Her blush deepened. “Physical contact. Kissing, touching, orgasms. That kind of thing.”

“And you’re telling me this because?”

“Because you’re immune to our usual methods of procurement. If one of your housemates needs to feed and you’re the only human around, they can’t just glamour you into helping out. They’d have to actually ask.”

I sat down on the bed, trying to process this information. “So let me get this straight. I’m living in a dormitory full of supernatural beings who literally feed on sexual energy, and I’m completely immune to their primary method of acquisition.”

“That’s about the size of it, yeah.”

“And this doesn’t seem like a recipe for disaster to you?”

She grinned. “Honey, everything about this place is a recipe for disaster. That’s what makes it fun.”

A chime sounded from somewhere in the walls, followed by a voice that seemed to come from the air itself.

“Attention all students. Evening meal service is now available in the main dining hall. Tonight’s special is herb-crusted salmon with roasted vegetables. Vegetarian and carnivore options are also available.”

“Dinner,” Roxy said. “You hungry?”

I realized I hadn’t eaten since… actually, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had a real meal. “Starving.”

“Good. The food here is amazing, and you’re going to need your strength.” She pushed off from the doorframe. “Tomorrow we start your real education.”

“Real education?”

“Survival 101: How to Live with Succubi Without Losing Your Mind or Your Soul.” Her grin turned predatory again. “Class starts at sunset.”

I followed her out of the room, locking the door behind me. The key felt solid and real in my hand, the first thing I’d owned in months that couldn’t be taken away by an eviction notice.

As we walked back toward the main building, I caught sight of movement in one of the upper windows. A figure silhouetted against the light, watching us cross the quad.

Hadris. Still documenting.

I looked away and kept walking. Let him watch. Let him take all the pictures he wanted.

I was here by choice, not compulsion. And nobody—not him, not the administration, not the most powerful succubus on campus—was going to change that.

The dining hall was buzzing with conversation and the clink of silverware against plates. Dozens of students filled the long tables, and the air thrummed with an energy I was starting to recognize as the natural byproduct of so many supernatural beings in one place.

Roxy grabbed us a table near the back, away from most of the crowd. “Better to ease you into the social scene,” she explained. “Too much stimulation at once can be overwhelming, even for someone with your immunity.”

The food was as good as advertised. Better, actually. The salmon practically melted in my mouth, and the vegetables had been seasoned with herbs I couldn’t identify but definitely wanted to try again.

“So,” I said between bites, “what exactly am I supposed to learn here? I mean, I get that it’s some kind of supernatural college, but what’s the curriculum?”

“Officially? Interdisciplinary studies in human-supernatural relations, with a focus on ethical interaction and consent protocols.” She speared a piece of broccoli with her fork. “Unofficially? How not to accidentally drive humans insane with lust.”

“That’s a real concern?”

“Honey, you have no idea. Before places like this existed, succubi had a mortality rate of about eighty percent in the first century of life.”

“Mortality rate from what?”

“Hunters. Angry mobs. Humans who figured out what we were and decided we were too dangerous to live.” She chewed thoughtfully. “Turns out, people don’t like being mind-controlled into sex. Who knew?”

“So this place teaches you how to interact with humans without… that?”

“Among other things. We also learn history, literature, mathematics, sciences. The full liberal arts experience, just with more focus on ‘how not to accidentally enslave your study group.’”

I looked around the dining hall, watching the easy interactions between different types of students. A group of what looked like vampires sharing a laugh with some kind of plant-based humanoids. A table of succubi helping a nervous-looking guy who was definitely human with his homework.

“There are other humans here?”

“A few. Exchange students, mostly, from universities that have partnerships with us. They volunteer to come here for a semester, help us practice our control in a safe environment.” She followed my gaze to the human student. “That’s Marcus. Pre-med major from State. He’s been here three months and hasn’t been glamoured once.”

“By choice?”

“By very carefully negotiated consent protocols. He knows exactly what everyone is, what they can do, and what his boundaries are. Everyone respects those boundaries because the alternative is expulsion and a very unhappy administration.”

“And me?”

“You’re different. You’re not here as practice. You’re here as… well, I’m not entirely sure what you’re here as.” She leaned back in her chair. “That’s probably something you should figure out.”

As if summoned by the conversation, my phone buzzed with a text notification. I pulled it out, expecting to see another message from my former landlord or maybe the bank.

Instead, the screen showed a message from an unknown number: Student Status Update Available. Please report to Registrar’s Office at your earliest convenience.

“Campus IT works fast,” Roxy observed, reading over my shoulder.

“This isn’t my number.”

“It is now. Along with your student email, your meal plan, and your access to the campus network.” She stood up, gathering her tray. “Come on. Might as well get the paperwork over with.”

The Registrar’s Office was back in the main administrative building, through corridors lined with more of those unsettling portraits. Deputy Registrar Thorne was waiting for us at the same desk where I’d first encountered the bureaucratic side of Night Campus.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said without looking up from her computer. “Please have a seat.”

I sat. Roxy remained standing, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed.

“Your intake evaluation has been processed and your student status has been finalized.” She handed me a plastic card that looked like a standard student ID, except for the small runes etched around the edges. “This will serve as your identification, meal card, and room key. Don’t lose it.”

“What happens if I do?”

“Replacement fee of five hundred dollars, and you get to explain to campus security why you’re wandering the halls without identification.”

I pocketed the card carefully.

“Your class schedule will be available through the student portal beginning tomorrow at noon. Standard course load is four classes plus one seminar. Given your unique circumstances, you’ve been enrolled in the following: Introduction to Supernatural Cultures, Consent and Coercion in Interpersonal Relations, Basic Ward Theory, and Practical Applications of Will Resistance.”

“Will Resistance?”

“The formal term for your immunity,” she said. “Professor Blackthorne will be conducting individual sessions to help you understand and control your abilities.”

Roxy perked up. “Tamsin’s teaching him? That’s going to be interesting.”

“Professor Blackthorne has the most experience with resistance training,” Deputy Registrar Thorne said primly. “She’s uniquely qualified to handle Mr. Mercer’s educational needs.”

She turned her monitor toward me. The screen showed what looked like a character sheet from a video game, complete with stats and progress bars.

[System: Student Status — Lv1]

Kade Mercer - Pactweaver Level: 1 • XP: 0/100

Attributes: STR: 9 • DEX: 10 • INT: 12 • VIT: 10 • CHA: 13 • LUCK: 11

Bonds: Roxy Vesper: 0/1000 • Elowen Quill: 0/1000 • Tamsin Blackthorne: 0/1000 • Maelia Sable: 0/1000

Resources: Focus Tokens: 0 • Sigil Sparks: 0/50

Status: House Rank: F (Merit: 0%) • Pact Grid: Locked

Current Objectives:

•             Complete orientation requirements

•             Establish baseline competency in core subjects

•             Maintain House standing above probationary threshold

“What is this?” I asked, staring at the display.

“Your academic progress tracker,” Deputy Registrar Thorne said. “Night Campus uses a modified experience point system to track student development across multiple metrics. Academic performance, social integration, practical skill development, and personal growth are all quantified and tracked.”

“It looks like a video game character sheet.”

“The resemblance is intentional. Our students respond well to gamified progression systems.” She turned the monitor back toward herself. “Your current classification is ‘Pactweaver,’ which indicates your potential for forming supernatural bonds despite your immunity. As you develop relationships and skills, your abilities will expand accordingly.”

Roxy was grinning now. “Oh, this is going to be fun. You get to level up just like the rest of us.”

“How exactly does one level up in college?”

“Academic achievement, practical application of learned skills, successful completion of challenges, and meaningful interpersonal connections,” Deputy Registrar Thorne said in the tone of someone reciting from a manual. “Your progress will be monitored and evaluated continuously.”

“By who?”

“Your instructors, your peers, and the campus monitoring system.” She closed the program and returned to her regular desktop. “Speaking of which, you should be aware that as an anomalous student, your activities will be subject to additional observation. This is for your safety as much as everyone else’s.”

“More observation than what Hadris was already doing?”

“Mr. Hadris handles compliance monitoring. This would be educational assessment.” Her expression remained perfectly neutral. “Completely different departments.”

Right. Because that made it better.

“Is there anything else I need to know tonight?”

“House meetings are held every Sunday evening at eight PM in the Night House common room. Attendance is mandatory for all residents. Your first week is considered an adjustment period, but you’re expected to begin contributing to House activities immediately.”

She handed me a folder full of papers. “Registration documents, academic calendar, campus map, and emergency procedures. Please review everything before tomorrow.”

“Emergency procedures?”

“Night Campus deals with supernatural students learning to control potentially dangerous abilities,” she said. “Occasionally, things go wrong. It’s best to be prepared.”

Roxy pushed off from the wall. “Come on, fresh meat. Let’s get you back to the dorm before something interesting happens.”

We left the administrative building and walked back across the quad. The neon glow seemed brighter now that full darkness had fallen, and there were more students out than before. Groups clustered around benches and fountains, talking and laughing and engaging in what looked like perfectly normal college social activities.

Except for the wings. And the glowing eyes. And the way conversations stopped when we passed.

“They’re all staring,” I said.

“Can you blame them? You’re like a unicorn. Theoretically possible but never actually seen in the wild.” Roxy’s tail swished behind her as we walked. “Give it a few days. The novelty will wear off.”

“Will it?”

“Probably not. But you’ll get used to being famous.”

We reached Night House, and Roxy walked me up to my room. She lingered in the doorway as I set the folder of paperwork on my desk.

“So,” she said, “any questions about your first day in supernatural academia?”

I sat down on the bed and looked at her. Really looked at her, taking in the electric-violet hair, the magenta star-pupils, the small horns with their silver rings. The way she held herself like she was always ready to either fight or flirt, depending on the situation.

“Just one,” I said. “Why are you being so nice to me?”

Her tail stopped swishing. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re supposed to be testing me, evaluating me, probably reporting back to the administration about how I’m adjusting. But you’ve been going out of your way to make me feel welcome. Why?”

She was quiet for a long moment, leaning against the doorframe with her arms crossed. When she finally spoke, her voice was softer than I’d heard it all day.

“Because,” she said, “I know what it’s like to be the weird one. The one who doesn’t fit in, doesn’t work the way everyone expects you to work.” She looked down at her boots. “I’m a succubus who can’t actually feed properly. My glamour is too weak, my control is terrible, and I’m about as seductive as a caffeinated hamster.”

“That’s why you’re in House F?”

“That’s why I’m in House F. And why I’m probably going to be here for the next fifty years, assuming I don’t wash out completely.” She looked up at me, and there was something vulnerable in her expression. “But you? You’re not weird because you’re broken. You’re weird because you’re… more. Stronger. And that’s terrifying for everyone else, but it’s also amazing.”

“I don’t feel amazing. I feel lost.”

“Yeah, well. That’s what makes you human.” She straightened up, the vulnerability disappearing behind her usual grin. “Get some sleep, fresh meat. Tomorrow we start figuring out what you’re really capable of.”

She started to leave, then stopped.

“Kade?”

“Yeah?”

“Welcome to Night Campus. Try not to let it kill you.”

She left, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

I sat there for a few minutes, looking around my new room. My first real room in longer than I wanted to think about. The bed was comfortable, the desk was solid, and the window looked out over a courtyard full of supernatural beings who were all learning how to coexist with a world that would probably kill them if it knew they existed.

And somehow, I was part of it now.

I opened the folder of paperwork and started reading. The campus map showed buildings I hadn’t seen yet: a library that took up an entire city block, training facilities that looked like they belonged in a military compound, and something called the “Pact Chamber” that was marked with warnings about restricted access.

The academic calendar showed the usual college schedule—midterms, finals, breaks for holidays. But there were also events I’d never seen before: “Feeding Safety Seminars,” “Consent Protocol Reviews,” and something called “House Trials” that happened monthly.

The emergency procedures manual was more alarming. Instructions for what to do if a student lost control of their abilities, how to recognize signs of magical feedback, and a phone tree for reporting “anomalous activity.”

Everything kept coming back to that word. Anomalous. That’s what I was here—the thing that didn’t fit, that broke the rules just by existing.

But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing.

I closed the folder and got ready for bed. Outside my window, the quad was quieting down as students headed back to their dorms. But the neon glow never faded, and neither did the sense that I was being watched.

Tomorrow, I’d start classes. I’d learn about supernatural cultures and consent protocols and ward theory. I’d figure out what it meant to be a Pactweaver, whatever that was.

Tonight, though, I was just going to sleep in a real bed, in a room that was mine, surrounded by people who couldn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to do.

For the first time in longer than I could remember, that felt like enough.

[System: Welcome, Pactweaver.]


Chapter 2: Shower Lane Shivers

I woke up to the sound of my phone buzzing against the nightstand. The screen showed 7:30 PM—apparently Night Campus ran on actual night owl hours.

The text was from an unknown number: Ready for that tour I promised? Meet me in the lobby in 10. -R

Roxy. Right.

I pulled on yesterday’s jeans and the least wrinkled t-shirt I could find, then headed downstairs. The Night House lobby was quieter than it had been the evening before, with only a few students scattered around the furniture. Roxy was perched on the arm of one of the leather chairs, swinging her legs and looking entirely too energetic for someone who’d been up as late as I had.

“There’s sleeping beauty,” she said when she saw me. “Ready for the grand tour?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You always have a choice. That’s your superpower, remember?” She hopped off the chair, her tail swishing behind her in that hypnotic rhythm. “But if you want to navigate this place without accidentally wandering into something that’ll melt your brain, I’d recommend saying yes.”

Fair point.

“Lead the way.”

We left Night House and headed toward a building I hadn’t seen before, all glass and steel that looked like it had been designed by someone with a serious modernist fetish. Students moved in and out through the main entrance, most of them carrying what looked like gym bags.

“Recreation center,” Roxy explained, noticing my expression. “Swimming pools, fitness equipment, massage therapy, and the Steam Wing.”

“Steam Wing?”

“Communal bathing facilities. Very European, very relaxing, and very popular with students who need to unwind after a long day of not accidentally mind-controlling their study partners.”

The interior was even more impressive than the outside. The main lobby had floors of polished marble and a ceiling that soared up three stories. Signs pointed toward various wings: Aquatic Center, Fitness Complex, Wellness Services, and Steam Wing - Members Only.

Roxy flashed her student ID at a turnstile, then gestured for me to do the same. The scanner beeped twice and flashed green.

“Membership has its privileges,” she said.

The Steam Wing was like stepping into a different world. The walls were lined with some kind of dark stone that gleamed wetly in the low lighting, and the air was thick with humid warmth that smelled faintly of minerals and something floral I couldn’t identify. Purple steam drifted lazily through the space, giving everything a dreamlike quality.

“Violet steam,” Roxy said, following my gaze. “It’s infused with essence that helps supernatural beings relax their natural defenses. Makes it easier to actually bathe without accidentally charming the person in the next stall.”

“And it’s safe for humans?”

“Completely. It just makes you feel… loose. Relaxed. Like you’ve had a glass of wine.” She grinned. “Though I should probably mention that it also lowers inhibitions.”

“Of course it does.”

The hallway opened up into a large changing area with lockers and benches. A few students were getting dressed or undressed, and I tried not to stare at the casual display of supernatural anatomy. Wings folded against backs, tails curled around waists, skin in shades I’d never seen before.

“Locker room etiquette,” Roxy said, grabbing towels from a supply closet. “No staring, no touching without permission, and no glamour. This is neutral territory.”

She handed me a towel that was soft enough to be made of clouds. “Strip down. Underwear optional.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“It’s communal bathing, fresh meat. You can’t exactly shower in your jeans.” She was already pulling her crop top over her head, revealing small, perfect breasts with dusky pink nipples that immediately drew my attention before I forced myself to look away.

“Eyes up here, horndog,” she said, but she was grinning. “Though I appreciate the reaction. Means I’m doing something right.”

I turned around to give her privacy while I got undressed, but I could hear the rustle of fabric and the soft thud of boots hitting the floor behind me. When I’d stripped down to my boxers, I wrapped the towel around my waist and turned back.

Roxy was completely naked except for a towel wrapped around her torso that barely covered her ass. Her skin was pale and perfect, with just a hint of muscle definition that suggested she spent time in the fitness center. Her tail swished behind her, the spaded tip tapping against the back of her thigh.

“Ready?” she asked.

“For what, exactly?”

“The full spa experience. Steam room, showers, maybe a soak in the mineral pools if you’re feeling adventurous.” She started walking deeper into the facility. “Consider it part of your cultural education.”

The Steam Wing was laid out like an ancient Roman bath, with different pools and chambers connected by corridors lined with that same gleaming stone. The purple steam was thicker here, making everything feel soft and dreamlike.

“This is the main steam room,” Roxy said, opening a heavy glass door. “Perfect for working out muscle tension and having conversations you’d never have in broad daylight.”

The room beyond was filled with benches arranged around a central fountain that bubbled with the source of the violet steam. A few other students were scattered around the space, towels draped strategically, talking in low voices.

“And this,” she said, opening another door, “is Shower Lane.”

The space beyond was long and narrow, with individual shower stalls lining both walls. Each stall was separated by frosted glass panels that provided some privacy while still allowing the steam to circulate freely. At the far end of the room, I could see what looked like a small altar with glowing symbols carved into the stone.

“Ward sigil plates,” Roxy explained, following my gaze. “For activities that require… explicit consent.”

“What kind of activities?”

“The kind that might involve feeding.” She moved toward the altar, her bare feet silent on the wet stone. “Succubi need sexual energy to survive, remember? Sometimes that means getting a little hands-on.”

She stopped in front of the altar and ran her fingers over one of the glowing symbols. “These wards create a safe space where consent can be given clearly and revoked at any time. No glamour, no coercion, just honest communication between adults.”

“And you’re telling me this because?”

“Because,” she said, turning to face me, “I haven’t fed properly in three days, and the ambient lust from the dining hall can only sustain me for so long.”

The purple steam swirled around her as she spoke, and I realized that the relaxed, wine-buzz feeling I’d been experiencing was getting stronger. My skin felt warm, sensitized, and I was becoming increasingly aware of how little the towel around my waist was actually covering.

“Roxy,” I said carefully, “what exactly are you asking me?”

“I’m asking if you’d be willing to help me with a feeding.” Her voice was soft, almost shy. “Nothing you don’t want to do. Just… enough to keep me stable for another few days.”

“And the ward sigils?”

“Would ensure that anything we do is completely consensual. No glamour, no coercion, no magical influence at all.” She stepped closer, and I could smell that blueberry-ozone scent that seemed to follow her everywhere. “Just you and me and whatever we both choose to do.”

The logical part of my brain was screaming warnings. This was my second day at Night Campus. I barely knew this girl. Getting involved with my tour guide was probably a terrible idea on multiple levels.

The rest of me was more interested in the way the steam was making her skin gleam, the curve of her hip where the towel had shifted slightly, the genuine vulnerability in her expression.

“What would I need to do?” I asked.

“Just touch the sigil and state your consent clearly. The ward will activate, and we’ll have complete privacy and safety.” She bit her lower lip. “And then… well, then we figure out what we both want.”

I looked at the glowing symbols on the altar, then at Roxy’s face. Her magenta eyes were wide, hopeful, with no trace of the swirling glamour she’d used during my intake test.

“This is completely voluntary?” I said. “No magical influence?”

“None. The steam just makes you relaxed, not compliant. And the wards would detect any glamour and shut down immediately.”

“And if I want to stop?”

“We stop. Immediately. No questions asked.” She reached out as if to touch my arm, then stopped herself. “Kade, I won’t lie to you. I want this. But only if you want it too.”

I looked at her for a long moment, taking in the nervous energy in her posture, the way her tail was tapping against the floor in that anxious rhythm I was starting to recognize.

“Okay,” I said.

Her face lit up. “Really?”

“Really. But I want to understand exactly what we’re agreeing to.”

“Of course.” She moved to the altar and gestured to the symbols. “This is a standard consent ward. When we both touch it and state our agreement, it creates a privacy barrier and ensures that anything we do is genuinely wanted by both parties.”

“And the feeding part?”

“Sexual energy is released during arousal and climax,” she said matter-of-factly. “The more intense the experience, the more energy generated. I can absorb it through physical contact—touching, kissing, skin against skin.”

“So we don’t necessarily have to…”

“Have penetrative sex? No. Though,” she grinned, “I wouldn’t say no if you were interested.”

The heat in my stomach that had been building since we entered the Steam Wing flared higher. “Let’s start with whatever feels natural and see where it goes.”

“I can work with that.” She placed her palm flat against one of the sigils. “State your consent clearly.”

I put my hand beside hers on the warm stone. “I, Kade Mercer, consent to whatever we both want to do here. No coercion, no manipulation, just honest attraction between adults.”

“I, Roxy Vesper, consent to feed from and pleasure Kade Mercer in whatever way we both desire. No glamour, no compulsion, just genuine connection.”

The sigils flared bright blue, and suddenly the air around us felt different. Thicker. More private. Looking back toward the entrance to Shower Lane, I could see what looked like a translucent barrier shimmering across the doorway.

“Privacy ward is active,” Roxy said. “No one can see or hear what happens in here until we dismiss it.”

“Good to know.” I looked at her, really looked at her, taking in the way the violet steam curled around her small frame, the nervous excitement in her expression, the fact that she was standing close enough for me to feel the heat radiating from her skin.

“So,” I said, “what now?”

“Now,” she said, reaching for the edge of my towel, “we get more comfortable.”

The towel hit the wet stone with a soft slap, and suddenly I was completely naked in front of a succubus who was looking at me like I was the answer to every question she’d ever had.

“Jesus,” she breathed, her eyes traveling down my body. “You’re… wow.”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks. “It’s not that impressive.”

“Shut up,” she said firmly. “You’re gorgeous. All lean muscle and sharp angles and…” Her gaze stopped at my cock, which was already half-hard from the combination of steam, situation, and proximity to a beautiful naked woman. “Oh, hello there.”

She reached out tentatively, then stopped herself. “Can I?”

“Yes.”

Her fingers were warm and soft when they wrapped around my thick shaft, and I couldn’t suppress a groan at the contact. My cock was already rock-hard, the head swollen and leaking precum that she spread with her thumb as she stroked me slowly, experimentally, watching my face for reactions.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she breathed, her small hand barely able to wrap around my girth. “I can feel your pulse throbbing through this thick cock.”

“It’s been a while,” I managed, my voice already rough with lust.

“For me too. Real contact, I mean. Not just glamour and fantasy.” She stepped closer, until her perky tits were pressing against my chest, her hard nipples dragging across my skin. “Can I kiss you?”

Instead of answering, I cupped her face in my hands and leaned down to capture her lips with mine.

The kiss was electric. Literally. I could feel something sparking between us, some kind of energy that made my skin tingle and my cock throb harder in her grip. She tasted like blueberries and something indefinably sweet, and when she opened her mouth to deepen the kiss, sliding her tongue against mine, I felt like I was drowning in the best possible way.

“Mmm,” she hummed against my lips, her hand still working my shaft. “That’s… fuck, that’s really good.”

“Just good?”

“Amazing. Incredible. I can taste your desire.” She nipped at my lower lip, then sucked it into her mouth. “And it tastes like coming home.”

I slid my hands down to her waist, pulling her closer until we were pressed together skin to skin. Her nipples were rock-hard against my chest, and I could feel the wet heat between her legs when she pressed her hips against mine, grinding her smooth pussy against my thigh.

“Your turn,” I said, running my hands up her sides to cup her perfect tits.

She arched into my touch, pushing her chest into my palms, and I lowered my head to take one of her hard nipples into my mouth. She gasped, her grip on my cock tightening as I sucked and flicked my tongue over the sensitive peak.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned. “That’s… god yes, suck my tits like that.”

I sucked hard on her nipple while my other hand explored her body—squeezing her other breast, sliding down the curve of her waist, gripping the flare of her hips, caressing the soft skin of her inner thighs. When I finally slid my fingers between her legs, she was already soaking wet, her pussy lips swollen and slick with arousal.

“So fucking wet,” I murmured against her breast, my fingers sliding through her slick folds.

“I’ve been wet since I saw you walk into intake,” she admitted breathlessly. “God, you have no idea what you do to me. I’ve been fantasizing about this cock all day.”

I found her swollen clit with my thumb and rubbed it in slow circles while I worked two fingers deep inside her tight, hot pussy. She was incredibly responsive, gasping and grinding against my hand like she was trying to take me deeper, her inner walls clenching around my fingers.

“Kade,” she panted, her hips bucking against my hand, “I need… fuck, I need to return the favor.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I want to.” She pushed gently on my chest until I stepped back. “Sit on the bench.”

There was a stone bench along one wall of the shower stall, carved from the same gleaming material as everything else. I sat down, and Roxy immediately knelt between my legs, her hands running up my thighs, her magenta eyes locked on my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, I love the way you look,” she breathed, wrapping both hands around the base of my thick shaft. “So fucking hard for me already. Look at this beautiful cock.”

She leaned forward and ran her wet tongue slowly along my entire shaft from base to swollen tip, her eyes never leaving mine. The sensation made me grip the edge of the bench so hard my knuckles went white.

“Holy shit,” I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily.

“Just getting started,” she said with a wicked grin, then wrapped her lips around my cockhead and sucked hard.

The heat and wetness was almost overwhelming. She started slow, taking just the swollen head into her mouth and swirling her tongue around it, licking up the precum that was already leaking steadily. Then she gradually worked her way down, taking inch after inch of my length until I could feel the back of her throat.

“Fuck, Roxy,” I gasped as she took me deeper. “Your mouth is incredible.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations making my cock throb harder in her throat. Then she pulled back and dove down again, this time taking me so deep I felt her nose brush my pelvis. Her throat contracted around me as she swallowed, and I could see tears forming in her eyes from the stretch.

“Jesus Christ,” I groaned, fighting the urge to grab her head and fuck her face.

She pulled off with a wet, obscene pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Mmm, not yet. I’m just getting warmed up.”

She went back to work with renewed enthusiasm, and I realized she wasn’t just giving me a blowjob—she was worshipping my cock. Every lick, every suck, every time she choked herself on my length was designed to drive me out of my mind with pleasure. Her small hands worked my shaft while her mouth focused on the head, alternating between deep-throating me completely and pulling back to suck just the tip.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned around my cock, her own arousal obvious in her voice. “I love sucking this thick cock. You taste so fucking good.”

But more than that, I could feel something else happening. Energy was building between us, crackling in the air like static electricity. Every time she moaned around my cock, every time I gasped her name, the feeling grew stronger.

“I can taste your energy,” she said, pulling back to stroke me with both hands, her saliva making them glide smoothly. “It’s like lightning and honey.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s perfect.” She licked the swollen head of my cock again, collecting the steady stream of precum. “You taste like power and choice and freedom. I could suck this cock all night.”

She went back to sucking me, taking me deep into her throat again and again, and I lost myself in the sensation. The steam, the privacy ward, the knowledge that this beautiful creature was feeding on my pleasure while she choked herself on my cock—it all combined into something that was beyond just physical sensation.

But I didn’t want to be the only one receiving.

“Roxy,” I said, tugging gently on her hair. “Come here.”

She looked up at me, lips swollen and eyes bright. “What?”

“I want to taste you too.”

Her eyes widened. “You don’t have to—”

“I know. I want to.”

I guided her up onto the bench beside me, then knelt between her legs. The stone was surprisingly comfortable against my knees, and the view was spectacular. Roxy’s pussy was perfectly smooth, completely bare, her swollen lips already glistening with arousal, her pink inner folds peeking through.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, running my hands up her thighs, spreading her legs wider.

“You’re just saying that because—oh, fuck!”

I’d leaned forward and run my tongue slowly along her entire slit, from her tight little asshole up to her swollen clit, tasting her properly for the first time. She was sweet and musky and absolutely addictive.

“Because what?” I asked, looking up at her while my tongue flicked against her clit.

“Because you’re… oh god, don’t fucking stop.”

I went back to work, exploring every fold and crease with my tongue, lapping at her juices like I was starving. When I found her clit and sucked it hard between my lips, she arched off the bench with a cry that echoed off the stone walls.

“Kade, yes, right fucking there!”

I worked her swollen clit with my tongue, flicking and circling it while I slid two fingers deep inside her tight, wet pussy, curling them to find that spot that made her see stars. She was incredibly responsive, grinding her pussy against my face and making the most amazing sounds, her juices coating my chin.

“Fuck yes, eat my pussy,” she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair. “Your tongue feels so fucking good.”

“I’m close,” she gasped, her hips bucking against my mouth. “Oh fuck, I’m so fucking close.”

The energy in the air was getting stronger now, crackling between us like a live wire. I could taste it in her pussy, feel it building in my own body. Whatever this feeding thing was, it was definitely working.

“Come for me,” I growled against her pussy, my voice muffled by her wet folds. “I want to feel you come all over my tongue.”

She did, with a scream that definitely echoed beyond the shower stall despite the privacy ward. Her pussy clenched hard around my fingers, her thighs squeezing my head as waves of pleasure wracked her body. I felt a surge of something warm and electric flow through me as her juices flooded my mouth.

But I wasn’t done yet.

I kept licking and sucking through her orgasm, not giving her a moment to recover. When she started to come down, I doubled my efforts, sucking her clit hard while pumping my fingers in and out of her soaking pussy. She was so sensitive now that every touch made her jerk and gasp.

“Kade, I can’t… it’s too fucking much…”

“Yes, you can,” I said, adding a third finger and pumping them deep inside her stretched pussy. “Give me another one. I want to taste you come again.”

She came again, harder this time, her whole body shaking with the force of it, squirting slightly as the intense orgasm tore through her. The energy surge was stronger too, making my skin tingle and my cock throb with desperate need.

“Your turn,” she panted, pulling me back up onto the bench.

She pushed me down so I was lying back, then straddled my hips. For a moment, I thought she was going to take me inside her, but instead she scooted back and took my throbbing cock in her mouth again.

This time was different. More urgent, more desperate. She sucked me like she was trying to pull my soul out through my dick, bobbing her head frantically as she deep-throated me over and over. Her throat muscles contracted around my shaft as she swallowed, and with the energy building between us, that might not have been far from the truth.

“Fuck, Roxy,” I groaned, my hips starting to buck. “I’m going to come. I’m going to fucking come.”

“Good,” she gasped, pulling off just long enough to speak, stroking my spit-slicked cock with both hands. “I want you to. I want to taste every drop when you come. Fill my mouth with your cum.”

She wrapped her lips around me again and sucked hard, taking me deep into her throat while her hands worked my shaft. I felt my balls tighten, the pressure building to an unbearable level.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” I roared.

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, and I came harder than I had in my entire life. Thick spurts of cum erupted from my cock, filling her mouth as she moaned around me. She swallowed frantically, her throat working to take every drop, but some leaked from the corners of her lips and dripped down her chin.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped when I was finally spent, licking her lips clean and showing me her mouth was empty. “You taste incredible. So much cum.”

When it was over, we both collapsed onto the bench, breathing hard and covered in a fine sheen of sweat despite the cool stone.

“Holy shit,” I said eventually.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “That was…”

“Incredible.”

“I was going to say life-changing, but incredible works too.” She curled up against my side, her tail wrapping around my thigh. “Thank you.”

“Thank you? I should be thanking you.”

“For trusting me. For letting me feed without trying to make it something it wasn’t.” She pressed a kiss to my chest. “Most humans who know what I am either run away or try to turn it into some kind of power dynamic. You just… let it be what it was.”

“What was it?”

“Mutual pleasure between consenting adults who happened to be attracted to each other.” She looked up at me with a soft smile. “With a little supernatural energy exchange thrown in for good measure.”

I felt something warm pulse in my chest, followed by text appearing in my peripheral vision like a video game HUD.

[System: Bond +150 — Roxy Vesper]

[Focus Tokens +50]

[Cooldown: Ward Circle reset 4h]

“Did you see that?” I asked.

“The system notification? Yeah. Looks like our connection is registering properly.” She stretched like a cat. “The Focus Tokens are a nice bonus too. Those will come in handy later.”

“Later for what?”

“For unlocking abilities in the Pact Grid. But that’s a lesson for another day.” She sat up and reached for her towel. “Right now, we should probably get cleaned up before someone comes looking for us.”

As if summoned by her words, I heard footsteps in the corridor outside the privacy ward. Heavy, deliberate footsteps that I was starting to recognize.

“Hadris,” I said.

“Probably. He does periodic sweeps of the recreational facilities.” Roxy stood and wrapped her towel around herself. “Don’t worry about it. The privacy ward will keep him from seeing anything, and we’re not breaking any rules.”

The footsteps paused outside the entrance to Shower Lane, and I saw a flash of light that looked like a camera going off.

“Time-stamping,” Roxy said with a grimace. “He’s documenting that we were here together.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not a problem, exactly. Just… data for his file.” She helped me to my feet and handed me my towel. “He’s building a pattern analysis of your behavior and associations.”

“To what end?”

“That,” she said, “is an excellent question.”

We got dressed quickly and efficiently, the post-orgasmic glow gradually fading into something more manageable. By the time we were ready to leave, the footsteps had moved on.

“So,” I said as we made our way back through the Steam Wing, “was this part of the standard tour?”

“Not exactly standard, no.” She grinned up at me. “But definitely educational.”

“What did I learn?”

“That you’re capable of genuine intimacy with a supernatural being without losing yourself in the process. That’s rarer than you might think.”

We reached the changing area, and I realized that several other students were staring at us. Not obviously, but with the kind of sideways glances that meant they knew something had happened.

“Do I have a sign on my forehead or something?” I asked.

“You have the glow,” Roxy said cheerfully. “Post-feeding energy exchange leaves a kind of aura for a few hours. Anyone with supernatural senses can see it.”

“Great. So everyone knows we just…”

“Had an amazing time together in the shower? Pretty much.” She grabbed my arm as we headed for the exit. “Is that a problem?”

I thought about it. A day ago, the idea of everyone on campus knowing my business would have mortified me. But these weren’t normal circumstances, and this wasn’t a normal place.

“No,” I said. “I don’t think it is.”

“Good. Because rumor travels fast around here, and by tomorrow morning everyone will know that the immune human hooked up with the exhibition succubus in Shower Lane.”

“Exhibition succubus?”

“That’s my reputation. The girl who gets off on being watched, being talked about, being the center of attention.” She looked up at me with a mischievous grin. “Hope you don’t mind being part of the show.”

“As long as it’s my choice to be part of it.”

“Always,” she said firmly. “I don’t do anything without explicit consent. That’s part of what makes the exhibition kink work—everyone involved has to be completely on board.”

We walked back across campus in comfortable silence, and I found myself thinking about what had just happened. Not just the sex, though that had been incredible, but the whole experience. The way Roxy had explained everything, asked for consent at every step, made sure I understood exactly what was happening.

It occurred to me that in all my previous relationships, I’d never experienced that level of clear communication. Maybe it took a supernatural being to show me what healthy intimacy actually looked like.

“Penny for your thoughts?” Roxy said as we reached Night House.

“Just thinking about communication,” I said. “How you made everything so clear and consensual.”

“That’s what we’re taught here. Explicit consent, honest communication, respect for boundaries.” She held the door open for me. “When you have the power to override someone’s free will, you have to be extra careful about not abusing that power.”

“Even with someone who’s immune?”

“Especially with someone who’s immune. Your consent means something different because we know it’s genuine.” She followed me into the lobby. “That makes it more valuable, not less.”

We climbed the stairs to the second floor, and Roxy walked me to my room.

“So,” she said, leaning against my doorframe, “how was your first official Night Campus experience?”

“Educational,” I said. “Definitely educational.”

“Good. Because tomorrow we start the real lessons.” She stretched up on her toes and kissed my cheek. “Sweet dreams, fresh meat.”

She headed down the hall toward her own room, tail swishing behind her in a rhythm that was definitely more relaxed than it had been that morning.

I went into my room and closed the door, then sat down on my bed to process what had just happened.

I’d had sex with a succubus. Not just any sex—amazing, mind-blowing, energy-exchanging sex that had apparently given me some kind of supernatural glow and earned me points in whatever cosmic game Night Campus was playing.

And the strangest part? It felt right. Not just the physical pleasure, but the whole experience. The clear communication, the mutual respect, the fact that I’d been able to maintain my autonomy even while being intimately connected to someone whose species was designed to override human will.

Maybe this place was going to work out after all.

My phone buzzed with another text from the same unknown number: System update complete. New abilities available. Report to Pact Chamber tomorrow at 8 PM for Grid orientation. -Campus Services

I looked out my window at the neon-lit quad, where students were moving between buildings in small groups. Some of them looked up at my window as they passed, and I caught glimpses of knowing smiles and interested expressions.

Apparently, having a supernatural glow made you visible in more ways than one.

But as I got ready for bed, I found I didn’t mind the attention. For the first time in longer than I could remember, I felt like I belonged somewhere. Like I was part of something bigger than just surviving from day to day.

And if that something happened to include incredible sex with beautiful supernatural beings who actually cared about my consent and well-being, well, that was just a bonus.

I fell asleep thinking about Roxy’s taste on my tongue and the warm pulse of energy that had flowed between us. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new lessons, and probably new complications.

But tonight, I was exactly where I wanted to be.

[System: Processing bond development…]

[System: Roxy Vesper relationship status: Attracted → Interested]

[System: New tutorial available: Pact Grid Basics]


Chapter 3: ID, Grid & Edging

I woke up to my phone buzzing insistently on the nightstand. The screen showed 7:45 PM and a text from Roxy: Pact Chamber orientation in 15. Don’t be late - Hadris has been lurking around the admin building all day.

The shower was quick and efficient, though I couldn’t help thinking about what had happened in Shower Lane the night before. The memory of Roxy’s mouth on my cock, the taste of her on my tongue, the way energy had crackled between us—it all felt surreal in the harsh fluorescent light of my tiny bathroom.

But the faint glow I could see around my reflection in the mirror was a pretty clear reminder that it had definitely happened.

I dressed quickly—jeans, black t-shirt, boots—and headed downstairs. The Night House lobby was busier than usual, with several residents clustered around what looked like a bulletin board that hadn’t been there yesterday.

“New posting,” said Lyra, the girl with silver hair and scales. She looked up from the notice she was reading. “Compliance has issued new guidelines for ‘anomalous student supervision.’”

I walked over to read over her shoulder. The notice was written in the kind of bureaucratic language that was designed to sound reasonable while being completely invasive:

NOTICE: Enhanced Monitoring Protocol Effective immediately, all students classified as “anomalous” will be subject to additional observational requirements for campus safety and academic assessment purposes. This includes but is not limited to: facility access logging, interaction documentation, and periodic behavioral evaluations.

Students subject to enhanced monitoring will be notified of specific requirements by their assigned compliance officer.

Questions regarding this policy should be directed to the Office of Student Compliance.

“Let me guess,” I said. “I’m the only student currently classified as anomalous.”

“Winner winner, chicken dinner,” said Ivy, the plant-girl. “Congratulations, you’re now the most closely watched person on campus.”

“What does that actually mean?”

“It means,” said a new voice from the stairs, “that they’re going to make your life as difficult as possible without technically breaking any rules.”

I turned to see Roxy coming down the stairs. She wasn’t alone in spirit—half the House seemed to be paying attention—but it was just her, tail swishing in that metronome rhythm as she hopped the last step.

“Orientation time,” Roxy said, already heading for the door. “Pact Grid basics. No supervision, just you and me and a very shiny room.”

“The pleasure’s mine,” I said, grabbing my jacket. “Though I’m getting the impression that meeting new people around here usually comes with complications.”

“How perceptive.” Her grin widened slightly. “Let’s keep it simple for now.”

“Escort me to my doom?”

“To your Grid orientation,” she corrected. “Come on.”

“Supervision for what?”

“For learning how to use abilities that could theoretically destabilize the magical infrastructure of the entire campus,” Roxy said cheerfully. “No pressure or anything.”

We left Night House and walked across the quad toward the main academic building. The neon glow seemed brighter tonight, or maybe I was just more aware of it. Students we passed looked at us with interest, and I caught more than a few whispered conversations that stopped when we got too close.

“Popular guy,” Roxy observed with a grin.

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s attention. And attention is the one thing you can’t afford to waste around here.” She held open the door to the academic building. “Every interaction you have, every relationship you form, every choice you make will be scrutinized and analyzed by Compliance. The question is whether you’ll use that scrutiny to your advantage or let it paralyze you.”

The Pact Chamber was on the third floor, behind a door marked with the same ward sigils I’d seen in Shower Lane. But these were bigger, more complex, and they were glowing with a steady blue light that made the corridor feel electric.

“Active wards,” Roxy explained, noticing my stare. “The Pact Chamber is one of the most secure locations on campus. Nothing gets in or out without explicit permission.”

She placed her palm against one of the sigils, and it flared bright white for a moment before settling back to blue. The door clicked open.

“After you,” she said.

The Pact Chamber was nothing like I’d expected. The entire far wall was floor-to-ceiling glass that looked out over the neon-lit city beyond the campus. The ceiling soared up two stories, and the space was large enough to comfortably hold thirty or forty people. In the center of the room was a raised dais surrounded by concentric circles carved into the polished black floor.

“Impressive,” I said.

“It’s designed to be,” Roxy said, moving toward the dais. “The Pact Chamber is where students learn the most advanced applications of supernatural abilities. Everything from bond formation to energy manipulation to…” She grinned. “Well, you’ll see.”

Along the walls were tiered seating areas that looked like they belonged in a lecture hall, and above those, a balcony level with what appeared to be observation booths. Every surface was covered in ward sigils, some glowing, some dormant, all of them more complex than anything I’d seen before.

“The three-circle system,” Roxy explained, gesturing to the dais. “Inner circle for individual work, middle circle for partnered activities, outer circle for group rituals. Each ring has different consent protocols and safety measures.”

“And the audience seating?”

“Learning is often a communal activity here,” she said with a grin. “Students benefit from observing advanced techniques.”

“You mean people watch?”

“Only with explicit consent from all participants,” Roxy said quickly. “But yes, sometimes. It’s part of the exhibition dynamic—some of us learn better when we know we’re being observed.”

I looked at the glass wall, the tiered seating, the observation balcony. The whole setup was designed for performance as much as education.

“So,” I said, “what exactly am I here to learn?”

“The Pact Grid,” Roxy said, moving to a control panel built into the wall beside the dais. “The system that governs supernatural ability development at Night Campus.”

She touched something on the panel, and suddenly the air above the dais shimmered. A three-dimensional holographic display materialized, showing what looked like a complex flowchart with three main branches.

“The Grid has three primary lanes,” she continued. “Charm, Ritual, and Defense. Each lane contains nodes that can be unlocked using Focus Tokens earned through various activities.”

The hologram shifted, highlighting the left branch in soft pink light.

“Charm lane focuses on interpersonal influence and attraction abilities. Enhanced charisma, persuasion techniques, and yes, glamour applications. Though in your case, Mr. Mercer, the abilities would be more about resistance and redirection than direct application.”

The middle branch lit up in golden light.

“Ritual lane governs energy manipulation and magical workings. Bond formation, power sharing, group dynamics. This is where most of your advancement will likely occur.”

The right branch glowed with silver light.

“Defense lane covers protection, warding, and stability maintenance. Particularly relevant given your apparent role in campus ward stabilization.”

“My role in what now?”

“Oh, did we not mention that?” Roxy said with obviously fake innocence. “The wards that keep this place hidden from normal humans? They’ve been getting weaker over the past few months. And according to the Headmistress, your presence here might be the key to fixing them.”

“No pressure,” I said dryly.

“None at all,” Professor Blackthorne agreed. “Now, shall we begin with a practical demonstration?”

She touched the control panel again, and the middle circle on the dais began to glow with soft blue light.

“This is a basic consent circle,” she explained. “When two or more individuals enter this space and formally agree to a shared activity, the wards create a protected environment for that activity.”

“Protected how?”

“Privacy, safety monitoring, automatic consent verification, and emergency intervention if needed.” She stepped onto the dais. “Miss Vesper, would you care to demonstrate?”

Roxy bounced up onto the platform with obvious enthusiasm. “Always happy to be the teaching assistant.”

“Mr. Mercer?”

I followed them onto the dais, and immediately felt the difference. The air was thicker here, charged with energy that made my skin tingle. The ward sigils around the room pulsed in a slow, hypnotic rhythm.

“Now,” Roxy said, moving to the control panel, “the first lesson in Pact Grid manipulation is understanding how bonds affect ability access. What’s my current bond level with you?”

“Approximately 150,” she answered herself with a grin. “We had our first successful feeding exchange last night.”

“Excellent. That level allows for basic energy sharing and limited intimacy protocols.” She gestured to the holographic display. “Kade, place your hand on the control surface.”

There was a crystal panel built into the edge of the dais. When I touched it, the hologram shifted to show what looked like a character sheet with my name at the top.

[System: Pact Grid Access]

Kade Mercer - Pactweaver Current Bonds: Roxy Vesper (150/1000) Available Tokens: 50 Unlocked Nodes: None

Available for Unlock:

•             Charm Lane: Hypnotic Sigil I (Cost: 25 tokens)

•             Ritual Lane: Energy Resonance (Cost: 50 tokens)

•             Defense Lane: Locked (Requires bond threshold 300+)

“As you can see,” Roxy said, “your progression is directly tied to your relationship development. Higher bond levels unlock access to more advanced abilities.”

“And I get tokens by…”

“Various activities,” Roxy said, grinning. “Successful feeding exchanges, academic achievement, practical applications, group work…”

“Intimate activities with consenting partners tend to be particularly effective,” she added matter-of-factly. “The energy exchange involved generates significant token rewards.”

I stared at the display. “So you’re telling me that my magical progression is literally tied to how good my relationships are?”

“Essentially, yes. The Pact Grid is designed to encourage healthy supernatural interactions.” Roxy touched the panel again, and the display shifted. “Want to participate in a demonstration of bond strengthening techniques?”

“What kind of demonstration?”

“Nothing we haven’t done before. Simple energy exchange within the consent circle.” She moved toward the edge of the dais, adjusting a setting to dim the balcony lights. “We get privacy. The room gets data.”

She walked over to one of the control panels along the wall, leaving me alone in the glowing circle just long enough to hear the wards hum.

“So,” I said, “this feels like a setup.”

“Everything here is a setup,” Roxy said, moving closer. “The question is whether you want to play along.”

“What kind of game are we playing?”

“The kind where we both get what we want.” She reached out to trace a finger along my chest. “I need to feed, you need to advance your Grid progression, and the administration needs data on how your immunity affects bond development.”

“This is really weird,” I said.

“Welcome to Night Campus,” Roxy said cheerfully. “Where everything is weird and everyone’s watching.”

She pressed closer, and I could smell that blueberry-ozone scent that was becoming familiar. The ward circle pulsed around us, and I felt that same electric tingle I’d experienced in Shower Lane.

The consent sigils flared brighter, indicating the circle was fully active and ready for bonding activities.

“Well,” I said, “guess that’s our cue.”

“Guess so,” Roxy agreed with a grin.

She looked up at me with those magenta star-pupils, and I saw the same vulnerability I’d noticed the night before. Despite all the setup and observation and bureaucratic maneuvering, she genuinely wanted this.

“Okay,” I said. “But we do this our way, not theirs.”

“Deal.”

I cupped her face in my hands and leaned down to kiss her. The moment our lips touched, the energy in the circle intensified, crackling between us like static electricity. But this time, I was ready for it.

The kiss deepened, and I felt Roxy melt against me. Her hands fisted in my shirt, pulling me closer, and when I slid my tongue into her mouth she moaned softly.

“God,” she breathed against my lips, “you taste even better than I remembered.”

“Likewise.”

I backed her toward the center of the dais, where the ward glow was strongest. The energy here was almost tangible, wrapping around us like warm honey.

I focused on Roxy, who was working on the buttons of my shirt with single-minded determination.

“Someone’s eager,” I said.

“I’ve been thinking about last night all day,” she said, pushing my shirt off my shoulders. “About how you tasted, how you felt…”

Her hands roamed over my chest, and I felt that familiar heat building in my stomach. But this time, I wanted to be the one in control.

“Strip,” I said, my voice rougher than I’d intended.

Her eyes widened with surprise and arousal. “Here? In front of—”

“Here. Now.” I stepped back and crossed my arms. “Unless you don’t want to.”

“I want to,” she said quickly. “I just… it’s different when someone’s watching.”

“Then give them something worth watching.”

That seemed to flip a switch in her. The nervous vulnerability disappeared, replaced by the confident exhibitionist I was starting to recognize. She grinned and began to strip with deliberate, theatrical slowness.

First the crop top, peeled off inch by inch to reveal those perfect small tits with their dusky pink nipples already rock-hard with arousal. Then the tiny skirt, unzipped and allowed to pool around her ankles, showing off the fact that she wasn’t wearing underwear and giving me a perfect view of her completely bare, glistening pussy.

Finally, she kicked off her boots and stood before me completely naked except for the silver rings in her horn nubs and the way the ward light played across her pale skin, highlighting every curve.

“Satisfied?” she asked, striking a pose that pushed her perky tits out and showed off her tight little body.

“Getting there.”

I moved closer, until I was standing just close enough for her to feel my body heat but not quite touching. She shivered, and I could see her nipples tighten even further, her pussy lips already swollen with need.

“You know what I want?” I said, my voice low enough that she had to lean in to hear me.

“What?”

“I want you on your fucking knees.”

Her breath caught. “Kade…”

“I want you to suck my cock like the good little slut you are. But this time, I’m going to control the pace.” I reached out to trace one finger along her jawline. “I’m going to edge you, tease you, make you beg for every drop of my cum.”

Her pupils dilated, and I could smell her arousal spiking, the scent of her wet pussy filling the air.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want that. I want you to control me, use my mouth however you want.”

I smiled and unzipped my jeans, pushing them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already rock-hard and throbbing, and Roxy’s eyes locked onto it immediately like she was hypnotized.

“On your knees, slut,” I said again.

She dropped gracefully, her tail curling around her legs as she settled into position. The ward circle pulsed brighter, responding to the shift in our dynamic.

I turned my attention back to Roxy, who was looking up at me with desperate anticipation, her tongue already darting out to wet her lips.

“Nobody talks during this except you and me,” I said, sliding my hand into her electric-violet hair and gripping it firmly. “Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Good girl.” I guided her head toward my throbbing cock. “Now show me what that pretty little mouth can do.”

She leaned forward eagerly, but I tightened my grip on her hair, stopping her just before her lips could touch my shaft.

“Slowly,” I said. “I want you to savor this like the cock-hungry little slut you are.”

She nodded and extended her tongue, licking delicately at the swollen head of my cock, tasting the precum that was already beading there. The sensation was incredible, but I forced myself to stay still, to let her work at the pace I set.

“More,” I commanded.

She took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it while her eyes stayed locked on mine. Her lips stretched around my girth as she sucked gently, the connection electric, charged with more than just physical sensation.

“Deeper. Take more of this cock.”

She worked more of my length into her mouth, and I felt the tight heat of her throat as she tried to take me completely. But again, I stopped her with a firm grip on her hair.

“Not yet, you greedy little cocksucker.”

I pulled her back, my cock sliding out of her mouth with a wet, obscene pop. She whimpered at the loss, and I could see the desperate need in her eyes.

“Please,” she begged.

“Please what?”

“Please let me suck your cock properly. I need to taste you, I need to choke on your thick cock.”

The desperation in her voice sent a jolt of heat straight to my balls. But I wasn’t done playing with her yet.

“You’ll get what you need,” I said, “when I decide you’ve earned it.”

I let her take me in her mouth again, but this time I controlled the rhythm completely. Slow, shallow strokes that let her taste me without getting what she really wanted. Every time she tried to go deeper, I pulled her back by her hair.

“Kade,” she gasped during one of the breaks, saliva dripping from her lips, “you’re killing me.”

“Good. Beg for it.”

The energy in the ward circle was building now, crackling around us like a thunderstorm. I could feel it in my skin, in my bones, mixing with the arousal and the power dynamic.

I looked at Roxy, kneeling naked before me with her lips swollen from sucking my cock, her eyes bright with need and submission and trust. Something clicked into place in my chest, warm and electric and completely new.

“Now,” I said, loosening my grip on her hair. “Show me everything. Choke on my cock like a good little whore.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She took me deep, deeper than she had the night before, until I could feel the back of her throat contracting around my shaft. Her eyes watered as she gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull back. Then she began to move, bobbing her head frantically, taking me so deep that her nose pressed against my pelvis with each thrust.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned, watching my cock disappear completely into her throat. “Take it all, you beautiful cocksucker.”

But it wasn’t just the physical sensation of her tight throat massaging my shaft. It was the energy flowing between us, the way she gave herself over to pleasing me, the trust implicit in the dynamic we’d created. Every gag, every swirl of her tongue, every time she took me completely into her throat until she couldn’t breathe, I felt more connected to her.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my control starting to fray as she sucked me with desperate intensity. “Roxy, your throat feels so fucking good.”

She pulled off just long enough to speak, gasping for air while stroking my spit-slicked cock. “Come down my throat,” she said, her voice hoarse from taking me so deep. “I want to swallow every drop of your cum.”

“Not yet.”

I pulled her off my cock again, ignoring her whimper of protest. “Stand up.”

She did, and I could see that her thighs were slick with her own arousal. The scent of her need was intoxicating, mixing with the ozone from the ward circle.

“Turn around,” I said. “Hands on the ground.”

She bent over, presenting her ass and pussy to me in a display that was absolutely pornographic. I could see everything—the way her pussy lips were swollen and glistening with wetness, the tight pink pucker of her asshole, the way her tail curled over her back in invitation, practically begging me to fuck her.

“Stay like that,” I said, and dropped to my knees behind her.

I’d intended to tease her the way she’d teased me, but the moment I got my first real taste of her soaking wet pussy, my control snapped. She was sweet and musky and absolutely addictive, and I buried my face between her thighs like a man starving, licking from her clit all the way back to her tight little asshole.

“Oh god,” she cried, her hips bucking against my mouth. “Yes, eat my pussy like that, don’t fucking stop!”

I didn’t plan to. I licked and sucked at her swollen clit while I worked two fingers deep inside her tight, wet hole, and she was so responsive that I could feel her getting close within minutes, her pussy clenching around my fingers.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” she gasped, grinding back against my face.

“Not yet.”

I pulled away, leaving her trembling on the edge. She looked back at me over her shoulder, and the expression on her face was pure desperation.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need to come so fucking bad.”

“I know.” I stood up and moved to stand in front of her. “Finish what you started first. Make me cum and I’ll let you come.”

She didn’t hesitate. She took my cock in her mouth and went to work with renewed intensity, sucking and deep-throating me like her life depended on it. The energy in the circle was reaching a crescendo now, crackling visibly in the air around us.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I warned her, my balls tightening.

She doubled her efforts, taking me completely down her throat and humming around my shaft in a way that sent vibrations straight through my entire body. When I finally came, it was with an intensity that left me seeing stars, my cum erupting down her throat in thick, hot spurts.

She swallowed every drop, then looked up at me with satisfaction and desperate need warring in her expression.

“My turn?” she asked hopefully, licking her lips clean.

“Your turn.”

I dropped back to my knees and gave her exactly what she needed. This time, I didn’t tease or edge her. I licked her swollen clit with firm, steady strokes while my fingers worked inside her soaking pussy, and when she finally came, it was with a scream that echoed off the chamber walls, her pussy gushing as she squirted all over my face.

The energy discharge was visible this time—a pulse of golden light that radiated out from the ward circle and made every sigil in the room flare bright blue.

I felt something warm and electric pulse in my chest, followed by text appearing in my peripheral vision.

[System: Bond +150 — Roxy Vesper]

[System: Current Bond Level: 300 (Confidante)]

[System: Stat Tip: CHA synergy √]

[System: Focus Tokens +25]

[System: New abilities available]

The holographic display above the dais shifted, showing updated information.

Kade Mercer - Pactweaver Current Bonds: Roxy Vesper (300/1000)

Available Tokens: 75 Unlocked Nodes: None

Available for Unlock:

•             Charm Lane: Hypnotic Sigil I (Cost: 25 tokens)

•             Ritual Lane: Energy Resonance (Cost: 50 tokens)

•             Defense Lane: Basic Ward Theory (Cost: 75 tokens)

“Congratulations,” Roxy said, tapping the panel to snapshot the moment. “Confidante level unlocked and full lane access. Told you we were good together.”

I helped Roxy to her feet, and she leaned against me while she caught her breath. The post-orgasmic glow was even stronger this time, visible as a faint golden aura around both of us.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Different,” I said. “More… connected.”

“That’s the bond strengthening. At 300, we can sense each other’s emotional state and share energy more efficiently.” She looked up at me with a soft smile. “It’s like having a direct line to someone’s heart.”

“Is that why it feels like there’s something warm in my chest?”

“That’s exactly why.”

She gestured to the holographic display. “You now have enough tokens to unlock your first node. I’d recommend starting with either Energy Resonance or Basic Ward Theory, as both will be essential for your role in campus stabilization.”

“What does Energy Resonance do?”

“It allows you to channel and amplify magical energy through your bonds. Particularly useful for group workings and power sharing.”

“And Basic Ward Theory?”

“Defensive applications. Barrier creation, protection spells, and most importantly, ward maintenance and repair.”

I looked at the display, then at Roxy, who was watching me with interest.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“Energy Resonance,” she said immediately. “It’ll make everything we do together more powerful, and it’s the foundation for most of the advanced Ritual lane abilities.”

“Energy Resonance it is.”

I touched the crystal panel, selected the node, and felt a rush of information flow into my mind. Suddenly I understood things about magical energy flow and bond mechanics that I’d never known I needed to know.

[System: Node Unlocked: Energy Resonance]

[System: Ritual Lane Level 1 activated]

[System: Available Tokens: 25]

“Excellent choice,” Roxy said, checking the display. “How do the enhanced resonance patterns feel?”

“Amazing,” she continued, pressing closer to me. “I can feel your energy signature like it’s part of my own. And the potential for amplification…” She shivered. “This is going to make feeding so much more efficient.”

“And more pleasurable, I assume?”

“Definitely more pleasurable.”

I was starting to understand the significance of what we’d just done. The bond strengthening and Grid progression weren’t just academic concepts—they were fundamental changes to how Roxy and I related to each other.

“Now,” Roxy said, her expression becoming more serious, “there are a few administrative matters we need to discuss.”

“Such as?”

“The new compliance requirements,” Roxy said, wrinkling her nose. “Given your anomalous status, you’ll need pre-approval for anything involving ward manipulation or advanced bonding.”

“From who?”

“Watcher Hadris, unfortunately. He’s been assigned as your compliance monitor.”

That killed the post-orgasmic glow pretty effectively.

“Meaning what, exactly?”

“Meaning that any time you want to use the Pact Chamber, any Gate-Run activities, any group workings—they all need to be cleared through him first.” Roxy’s expression was carefully neutral. “He has the authority to deny access or impose restrictions based on his assessment of campus safety.”

“That’s bullshit,” I said flatly.

“That’s bureaucracy,” Roxy corrected with a grimace. “And it’s the reality we’re working within.”

“How long does approval take?”

“Up to seventy-two hours for routine requests. Longer for anything deemed ‘potentially destabilizing.’”

I felt anger rising in my chest, but underneath it was something colder and more calculating. They couldn’t control me directly, so they were going to control my access to the tools I needed to grow stronger.

“What if I just ignore the requirements?”

“Then your access gets revoked entirely, and you’ll be restricted to basic coursework until further notice.” She started gathering her clothes. “I don’t like it any more than you do. But fighting it directly will only make things worse.”

“Then what do you suggest?”

“Learn to work within the system while you build the power to change it.” She pulled on her crop top. “The stronger your bonds become, the more allies you’ll have. The more nodes you unlock, the more essential you become to campus operations. Make yourself indispensable, and the restrictions will become irrelevant.”

“I need to review the compliance requirements before our next Grid session,” she added. “We can’t afford any procedural violations.”

“So,” I said, “this just got complicated.”

“Everything here is complicated,” Roxy said, starting to gather her clothes. “The question is whether you’re going to let them scare you into playing it safe.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that there are ways around compliance requirements if you know where to look.” She pulled on her crop top and grinned at me. “And I happen to know where to look.”

“Such as?”

“Emergency protocols. Educational exemptions. Group activities that fall under existing approvals.” She stepped close and ran her hand over my chest. “Plus, the stronger our bond gets, the more energy we can generate in unofficial settings.”

“Like your room?”

“Like my room. Like yours. Like anywhere we can create a temporary consent circle.” Her grin turned wicked. “Hadris can control our access to official facilities, but he can’t stop us from being creative.”

I pulled on my shirt and considered that. The administration thought they could limit my development by controlling my environment. But they were thinking like bureaucrats, not like college students who’d spent their entire lives figuring out ways around rules.

“How much trouble could we get in?”

“For unofficial bonding? None, as long as we don’t damage anything or disrupt campus operations.” She headed for the door. “For getting caught working around compliance requirements… well, that depends on how creative we get.”

We left the Pact Chamber and walked back across the quad toward Night House. The neon glow seemed brighter than usual, or maybe that was just the enhanced energy perception from my new Grid node.

“So what’s next?” I asked.

“Next, we see how much the bond development affects your other abilities. Energy Resonance should make you more effective in combat situations, which means Gate-Run training.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night, assuming Hadris doesn’t block our access.” She looked up at me with that mischievous expression I was learning to recognize. “And if he does, we find somewhere else to practice.”

“Somewhere else like where?”

“Oh, I have ideas. Lots of ideas.” She stretched up to kiss my cheek as we reached Night House. “Sweet dreams, Pactweaver. Tomorrow we start the real fun.”



She headed up the stairs toward her room, tail swishing in that hypnotic rhythm that was becoming so familiar. I watched her go, then made my way to my own room.

The events of the evening replayed in my mind as I got ready for bed. The bond strengthening, the Grid progression, the bureaucratic complications. But underneath all of that was a simple truth: I was getting stronger, and they knew it.

The question was whether I could get strong enough fast enough to stay ahead of whatever Hadris and Compliance had planned.

I fell asleep thinking about energy resonance and the warm pulse of connection I could feel in my chest whenever I thought about Roxy. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new lessons, and probably new restrictions.

But tonight, I was a level stronger than I’d been that morning. And that felt like progress.

[System: Processing bond advancement…]

[System: Roxy Vesper relationship status: Interested → Trusting]

[System: New tutorial available: Combat Applications]

[System: Warning: Compliance monitoring active]


Chapter 4: Gate 1 & Pact of Glass

I woke up to my phone buzzing with what had become the familiar pattern: messages from Roxy, system updates, and compliance notifications that made my jaw clench before I was even fully conscious.

The messages were in order of priority, apparently:

R: Ready for your first Gate-Run? Meet me at the Hub in 20.

System: Combat tutorial scheduled. Recommended party size: 2-3 students. Estimated duration: 90 minutes.

Compliance: Mr. Mercer, your Gate access has been temporarily approved pending completion of safety orientation. Please report any anomalous experiences immediately. - W. Hadris

“Good morning to you too,” I muttered, rolling out of bed.

Shower, coffee from the vending machine in the lobby, and twenty minutes later I was walking across the quad toward the Gate Hub. The building looked like a cross between a military armory and a high-tech research facility, all reinforced concrete and glowing energy conduits.

Roxy was waiting for me by the entrance, bouncing on her toes with barely contained excitement. She’d traded her usual crop top and skirt for what looked like actual combat gear—fitted black bodysuit, reinforced boots, and a harness that held various pouches and tools.

“Looking very paramilitary,” I said.

“Gate-Runs are serious business,” she said, grinning. “Sure, this is just a tutorial shard, but even tutorial mobs can kill you if you’re not paying attention.”

“Mobs?”

“Monsters. Enemies. Magically animated constructs designed to test your combat abilities.” She started walking toward the entrance. “Think of it as a video game dungeon, except the damage is real.”

The lobby of the Gate Hub was buzzing with activity. Students in various types of combat gear were checking equipment, reviewing mission parameters on holographic displays, and generally preparing for what looked like serious business.

“Team roster,” said a bored-looking receptionist behind a fortified desk. She didn’t look up from whatever she was reading.

“Vesper and Mercer,” Roxy said. “Tutorial shard assignment.”

“Gate 7. Equipment check is mandatory. No exceptions.” The receptionist finally looked up, and I realized she had four arms and eyes that glowed a soft green. “Newbie?”

“Fresh meat,” Roxy confirmed.

“Standard tutorial kit, then. Bay 12.” She handed me a tablet. “Read the safety protocols. Sign the waiver. Try not to die.”

Bay 12 looked like the world’s most over-engineered locker room. Racks of weapons, armor, and gear lined the walls, while holographic displays showed detailed breakdowns of equipment stats and combat mechanics.

“Arms up,” Roxy said, approaching with what looked like a fitted vest covered in glowing circuits.

I raised my arms, and she slipped the vest over my head, adjusting straps and connections with practiced efficiency. The moment it activated, text appeared in my peripheral vision.

[System: Combat Interface Active]

[HP: 150/150] [Stamina: 200/200]

[Mana: 80/80]

[Equipment: Basic Combat Harness]

[Weapon: None]

[Party: Roxy Vesper (150/150 HP)]

“That’s your heads-up display,” Roxy explained, strapping on her own gear. “Health, stamina, mana, party status. It’ll also show enemy information and environmental hazards.”

“This is really happening,” I said, looking at the HUD floating in my vision.

“Oh, it gets better.” She moved to a weapons rack and selected what looked like a cross between a staff and a taser. “Basic shock staff. Non-lethal, but effective against most tutorial enemies. Point and click to zap things.”

She handed me a similar weapon, and the HUD updated to show weapon information and basic attack commands.

“What about you?”

“I’m more of a support role,” she said, pulling on gloves that crackled with purple energy. “Charm abilities, crowd control, that sort of thing. My job is to keep enemies distracted while you learn to hit them.”

A door at the far end of the bay slid open, revealing a corridor that seemed to stretch much farther than the building’s exterior dimensions should have allowed.

“Spatial expansion,” Roxy said, noticing my confusion. “The Gates exist in pocket dimensions. Much bigger on the inside.”

We walked down the corridor, and I could feel the air getting thicker, charged with the same kind of energy I’d experienced in the Pact Chamber. But this felt different—wilder, less controlled.

“First rule of Gate-Runs,” Roxy said as we walked, “stick together. Second rule, trust your HUD. Third rule, when I tell you to duck, duck immediately.”

“What’s the fourth rule?”

“Don’t die. That one’s important.”

The corridor opened up into a circular chamber with a massive ring of metal and crystal dominating the center. Energy crackled between the components, and I could see what looked like a swirling portal in the center of the ring.

“Gate 7,” Roxy announced. “Tutorial shard, difficulty level 1. Perfect for absolute beginners.”

“What’s on the other side?”

“A small pocket dimension designed to teach basic combat mechanics. Light puzzles, simple enemies, safe failure conditions.” She looked at me seriously. “But Kade? The pain is real. The exhaustion is real. If you take damage, you’ll feel it.”

“Got it.”

She stepped toward the portal, then looked back. “Ready to see what you’re really made of?”

I hefted the shock staff and tried to look more confident than I felt. “Let’s do this.”

The portal felt like stepping through warm honey mixed with electricity. There was a moment of disorientation, then suddenly we were standing in what looked like a small forest clearing surrounded by crystalline trees that hummed with internal light.

[System: Welcome to Tutorial Shard: Crystal Grove]

[Objective: Locate and activate 3 resonance crystals]

[Current: 0/3 crystals activated]

[Party status: All members active]

“Pretty,” I said, looking around at the alien landscape.

“And full of things that want to kill us,” Roxy added cheerfully. “Let’s start with the basics. See that shimmer about thirty feet ahead?”

I looked where she was pointing and saw what looked like heat distortion hanging in the air between two crystal trees.

“That’s a Glimmer Sprite. Basically a ball of aggressive energy that shoots lightning bolts. Your job is to hit it with the shock staff.”

“Just walk up and zap it?”

“Pretty much. But watch the attack pattern first.”

As if summoned by her words, the shimmer solidified into a creature that looked like a jellyfish made of crackling electricity. It pulsed once, twice, then shot a bolt of lightning at a crystal formation that exploded in a cascade of sparks.

“See the timing? Pulse, pulse, attack. You want to move in right after it shoots.”

I circled around to the side, staying low, watching the creature’s rhythm. Pulse, pulse, lightning bolt at a different target. The moment the bolt fired, I rushed in and jabbed the shock staff into the sprite’s core.

The creature exploded in a shower of sparks, and I felt a warm pulse of satisfaction as text appeared in my vision.

[Enemy Defeated: Glimmer Sprite] [XP Gained: 25] [Loot: Crystal Shard x1]

“Not bad for a first try,” Roxy said. “How did it feel?”

“Like… like I knew what I was doing.” I looked at the shock staff, then at my hands. “Is that normal?”

“For someone with your intuitive combat abilities? Probably.” She started walking deeper into the grove. “The bond we formed is sharing some of my experience with supernatural combat. That’s what Energy Resonance does—it creates shortcuts in learning.”

We found two more Glimmer Sprites and a puzzle that involved redirecting crystal light beams to unlock a resonance point. Each victory felt more natural, more instinctive. By the time we’d activated all three crystals, I was moving through combat scenarios like I’d been doing it for years.

[System: Tutorial Complete]

[XP Gained: 150 total]

[Loot: Crystal Shards x5, Minor Health Potion x1]

[Bonus: Flawless completion - no damage taken]

“Show off,” Roxy said, but she was grinning with pride. “Most people take damage on their first run.”

“Most people don’t have a succubus sharing combat experience through a magical bond.”

“True. But most people also don’t have your natural instincts.” She moved closer, and I could smell that familiar blueberry-ozone scent. “You fight like someone who’s never doubted themselves.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s incredibly attractive.”

The way she said it made something warm flare in my stomach. We were alone in an alien forest clearing, both of us running on post-combat adrenaline, and the energy bond between us was humming with shared excitement.

“Roxy,” I said.

“Yeah?”

“How long do we have before they expect us back?”

“Tutorial shards are booked for ninety minutes.” She checked something on her bracer. “We’ve been here forty-five minutes.”

“And what usually happens in the remaining time?”

“Cooldown. Rest. Equipment maintenance.” Her tail was doing that tapping thing again, faster now. “Or…”

“Or?”

“Or we could celebrate our successful first mission.” She stepped closer, until I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. “I know a spot.”

“Private pocket dimensions have their advantages,” she said with a grin that promised trouble. “But you know what would be even more interesting?”

“What?”

“A public ritual to consecrate our new bond level.” She looked at me with sparkling eyes. “Ever wanted to make a statement?”

The question hit me like a physical force, and I could feel something shifting between us—our bond deepening, strengthening from the shared combat experience and the adrenaline still pumping through our veins.

“What kind of statement?” I asked.

“That we’re not going to hide what we are. That our bond is real, powerful, and worth celebrating.” Her expression grew serious. “That they can monitor us and restrict us and try to control us, but they can’t make us ashamed.”

I looked at her—really looked at her. The electric-violet hair, the magenta star-pupils, the small horns with their silver rings. The way she held herself like she was ready to take on the world, and the vulnerability underneath that she only showed me.

“Let’s do it,” I said.



The Gate Hub was quieter when we returned, most of the other teams still out on their runs. We signed out our equipment and made our way back toward campus, but instead of heading to Night House, Roxy led me toward the academic building.

“The Pact Chamber?” I asked.

“The Pact Chamber,” she confirmed. “Evening session. Perfect for what I have in mind.”

“Which is?”

“A public ritual to consecrate our new bond level.” She looked at me with sparkling eyes. “Ever wanted to have sex in front of an audience?”

The question hit me like a physical force. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious. The Chamber has observation balconies for a reason. Students learn by watching, and some of us…” She grinned. “Some of us get off on being watched.”

“The exhibition kink.”

“Exactly. And with our bond at five hundred, we can perform rituals that generate significant magical energy. The kind that gets noticed by the administration.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“Both. But mostly good, assuming we follow proper protocols.” She stopped walking and turned to face me. “Kade, I’m not just asking if you want to have sex with me in public. I’m asking if you want to make a statement.”

“What kind of statement?”

“That we’re not going to hide what we are. That our bond is real, powerful, and worth celebrating.” Her expression grew serious. “That they can monitor us and restrict us and try to control us, but they can’t make us ashamed.”

I looked at her—really looked at her. The electric-violet hair, the magenta star-pupils, the small horns with their silver rings. The way she held herself like she was ready to take on the world, and the vulnerability underneath that she only showed me.

“Okay,” I said.

“Okay?”

“Let’s make a statement.”

Her face lit up like I’d just handed her the world. “Really?”

“Really. But I have conditions.”

“Name them.”

“We do this on our terms. No administration oversight, no compliance monitoring, no Hadris with his fucking camera.” I cupped her face in my hands. “Just us, whoever chooses to watch, and whatever happens happens.”

“Deal.”

We made our way to the Pact Chamber, and I was surprised to find that it wasn’t empty. A handful of students were scattered throughout the observation areas, some studying, some talking quietly, some clearly waiting for something interesting to happen.

“Word travels fast around here,” Roxy said, noticing my expression. “News of a Crush-level bond formation tends to generate interest.”

“How many people are we talking about?”

“Maybe a dozen? Fifteen at most.” She squeezed my hand. “Just enough to make it interesting.”

The chamber itself was dimly lit, with only the ward sigils providing illumination. But the city beyond the glass wall was bright with neon and streetlights, creating a backdrop that was both intimate and dramatic.

“The middle circle,” Roxy said, leading me toward the dais. “It’s rated for Crush-level energy work.”

We stepped onto the platform, and immediately I felt the wards respond to our presence. The sigils around the room pulsed brighter, and I could sense the attention of the students in the observation areas.

“Nervous?” Roxy asked.

“Terrified,” I admitted. “But also incredibly turned on.”

“Good. That’s exactly how you should feel.”

She moved to the center of the circle and began to strip with the same deliberate, theatrical style she’d used in the Pact Chamber tutorial. But this time, she was performing for more than just me.

The room fell silent as she revealed herself piece by piece. Crop top hitting the floor, skirt sliding down her legs, boots kicked aside with casual grace. By the time she was naked, every person in the observation areas was watching with rapt attention.

“Your turn,” she said, moving toward the glass wall.

I undressed more quickly, less theatrically, but with the confidence that came from knowing exactly what I wanted to do. When I was naked, I joined her at the floor-to-ceiling window that looked out over the neon-lit quad.

“They can see us from outside,” she said, pressing her back against the glass.

“Good.”

I kissed her, hard and deep, my hands immediately going to her perfect tits, squeezing and pinching her hard nipples while my tongue dominated her mouth. She moaned like a whore into my mouth, arching against me and grinding her soaking wet pussy against my throbbing cock, and I could feel the energy in the room building.

“I want to ride you,” she said, loud enough that I was sure the observers could hear. “I want to face the city while you’re fucking me, want everyone to see what a cock-hungry slut I am for you.”

I moved to the center of the dais and sat down, my back to the glass wall, my rock-hard cock standing straight up. “Then come here and take this cock like the exhibition whore you are.”

She approached slowly, deliberately, putting on a show for our audience, her hips swaying, her tits bouncing with each step. When she reached me, she straddled my hips, facing outward toward the enormous window that looked out over the neon-lit quad, her wet pussy hovering just above my throbbing shaft.

The position was perfect—I could see her profile, the curve of her back, the way her tail flicked with excitement. But more importantly, everyone watching could see her face, could see every expression of pleasure as she positioned herself over my cock, could see her dripping pussy lips spreading as she prepared to take me.

“Please,” she begged, her voice carrying clearly through the chamber. “I need your thick cock inside me. I need everyone to watch you stretch my tight little pussy.”

She reached back to grip my shaft, guiding it to her entrance, then sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch. We both groaned as her impossibly tight, wet heat engulfed my cock completely. The position was incredible—so deep I could feel her cervix against my tip, with the exhibitionist thrill of being watched by a dozen strangers and whoever might be looking up from the quad below.

“Oh fuck yes!” she cried, settling fully onto my cock, her pussy stretched around my girth. “So fucking deep! Your cock is splitting me open!”

She started to move, rising up until just the head was inside her, then slamming back down, taking my entire length in one brutal thrust. The wet sounds of her pussy fucking my cock echoed through the chamber as she rode me with wild abandon, her tits bouncing, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

“Everyone can see us,” I growled, reaching around to maul her tits while she bounced on my cock. “They can see you riding me like a slut, see how wet your cunt is, see what a perfect little fucktoy you are.”

“Yes!” she moaned, grinding down harder, her pussy clenching around my shaft. “I love being watched! I love showing them what a cock-hungry whore I am! I love letting everyone see how you own my pussy!”

The energy in the chamber was building now, crackling visibly in the air around us. I could feel it feeding back through our bond, amplifying every sensation, making every thrust feel like lightning through my veins.

“Faster,” she begged, increasing her pace, fucking herself on my cock with desperate need. “Show them how you fill my cunt! Show them how your cock makes me your slut!”

I gripped her hips and started fucking up into her, meeting her downward thrusts with brutal force, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the chamber. She was screaming now with each impact, her pussy gushing around my cock as I pounded into her.

“Fuck yes, wreck my pussy!” she cried, her voice echoing off the walls. “Everyone watch him destroy my cunt!”

“I’m close,” she gasped, her movements becoming more erratic as I hammered into her soaking pussy. “So fucking close, don’t stop fucking me!”

“Come for me,” I commanded, one hand moving between her legs to rub her swollen clit while I continued pounding her pussy. “Come on my cock so everyone can see what a perfect slut you are when you fall apart.”

She did, with a scream that shattered the silence of the chamber, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as her orgasm tore through her. Her whole body convulsed as waves of pleasure wracked her, and I could see her squirting around my cock, her juices running down my shaft. Her orgasm was visible through our bond, a pulse of golden energy that made every ward sigil in the room flare bright blue.

“Together,” I growled, feeling my own climax building to an unbearable peak. “Take my cum like a good little whore.”

The moment she nodded frantically, I let go, burying myself as deep as possible inside her tight pussy as my orgasm exploded through me. I filled her with thick spurts of hot cum while she milked every drop from my cock, both of us screaming as the energy discharge painted the entire chamber in golden light, our bond resonating at a frequency that made the very air sing.

The aftermath was visible. Every ward sigil in the room was glowing like a star, and I could see similar glows appearing in buildings across the campus beyond the window.

[System: Ritual Complete: Public Bond Consecration]

[System: Bond +200 — Roxy Vesper → 500 (Crush)]

[System: Major threshold achieved]

[System: Charm Node Unlocked: Hypnotic Sigil I]

[System: Focus Tokens +100]

[System: Sigil Sparks +6 → Total: 6/50]

[System: Campus magical resonance increased]

[System: Warning: High-energy event logged]

“Holy shit,” someone said from the observation balcony.

“Did you see that energy discharge?”

“The whole campus lit up like Christmas!”

Roxy was trembling in my arms, overwhelmed by the intensity of what we’d just shared. I held her close, both of us breathing hard, both of us glowing with more than just satisfaction.

“That,” she said eventually, “was incredible.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “It really was.”

We separated slowly, both of us unsteady on our feet. The observers were talking excitedly among themselves, and I caught fragments of conversation about energy readings and magical theory and something about “unprecedented resonance patterns.”

“We should probably get dressed,” Roxy said, though she made no move to do so.

“Probably.”

We did, eventually, though it took a while to find all our clothes in the aftermath of our performance. By the time we were decent, the crowd in the observation areas had tripled, and I could see people pointing at us through the glass.

“And that,” Roxy said, “is how you become famous on a supernatural campus.”

“No regrets?”

“None. You?”

I looked at her—disheveled, glowing, absolutely radiant with satisfaction and power—and felt that warm pulse in my chest that meant our bond was stronger than ever.

“None,” I said.

We left the Pact Chamber to a round of applause from the observers, and I realized that everything had changed. We’d made our statement, all right. Now we’d have to live with the consequences.

But as we walked back across the quad, past groups of students who stared and whispered and pointed, I found I didn’t care about the consequences.

Let them watch. Let them talk. Let Hadris file all the reports he wanted.

I was exactly where I wanted to be, with exactly who I wanted to be with, doing exactly what I chose to do.

And that felt like power.

[System: Processing major bond advancement…]

[System: New abilities integrating…]

[System: Alert: Administrative attention probable]

[System: Achievement unlocked: “Glass Girl” - perform public ritual in Pact Chamber]


Chapter 5: Warnings & Workarounds

I woke up to what was becoming an unfortunately familiar sound: my phone buzzing with official notifications at ungodly hours. But this time, instead of the usual system updates and Roxy’s cheerful messages, the screen showed a single text from an unknown number:

Please report to the Registrar’s Office at your earliest convenience. Urgent administrative matter requires immediate attention.

“Shit,” I muttered, checking the time. 7:00 AM. I’d barely gotten four hours of sleep after last night’s very public performance in the Pact Chamber.

The events came flooding back—the way every ward on campus had lit up like a Christmas tree when Roxy and I had hit our climax, the applause from the observers, the feeling that we’d crossed some kind of line.

Apparently, someone had noticed.

I threw on clothes and headed across campus, trying to ignore the stares and whispers that followed me across the quad. Word had definitely gotten around about last night’s show. Some students looked impressed, others curious, a few openly envious.

The Registrar’s Office was busier than I’d ever seen it, with a line of students waiting to speak with harried-looking administrators. But when I approached the main desk, Deputy Registrar Thorne looked up immediately.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said, her voice carefully neutral. “Thank you for coming so promptly.”

“Did I have a choice?”

“There’s always a choice, Mr. Mercer. The question is whether you’ll make intelligent ones.” She gestured toward a door marked Private Consultation. “Shall we?”

The consultation room was small and sterile, with white walls, institutional furniture, and the kind of fluorescent lighting that made everyone look slightly sick. Deputy Registrar Thorne sat across from me at a metal table, her expression unreadable.

“Last night’s… performance,” she began, “generated significant magical resonance across the campus grid.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s noteworthy. High-energy events require documentation and assessment.” She opened a folder that was considerably thicker than it had been a few days ago. “The energy discharge from your bond consecration ritual triggered ward fluctuations in seventeen different buildings.”

“We didn’t break anything, did we?”

“On the contrary. The magical resonance appears to have strengthened several ward networks that had been showing signs of degradation.” She looked up from the file. “Which raises interesting questions about your specific role here.”

“What kind of questions?”

“The kind that attract attention from people you’d prefer not to meet.” She closed the folder with a snap. “Mr. Mercer, you are currently under what we might call ‘gentle observation’ by certain administrative elements. Last night’s display of magical potency has elevated their interest considerably.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning that your immunity to succubus glamour, combined with your apparent ability to generate significant magical energy through bonding activities, makes you a very valuable asset.” Her pale gray eyes were serious. “And assets, Mr. Mercer, tend to get managed rather than educated.”

The implication hit me like a cold slap. “They want to control me.”

“They want to understand you. And understanding, in administrative terms, often involves extensive testing, monitoring, and restriction of potentially destabilizing activities.” She leaned forward slightly. “Any pact-immune anomaly is academy property in all but name.”

I sat back in my chair, processing this. “So what you’re telling me is that the more successful I am here, the more likely I am to lose my freedom.”

“I’m telling you that success without strategy is a recipe for becoming someone else’s tool.” She pulled another folder from her briefcase. “Which is why I’m going to suggest you focus on building the right kinds of relationships. Allies who can help protect your autonomy.”

“What kind of allies?”

“The kind with access to information you’ll need.” She handed me a sheet of paper with what looked like a work assignment. “House Merit tasks, academic integration, strategic relationship building. Make yourself valuable in ways that are harder to restrict.”

I scanned the document. It included library research assistance, among other duties. “This looks like busywork.”

“It looks like legitimacy. Every hour you spend on approved activities is an hour you’re not engaging in things that certain people might consider problematic.” She stood up. “Mr. Mercer, I’m not trying to limit your potential. I’m trying to ensure you survive long enough to reach it.”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then you’ll continue to attract the kind of attention that ends with students disappearing into ‘special research programs.’” Her expression was perfectly neutral, but her tone carried a weight that made my blood run cold. “Your choice.”

I folded the paper and put it in my pocket. “When do I start?”

“This afternoon. The library needs assistance with some specialized cataloguing work.” She moved toward the door. “Mr. Mercer? The librarian, Miss Quill, is… uniquely qualified to help you understand the more esoteric aspects of campus operations. Pay attention to what she tells you.”



The library was a maze of towering stacks, reading nooks, and study carrels arranged around a central circulation desk. Students were scattered throughout the space, some actually studying, others clearly using the quiet atmosphere for more intimate conversations.

I found the circulation desk easily enough, but it took me a moment to locate the librarian. When I finally spotted her, I had to do a double-take.

Elowen Quill was not what I’d expected from a campus librarian. She was tall—maybe 5’7“—with a spectacular hourglass figure that her modest outfit couldn’t quite disguise. Raven-black hair was pulled back in a scholarly bun, and thick-rimmed black glasses framed dark brown eyes that were currently focused intently on what looked like an ancient text.

She was gorgeous in an understated, intellectual way that hit me like a punch to the gut.

“Miss Quill?” I said, approaching the desk.

She looked up from her book, and I caught a glimpse of those dark eyes dilating slightly before she composed herself.

“You must be Mr. Mercer,” she said, her voice soft with a slight nervous edge. “Deputy Registrar Thorne said you’d be assisting with some research cataloguing.”

“That’s right. Though I should probably warn you, I don’t have much library experience.”

“That’s quite alright.” She stood up, and I tried not to stare at the way her tight sweater stretched across generous curves. “The work I need help with is… specialized. It requires someone with your particular abilities.”

“My abilities?”

“Your immunity to mental influence.” She moved around the desk, and I caught a hint of her scent—paper and vanilla, with something sweetly nervous underneath. “Some of the texts in our collection have… protective enchantments that make them difficult for most people to handle safely.”

She led me deeper into the stacks, past rows of normal-looking books to a section that felt different. The air was thicker here, charged with the same kind of energy I’d felt in the Pact Chamber.

“Restricted collection,” she explained, stopping in front of a shelf lined with books that seemed to pulse with their own inner light. “These are ritual manuals, spell texts, and theoretical works that are considered too dangerous for general circulation.”

“Dangerous how?”

“Mental influence, compulsive effects, information hazards.” She pulled a particularly ornate volume from the shelf, handling it with obvious respect. “This one, for example, is a treatise on advanced sigil geometry. Most people who try to read it find themselves… distracted by the mathematical patterns.”

“But I wouldn’t be?”

“Exactly. Your immunity should allow you to study the content without being affected by the protective enchantments.” She handed me the book, and I felt a slight tingle as my fingers touched the cover. “I need someone to help me decode some of the more complex passages.”

The book was heavy, bound in what looked like real leather, with symbols etched into the cover that seemed to shift and move when I wasn’t looking directly at them. When I opened it, the pages were filled with intricate geometric patterns interwoven with text in multiple languages.

“This is incredible,” I said, flipping through the pages. The diagrams were beautiful and complex, showing relationships between symbols, energy flows, and mathematical formulas that hurt to look at for too long.

“It’s also extremely valuable,” Elowen said, moving closer to look over my shoulder. “The geometric principles described in that text form the foundation of most advanced ward work and ritual magic.”

I was acutely aware of her proximity—the warmth radiating from her body, the way her breath tickled my neck when she leaned in to point at something on the page.

“See this section here?” she said, her finger tracing a particularly complex diagram. “I’ve been trying to decode the underlying mathematical relationships for weeks, but the mental static from the protective enchantments makes it nearly impossible.”

“What kind of mental static?”

“Confusion, distraction, sometimes… other effects.” She was blushing now, though she was trying to hide it. “The text has a tendency to… stimulate certain responses in readers.”

“What kind of responses?”

She bit her lower lip nervously, and I noticed she had a pencil in her other hand that she was fidgeting with. “The kind that make it difficult to concentrate on academic work.”

I looked at the page more closely, focusing on the symbols and formulas rather than their hypnotic patterns. Gradually, the meaning began to emerge—mathematical relationships that described energy flows, resonance patterns, optimization curves for magical efficiency.

“I think I see it,” I said. “These aren’t just geometric patterns. They’re describing energy optimization algorithms.”

“Exactly!” Her face lit up with excitement, and I realized she was even more beautiful when she was passionate about something. “But I can’t hold the concepts in my head long enough to work through the implications. Every time I try to focus on the mathematics, my mind starts to… wander.”

“Wander how?”

She blushed deeper, her glasses sliding down her nose slightly. “In ways that aren’t appropriate for academic discussion.”

I looked back at the book, trying to understand what she meant. The symbols were definitely having an effect—there was something hypnotic about their arrangement, something that made my pulse quicken and my attention drift to non-academic thoughts.

Specifically, thoughts about the woman standing very close beside me.

“I think I understand the problem,” I said. “The protective enchantments aren’t just making the text hard to read. They’re designed to trigger… distracting impulses.”

“Very distracting impulses,” she agreed, nervously adjusting her glasses. “It makes serious research nearly impossible.”

“But I can read it without being affected?”

“You seem to be managing much better than I can.” She looked at me hopefully. “Would you be willing to help me work through some of the more complex sections? For academic purposes, of course.”

“Of course,” I said, though the way she said “academic purposes” suggested she was thinking about more than just mathematics.

She led me to a desk tucked away in a quiet corner of the stacks, surrounded by tall shelves that provided privacy from the main library areas. It was clearly her personal workspace—organized, efficient, with neat stacks of research notes and reference materials.

“Have a seat,” she said, pulling a chair up next to mine so we could both look at the book. “Let’s start with this section on resonance harmonics.”

I opened the book to the chapter she’d indicated, and immediately understood her problem. The diagrams were mesmerizing, designed to draw the eye in spiraling patterns that seemed to bypass conscious thought and speak directly to more primitive parts of the brain.

But I could fight through the distraction, could focus on the underlying mathematical principles rather than getting lost in the hypnotic geometry.

“Okay,” I said, “what I’m seeing here is a formula for calculating optimal frequency relationships between multiple magical energy sources.”

“Yes,” she said, leaning closer to follow my finger as I traced the relevant symbols. “But what’s the practical application? How would you use this in actual ritual work?”

As we worked through the text together, I became increasingly aware of the effect the enchantments were having on her. She kept shifting in her chair, pressing her thighs together, nervously biting her pencil when she thought I wasn’t looking.

Her breathing was getting slightly faster, and there was a flush spreading across her pale skin that had nothing to do with academic excitement.

“Miss Quill,” I said carefully, “are you alright? You seem… distracted.”

“I’m fine,” she said quickly, but her voice was slightly breathless. “It’s just… the protective enchantments. They make it difficult to concentrate on anything other than…”

“Other than what?”

She bit her lip again, her dark eyes meeting mine behind her glasses. “Other than inappropriate thoughts about my research partner.”

The admission hung in the air between us, loaded with possibilities. I could feel the tension crackling like static electricity, could see the way her chest was rising and falling with slightly quickened breathing.

“What kind of inappropriate thoughts?” I asked softly.

“The kind that involve significantly less clothing and significantly more… hands-on research methods.” She was blushing furiously now, but she didn’t look away. “The enchantments seem to amplify certain… urges.”

I looked down at the open book, then back at her flushed face. “Elowen,” I said, using her first name for the first time, “what would help you concentrate better?”

“Honestly?” She set down her pencil and turned to face me fully. “Some kind of… release. The enchantments build up tension that makes it nearly impossible to focus until it’s… addressed.”

“Addressed how?”

She was quiet for a moment, clearly wrestling with herself. Then she reached up and slowly removed her glasses, setting them on the desk with trembling fingers.

“Like this,” she whispered.

Without her glasses, her face looked softer, more vulnerable. But her dark eyes were dilated with unmistakable arousal, and I could see her pulse hammering at her throat.

“Elowen,” I said, “are you sure about this?”

“I’m sure that I can’t focus on the research while I’m this distracted,” she said. “And I’m sure that you’re the only person who can help me with both problems.”

She was right about one thing—the magical tension in the air was affecting both of us. I could feel my own pulse quickening, could sense the way the enchantments were amplifying the attraction that had been building since the moment I’d seen her.

“What do you need?” I asked.

Instead of answering with words, she took my hand and placed it on her thigh, just above the knee. Through the tight fabric of her jeans, I could feel the heat of her skin and the slight tremor running through her muscles.

“I need you to touch me,” she whispered. “Help me work through this distraction so we can get back to the real research.”

Her thigh was firm and warm under my palm, and when I ran my hand slightly higher, she let out a soft gasp that went straight to my cock.

“Is this helping?” I asked, moving my hand in slow circles on her leg.

“Yes,” she breathed. “But I need… more.”

She guided my hand higher, to the junction of her thighs where I could feel the heat radiating through her jeans. When I pressed gently against her through the fabric, she bit back a moan and her eyes fluttered closed.

“God, yes,” she whispered. “Right there.”

I could feel how wet she was already, could sense the way her body was responding to even this light touch. The enchantments from the book were definitely amplifying everything, making every sensation more intense.

“We should probably move somewhere more private,” I said, glancing around the stacks.

“No one comes back here,” she said, her voice getting breathier as I continued to stroke her through her jeans. “And I… I can’t wait. I need this now.”

She was already working at the button of her jeans, and I helped her slide them down her hips along with the lace thong I caught a glimpse of. Her legs were every bit as spectacular as I’d imagined—thick, curvy thighs and that incredible ass that had been driving me crazy since I first saw her.

“Sit on the desk,” I said softly.

She perched on the edge of her desk, spreading her thighs to give me access to her pussy. She was already glistening with arousal, her clit swollen and begging for attention.

“Tell me about the sigil geometry,” I said, running one finger lightly along her slit.

“W-what?” she gasped.

“The research. Explain the mathematical relationships while I touch you.” I circled her clit with my fingertip, making her hips buck. “I want to see if you can concentrate while I’m doing this.”

“That’s… that’s incredibly unfair,” she moaned, but there was excitement in her voice too.

“Is it working? Are you still distracted by the enchantments?”

“No,” she admitted. “Now I’m distracted by… oh god, right there… by what you’re doing to my pussy.”

I slipped one finger inside her, and she was so tight and wet that I had to suppress a groan. She was perfect—responsive, eager, and clearly loving every second of what I was doing to her.

“The geometry,” I reminded her, adding a second finger and beginning to stroke in and out slowly. “Tell me about the optimization curves.”

“The… the curves describe…” she gasped as I curled my fingers to find her g-spot, “describe maximum efficiency ratios for… for energy transfer between… oh fuck, yes, right there… between multiple ritual participants.”

“Good,” I said, increasing the pace of my fingers while using my thumb to circle her clit. “What’s the practical application?”

“It means… it means you can calculate the optimal number and positioning of participants to maximize magical output from… from group rituals.” Her voice was getting higher and breathier as I worked her toward climax. “The mathematical model shows that certain geometric arrangements produce exponential increases in… in power generation.”

“Like what we did in the Pact Chamber?”

“Exactly like that,” she moaned, grinding against my hand. “Two participants in ritual alignment can generate far more energy than either could produce individually, but the positioning and timing have to be precisely calculated for maximum… for maximum…”

“For maximum what?” I asked, stroking faster and pressing harder on her clit.

“For maximum resonance,” she cried out, her pussy clenching around my fingers as her orgasm hit her like a wave.

She came hard, her back arching and her thighs trembling as I kept stroking her through the climax. When she finally relaxed, slumping back against the desk, she was breathing hard and had a satisfied smile on her flushed face.

“Better?” I asked, slowly withdrawing my fingers.

“Much better,” she said, sitting up and reaching for her glasses. “I can actually think clearly now.”

“Good. Because I’m very interested in learning more about those geometric principles.”

She pulled her thong and jeans back up, smoothing her hair back into its scholarly bun. But there was a new heat in her dark eyes when she looked at me, a promise of more to come.

“I think we’re going to work very well together, Mr. Mercer,” she said, opening the book again. “There’s so much more I want to show you.”

[System: Bond +150 — Elowen Quill → 150/1000 (Ally)]

[System: New relationship established]

[System: Merit Tasks unlocked]

[System: House Board: chores → Merit]

[System: Academic alliance formed]

We spent the next two hours working through the text, and I was amazed by how much more clearly she could think and explain concepts now that the distracting effects of the enchantments had been… addressed.

She was brilliant—absolutely brilliant—and her insights into the mathematical principles underlying ritual magic were giving me ideas about how to optimize my own magical development.

“This formula here,” she said, pointing to a particularly complex equation, “suggests that bonding rituals become exponentially more powerful when performed in specific geometric configurations.”

“What kind of configurations?”

“Multiple participants arranged in precise patterns to maximize energy flow and resonance.” She traced the symbols with her finger. “According to this, a properly configured group ritual could generate enough magical energy to affect campus-wide ward networks.”

“Is that legal?”

“It’s not explicitly forbidden,” she said with a sly smile. “The rules focus on individual conduct, not group magical workings. There are… loopholes.”

“What kind of loopholes?”

“The kind that a clever student might use to achieve remarkable results without technically violating any regulations.” She closed the book and looked at me seriously. “The kind that might help someone maintain their autonomy while building exactly the sort of influence they’d need to change the rules of the game.”

I stared at her, realizing that this quiet, studious librarian was far more than she appeared to be.

“Elowen,” I said, “I think you and I are going to be very good friends.”

“I hope so,” she said, her smile turning wicked behind her glasses. “Because there’s so much more research we need to do together.”

As I walked back across campus later that evening, I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened in the library. Elowen was going to be a powerful ally—brilliant, resourceful, and apparently very interested in helping me navigate the complex political landscape of Night Campus.

But more than that, she was gorgeous, responsive, and clearly eager to continue our “research” relationship.

The game was getting more complicated, but I was starting to understand the rules.

And I was definitely starting to like my chances.

[System: Research access unlocked]

[System: Loophole knowledge acquired]

[System: Strategic alliance established]

[System: Warning: Administrative attention increasing]


Chapter 6: Mask Duchess Tutorial Boss

Three days into my new routine of Merit tasks and compliance-approved activities, I was starting to understand the careful balance that kept Night Campus running. Every morning brought library assistance duties, where I helped students research everything from ward theory to advanced glamour applications. Afternoons were spent on facilities maintenance—mostly grunt work that kept me visible and busy. Evenings belonged to Professor Blackthorne’s training sessions, which were becoming increasingly intense and increasingly distracting.

But it was the quiet moments in between that were most interesting. Like right now, sitting in the library’s Quiet Row Q section, supposedly cataloging reference materials while actually watching the most fascinating person I’d encountered since Roxy.

Elowen Quill was exactly what you’d expect from a librarian succubus, if you could imagine such a thing. Tall and curvy in all the right places, with pale porcelain skin and raven-black hair that she kept in a practical ponytail that somehow managed to be both professional and sexy. Her thick-rimmed glasses perched on a nose that was just slightly too cute for her serious expression, and her dark brown eyes held the kind of intelligence that suggested she was always thinking three steps ahead of everyone else.

What you wouldn’t expect was the way her sweater stretched across generous C-cups, or how her fitted jeans hugged an ass that belonged in a museum. She dressed like a librarian, but she moved like she was aware of every eye on her.

And there were always eyes on her.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said without looking up from the ancient tome she was transcribing, “if you’re going to stare, you could at least make yourself useful.”

I nearly dropped the stack of books I was holding. “I wasn’t staring.”

“You’ve been watching me for the past twenty minutes.” She finally looked up, and I noticed her tail—a delicate thing with a spaded tip—was doing a nervous little twitch. “Either you find medieval ward theory fascinating, or you’re conducting some kind of behavioral study.”

“Neither. I was just… wondering.”

“Wondering what?”

“How someone ends up as a librarian at a supernatural college.”

She smiled, and it transformed her entire face from serious academic to something much more interesting. “The same way someone ends up as an immune human at a supernatural college, I imagine. Circumstances, choices, and a healthy dose of ‘what the hell am I doing with my life?’”

“Fair point.”

She closed the tome and leaned back in her chair, which did wonderful things to the way her sweater fit. “Besides, someone has to keep track of all the dangerous knowledge that gets thrown around here. Might as well be someone who appreciates both the academic and practical applications.”

There was something in the way she said “practical applications” that made me think we weren’t just talking about library science anymore.

“Such as?”

“Such as knowing exactly which books contain information on bond mechanics, energy transfer protocols, and advanced ritual techniques.” Her tail stopped twitching and started a slow, deliberate sway. “Knowledge that might be useful for someone developing unusual relationships with supernatural beings.”

“Hypothetically speaking.”

“Of course. Hypothetically.” She stood up, smoothing down her sweater in a way that drew attention to her curves. “Speaking of hypothetical practical applications, Miss Vesper mentioned you might be interested in advancing your Gate-Run experience.”

“She did?”

“Something about a tutorial boss that requires… creative problem-solving.” Elowen moved closer, and I caught her scent—paper and vanilla with something underneath that was purely feminine. “I happen to know quite a bit about the Mask Duchess encounter.”

“The what now?”

“The boss of Shard 2. Considerably more challenging than the crystal sprites you faced in your first run.” She perched on the edge of my desk, close enough that I could see the way her glasses had slipped slightly down her nose. “Interested in some expert consultation?”

Before I could answer, Roxy appeared from behind one of the tall stacks, grinning like she’d just won the lottery.

“Perfect timing,” she said, bouncing over to join us. “I was just about to drag Kade away from his very important book-sorting duties for some real excitement.”

“Real excitement?” I asked.

“Boss run. Shard 2. Tonight.” She looked between Elowen and me with obvious satisfaction. “And lucky us, we just acquired the services of the campus’s leading expert on illusory combat mechanics.”

“I prefer ‘consulting researcher,’” Elowen said primly, but she was fighting a smile.

“Whatever you want to call it,” Roxy said, “we need your brain if we’re going to take down the Duchess without getting our asses handed to us.”

I looked at both of them—Roxy practically vibrating with excitement, Elowen trying to maintain her academic composure while obviously interested in whatever they were planning.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m in. But what exactly are we dealing with?”

“The Mask Duchess,” Elowen said, settling into full lecture mode, “is a high-level illusion construct designed to test students’ ability to distinguish reality from magical deception. She creates multiple mirror images of herself, each one capable of independent action and magical attacks.”

“So we fight her and her copies?”

“You fight her copies while trying to identify which one is real,” Roxy said. “The trick is that the real one looks exactly like the fakes, acts exactly like the fakes, and attacks exactly like the fakes.”

“Then how do you tell the difference?”

“Intelligence checks,” Elowen said, pushing her glasses up her nose. “Pattern recognition, behavioral analysis, magical resonance detection. The kind of thing that requires actual thinking rather than just hitting things with sharp objects.”

“Lucky for us,” Roxy added, “we’ve got the campus’s most analytical mind on our team.”

Elowen actually blushed at that, a soft pink that made her look younger and considerably less intimidating.

“It’s not that complicated,” she said. “Just a matter of observing carefully and applying logical deduction.”

“Right,” I said. “Logic and deduction. I can handle that.”

“Can you?” Elowen asked, looking at me seriously. “Because this isn’t like the tutorial shard. The Duchess can hurt you. Badly. And if we fail, we’re looking at a three-day lockout before we can try again.”

“Plus Hadris will probably use it as evidence that you need more supervision,” Roxy added cheerfully.

“Hadris?”

“Compliance has been tracking all anomalous student Gate activities since your little light show in the Pact Chamber,” Elowen explained. “Success makes you valuable. Failure makes you a liability.”

The implications of that were pretty clear. This wasn’t just about advancement or loot drops—it was about proving I could handle increased responsibility and independence.

“When do we leave?” I asked.



The Gate Hub was busier than I’d seen it before, with teams of students preparing for evening runs. The energy in the air was different too—more focused, more intense. This wasn’t tutorial hour.

“Gate 12,” Roxy announced, checking our assignment. “Shard 2, Mask Duchess encounter. Estimated completion time: two hours.”

“Equipment check,” Elowen said, adjusting the fitted combat gear she’d changed into. The transformation from librarian to warrior was remarkable—instead of sweaters and jeans, she wore form-fitting black that showed off every curve while still looking practical for combat.

I tried not to stare at the way the outfit hugged her ass.

“Focus, fresh meat,” Roxy said, noticing my expression. “Save the appreciation for after we don’t die.”

“Right. Focus.”

The gear check was more complex this time. Instead of just the basic shock staff, I was equipped with what looked like a tactical setup—enhanced combat harness, energy shield generator, and something Elowen called a “resonance detector” that would help identify the real Duchess among her copies.

“Combat roles,” Elowen said as we approached the Gate. “Roxy handles crowd control and distraction. I provide analysis and support. Kade…”

“Kade gets to be the tank,” Roxy finished. “The big strong human who stands in front and absorbs damage while we figure out which target to hit.”

“Wonderful.”

“Don’t worry,” Elowen said, her hand brushing my arm in what might have been reassurance. “I’ll keep you alive.”

The Gate activation felt different this time—more energy, more disorientation, more sense of actual transportation rather than just stepping through a doorway. When the world solidified around us, we were standing in what looked like an elegant ballroom that had been abandoned for decades.

[System: Welcome to Shard 2: Duchess’s Manor]

[Objective: Defeat the Mask Duchess]

[Warning: High difficulty encounter - coordinate with team]

[Party status: All members active]

“Creepy,” I said, looking around at the faded grandeur. Cracked mirrors lined the walls, reflecting distorted images of our group. Chandeliers hung at odd angles, and the floor was littered with rose petals that looked like they’d been there for years.

“Atmospheric design,” Elowen said, pulling out what looked like a magical scanner. “The Duchess draws power from the environment, so expect the décor to get involved in the fight.”

“Involved how?”

“Mirrors that show false images, illusions that hide real attacks, environmental hazards disguised as decorative elements.” She gestured to the scattered rose petals. “See those? They’re actually proximity mines.”

I stepped carefully away from the nearest cluster of petals.

“Movement,” Roxy said, pointing toward the far end of the ballroom.

A figure emerged from the shadows—tall, elegant, wearing a ball gown that seemed to shift and flow like liquid mercury. Her face was hidden behind an ornate mask that seemed to reflect different expressions depending on the angle you viewed it from.

“The Mask Duchess,” Elowen whispered. “Remember, everything about her is designed to deceive. Don’t trust what you see.”

The Duchess raised one gloved hand, and suddenly the ballroom was full of her. Dozen of identical figures, all moving independently, all radiating the same dangerous elegance.

“Shit,” I said.

“Language, Mr. Mercer,” one of the Duchesses said in a voice like silk and poison. “This is a civilized establishment.”

They all spoke in perfect unison, which was deeply unsettling.

“Spread out,” Elowen commanded. “Don’t let them surround us. Roxy, can you tag them?”

“On it,” Roxy said, her hands beginning to glow with purple energy. “Marking positions now.”

She gestured, and each of the Duchess copies acquired a floating number above their heads. It didn’t help identify the real one, but at least we could keep track of which was which.

“Kade,” Elowen said, “I need you to engage them. Not to win, just to gather data. Watch their attack patterns, their movement styles, anything that seems different.”

“You want me to fight a dozen copies of a boss-level enemy for research purposes?”

“Exactly.”

“I really need to renegotiate my role in this team.”

But I did what she asked, charging toward the nearest group of Duchesses with my shock staff ready. The moment I got within range, they attacked.

It was like fighting smoke and mirrors. Every time I swung at one, she’d dissolve into mist just before impact. Every time I blocked an attack, the weapon would pass right through me like it wasn’t there. But some of the attacks were real—I felt the burn of magical energy across my ribs, the sting of what felt like razor wire across my arm.

“Mass-charm volley incoming,” Elowen called out, her scanner device beeping rapidly. “On my mark, soak the blast—don’t dodge. Seven seconds!”

I planted my feet and let the shock staff’s field hum to life while Roxy threw up decoy glamour to draw fire. The volley hit like a warm tide—compulsion pressure without the bite. It washed over me and broke, harmless.

“Real contact following the volley,” Elowen snapped. “Engage Number Seven!”

I spun toward the Duchess she’d indicated and swung my staff. This time, instead of dissolving, she blocked with a real weapon that sent shock waves up my arms.

“Real contact!” I shouted.

“Noted. Now try Fourteen!”

The dance continued for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes. Attack, break the charm pattern, analyze, reposition. Slowly, Elowen began to identify patterns in the chaos.

“Got it,” she said finally. “Roxy, can you isolate Numbers Three, Seven, and Fourteen?”

“Working on it,” Roxy replied, her glamour abilities creating barriers of solid light that herded the specified targets away from the others.

“Those are the only ones casting real spells,” Elowen explained. “The others are pure illusion. But I still can’t tell which of the three is the original.”

“How do we figure that out?”

“We don’t. We kill all three.”

“Efficient.”

What followed was the most intense combat I’d experienced since arriving at Night Campus. The three remaining Duchesses fought like demons, using the mirrored ballroom to create additional confusion and attacking from multiple angles simultaneously.

But working as a team, we began to gain the upper hand. Roxy’s crowd control kept them separated, Elowen’s analysis predicted their attacks, and I provided the brute force necessary to actually damage them.

When the first Duchess fell, she dissolved into sparkling mist with a sound like breaking glass.

“Illusion,” Elowen said. “Two left.”

The second one lasted longer, fighting with desperate intensity before finally succumbing to a coordinated assault. She also dissolved, but this time the mist was darker, more substantial.

“Construct,” Elowen said. “That was the semi-real backup. The original is—”

The third Duchess laughed, a sound like silver bells and funeral dirges.

“Clever children,” she said, her voice now distinctly different from the others. “But you’ve forgotten the most important rule of fighting illusions.”

“Which is?” I asked, keeping my weapon ready.

“Sometimes the real enemy isn’t what you’re fighting.”

The ballroom exploded into chaos. Mirrors shattered, chandeliers fell, and rose petals detonated in clouds of poisonous gas. But through it all, I could see the Duchess clearly—not where she appeared to be, but reflected in the broken mirrors, showing her true position.

My immunity to glamour was cutting through her final deception.

“There,” I shouted, pointing to what looked like empty air. “She’s hiding behind an illusion cloud!”

I charged toward the apparently empty space and swung my staff in a wide arc. It connected with solid flesh, and the Duchess’s scream of pain and surprise was entirely real.

“Impossible,” she gasped, her illusions failing as she staggered backward. “Humans cannot resist the grand deception!”

“I’m not most humans,” I said, pressing the attack.

What followed was a straight fight—no illusions, no tricks, just skill against skill. And despite her power, the Duchess was fundamentally designed to rely on deception. Strip that away, and she was vulnerable.

When she finally fell, the entire ballroom began to dissolve around us.

[System: Boss Defeated: Mask Duchess]

[System: Loot acquired: Duchess’s Ribbon (Rare), Mirror Charm (Uncommon), Essence Fragments x5 (Common)]

[System: XP Gained: 400 (split between party members)]

[System: Focus Tokens +40]

[System: Sigil Sparks +8 → Total: 14/50]

“Holy shit,” Roxy said as we materialized back in the Gate Hub. “We actually did it.”

“Team coordination was excellent,” Elowen said, but she was grinning with satisfaction. “That was textbook tactical analysis.”

“And Kade’s immunity completely broke her final defense,” Roxy added. “Did you see her face when her illusions didn’t work on him?”

I was looking at the loot display, trying to process what we’d just accomplished. The Duchess’s Ribbon was apparently a significant upgrade to ritual effectiveness, while the Mirror Charm provided protection against illusion attacks.

“Not bad for a night’s work,” I said.

“Not bad at all,” Elowen agreed. “In fact, I think this calls for a celebration.”

“Celebration?”

“Steam room,” Roxy said immediately. “Best way to unwind after a successful boss run.”

I looked at both of them—Roxy practically bouncing with post-combat excitement, Elowen trying to maintain her composed exterior while obviously pleased with our success. The suggestion hung in the air between us, loaded with possibility.

“Steam room it is,” I said.



The Recreation Center’s Steam Wing was quieter than usual, with most students either in class or on their own Gate-Runs. We had the facilities essentially to ourselves, which seemed to be exactly what Roxy and Elowen had been hoping for.

“Victory celebration,” Roxy announced as we settled into the warm, violet-tinged mist of the main steam room. “Best boss run I’ve been on in months.”

“The tactical analysis was quite satisfying,” Elowen agreed, settling onto the bench beside me. She’d changed out of her combat gear and back into a towel, but the post-fight glow made her look younger and more relaxed than I’d seen her.

“Satisfying how?” I asked.

“There’s something appealing about reducing complex problems to manageable variables,” she said, adjusting her glasses. “Taking something that seems impossible and finding the logical solution.”

“Is that what this is?” I gestured between the three of us. “A logical solution to a complex problem?”

“This,” Roxy said, scooting closer until her thigh was pressed against mine, “is what happens when three people work really well together and want to celebrate.”

The steam swirled around us, carrying that same relaxing effect I’d experienced before. But this time, there were two beautiful women sharing the space, and the energy between us was electric.

“We should probably discuss consent protocols,” Elowen said, though her voice was softer than usual. “Before things progress to a point where clear thinking becomes… difficult.”

“Always the academic,” Roxy said fondly. “But she’s right. What happens in here stays in here, and anyone can stop things at any time.”

I looked at both of them—Roxy with her electric-violet hair already starting to curl from the steam, Elowen with her raven-black ponytail coming loose and her glasses starting to fog.

“I’m interested,” I said. “But I want to make sure everyone’s on the same page about what we’re doing.”

“What we’re doing,” Elowen said, reaching over to trace one finger along my arm, “is celebrating a successful collaboration between three people who work very well together.”

“And who happen to be attracted to each other,” Roxy added, her hand finding my thigh.

“And who are all consenting adults capable of making their own decisions,” I finished.

“Exactly.”

What happened next was a study in contrasts. Roxy was bold and direct, stripping off her towel without hesitation and moving to straddle my lap. Elowen was more hesitant, watching carefully for reactions, but when she finally let her towel drop, the view was spectacular.

Her body was everything the tight sweaters and fitted jeans had promised—curves in all the right places, skin like porcelain, breasts that were perfectly proportioned to her tall frame. But it was the way she moved, with careful precision and obvious intelligence behind every gesture, that made her truly captivating.

“You’re staring again,” she said, but she was smiling.

“Can you blame me?”

“Not at all.” She moved closer, until she was kneeling beside me on the bench. “In fact, I find your attention quite… stimulating.”

Roxy, meanwhile, had taken matters into her own hands—literally. She was already stroking my cock with slow, deliberate movements while grinding against my thigh.

“God, you feel good,” she murmured. “Still hard from the combat high?”

“Among other things,” I managed, trying to split my attention between the incredible sensation of her hand on me and the equally incredible sight of Elowen watching us with obvious fascination.

“May I?” Elowen asked, reaching toward where Roxy was working.

“Please,” Roxy said, shifting to make room.

The sensation of two sets of hands on me was almost overwhelming. Roxy continued her steady stroking while Elowen explored with careful curiosity, mapping every inch with the same methodical approach she’d used to analyze the Duchess’s attack patterns.

“Fascinating,” she murmured. “The physiological response to dual stimulation is quite pronounced.”

“Less analysis, more action,” Roxy said, grinning. “We’re celebrating, not conducting research.”

“Who says I can’t do both?”

But she followed Roxy’s lead, and soon I was lost in the sensation of two mouths, four hands, and more attention than any one person had a right to receive.

They worked together with the same coordination they’d shown in combat—Roxy bold and aggressive, Elowen precise and thorough. When one pulled back, the other stepped in. When one focused on technique, the other provided enthusiasm.

“I want to watch you come,” Elowen said, her voice husky with arousal. “I want to see exactly what happens when you reach climax.”

“Academic curiosity?” I asked, though it came out as more of a groan.

“Personal interest,” she corrected. “There’s a significant difference.”

The combination of their efforts, the steam, and the post-combat adrenaline crash was pushing me rapidly toward the edge. But I wasn’t going to be the only one having fun.

“Your turn,” I said, gently stopping their ministrations.

“Our turn for what?” Roxy asked.

“My turn to return the favor.”

What followed was an education in the differences between individual and group dynamics. With Roxy, I knew her body, knew what she liked, knew how to drive her to distraction. With Elowen, everything was new territory that required careful exploration.

But watching them together—the way Roxy encouraged Elowen’s responses, the way Elowen analyzed and adapted to new sensations—was as arousing as participating.

By the time we were all satisfied, the steam room felt like a different world entirely. We collapsed together on the bench, breathing hard and glowing with more than just perspiration.

“That,” Roxy said eventually, “was an excellent way to celebrate.”

“Quite satisfactory,” Elowen agreed, though her clinical tone was undermined by the thoroughly satisfied expression on her face.

“Just satisfactory?” I asked.

“Dr. Quill is known for her exacting standards,” Roxy said solemnly. “Satisfactory is high praise.”

“It was considerably more than satisfactory,” Elowen admitted, her cheeks flushing pink again. “In fact, I believe further research into group dynamics might be warranted.”

“Further research?”

“Academic collaboration,” she said with a perfectly straight face. “Purely professional.”

“Of course,” I said. “Purely professional.”

We cleaned up and got dressed, but the energy between us had definitely shifted. What had started as a celebration had become something more complex—not quite a relationship, but definitely more than casual.

“So,” I said as we prepared to leave, “what happens now?”

“Now,” Roxy said, “we see how this affects our team dynamics.”

“And now,” Elowen added, “we have established baseline data for future collaborative endeavors.”

“You two are going to drive me insane,” I said.

“Probably,” they said in unison.

We left the Recreation Center together, and I noticed that other students were watching us with the same kind of interest they’d shown after my public display with Roxy. Apparently, being seen with two women instead of one elevated my campus reputation even further.

“Fame has its drawbacks,” Elowen observed, noticing the attention we were drawing.

“And its advantages,” Roxy added. “Nothing wrong with being the most interesting guy on campus.”

“As long as interesting doesn’t become problematic,” I said, thinking about compliance monitoring and administrative attention.

“Oh,” Elowen said with a slight smile, “I have a feeling things are going to get much more problematic before they get better.”

“Is that a prediction or a promise?”

“With my research interests?” she said. “Definitely a promise.”

We parted ways at Night House, but the warmth in my chest suggested that whatever had started tonight was going to continue developing. The bond notifications were still processing, but I could feel new connections forming.

[System: Processing group dynamics…]

[System: New relationship detected: Elowen Quill (Interest: Curious)]

[System: Team synergy bonus unlocked]

[System: Warning: Compliance attention increasing]

Back in my room, I reviewed the evening’s events. Successful boss run, significant loot gains, new relationship developments, and a growing understanding of how things worked at Night Campus.

Everything was proceeding according to plan. The question was whose plan, and whether I was a participant or just a very well-treated pawn.

But as I fell asleep thinking about the steam room and the promise of future “research,” I found I didn’t particularly care about the answer to that question.

Some games were worth playing, even if you weren’t sure you understood all the rules.

[System: Bond development in progress…]

[System: Achievement unlocked: “Team Player” - successful three-person collaboration]

[System: Loot integrated: Enhanced ritual capabilities]




Chapter 7: Upgrade & Respect

I woke up to the sound of construction equipment and what sounded like arcane chanting coming from somewhere below my room. The clock showed 2:30 PM—I’d been asleep for six hours, which was becoming my standard after the increasingly intense schedule of Merit tasks, training sessions, and Gate-Runs.

But the sounds from downstairs were definitely not standard.

I threw on clothes and headed to the lobby, where I found the Night House common area transformed. Where yesterday there had been worn leather furniture and a basic fireplace, today there was… significantly more.

The old couches had been replaced with modern sectionals that looked like they belonged in a luxury hotel. The fireplace now had a mantelpiece lined with what appeared to be achievement displays—trophies, certificates, and glowing crystals that pulsed with soft light. New lighting fixtures cast everything in a warm, welcoming glow that made the space feel twice as large.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” said Lyra, the silver-haired succubus with scales. She was sprawled across one of the new couches with a textbook, looking considerably more relaxed than I’d ever seen her.

“What happened?”

“House Merit advancement,” she said, not looking up from her reading. “Turns out having the campus’s most famous anomalous student as a resident generates significant administrative interest. Who knew?”

“Administrative interest in the form of furniture?”

“Administrative interest in the form of infrastructure investment.” She gestured to a wall-mounted display that showed various House statistics. “Night House has been upgraded from F-class facilities to E-class facilities. Better furniture, improved magical systems, enhanced common areas.”

I looked at the display. Our House ranking had indeed improved—we were now ranked E with a Merit percentage of 35%. But more interesting were the individual statistics:

Night House Roster:

•             Roxy Vesper: Merit Score 847, Status: Rising Star

•             Kade Mercer: Merit Score 623, Status: Anomalous Asset

•             Elowen Quill: Merit Score 445, Status: Academic Contributor

•             Lyra Songscale: Merit Score 234, Status: Standard

•             Ivy Thornwright: Merit Score 198, Status: Standard

“Roxy’s score almost doubled overnight,” I observed.

“Campus buzz about her exhibition performances has been… significant,” Lyra said with a grin. “Turns out being known as the succubus who can actually get an immune human to participate in public rituals is quite the reputation boost.”

“Where is she?”

“Upstairs in the new private Pact Chamber, basking in her newfound celebrity status.”

“We have a private Pact Chamber now?”

“We have a private Pact Chamber now. Along with enhanced ward coverage, improved magical resonance, and what the facilities manager called ‘anomalous student accommodation upgrades.’” She finally looked up from her book. “Congratulations, Kade. You’ve officially made Night House interesting.”

I climbed the stairs to the second floor, where indeed there was a new room that definitely hadn’t been there yesterday. The door was marked with the same ward sigils I’d seen in the main Pact Chamber, but smaller and more elegant.

I knocked.

“Come in,” Roxy’s voice called.

The private chamber was a scaled-down version of the main facility—glass wall overlooking the quad, ritual circles built into the floor, comfortable seating areas around the perimeter. But this one was clearly designed for House use rather than campus-wide demonstrations.

Roxy was sitting in the middle of the primary circle, still wearing pajamas and looking thoroughly pleased with herself.

“Like the upgrade?” she asked.

“It’s impressive. How did this happen so fast?”

“Night Campus operates on magical efficiency principles,” she said, standing up and stretching in a way that made her pajama top ride up. “When a House shows significant Merit advancement, the infrastructure upgrades happen automatically.”

“And our Merit advancement was because…?”

“Because our recent activities have generated considerable magical energy that’s been feeding into the campus ward network.” She moved closer, and I caught that familiar blueberry-ozone scent. “Plus, having a celebrity exhibition succubus in residence apparently increases property values.”

“Celebrity exhibition succubus?”

“Haven’t you heard?” Her grin was pure mischief. “I’m the talk of campus. The succubus who tamed the immune human. The girl who can generate enough magical energy in a public ritual to light up half the ward network.”

She spun around, arms spread wide, reveling in the attention and recognition.

“You’re enjoying this,” I said.

“I’m loving this. Do you know what it’s like to go from ‘that succubus who can’t glamour properly’ to ‘that succubus everyone wants to watch’?” She stopped spinning and looked at me seriously. “For the first time since I got here, people see me as powerful instead of defective.”

“You were never defective.”

“I was different. Weak glamour, poor feeding efficiency, assigned to the lowest-ranked House on campus.” She moved closer until she was standing just within arm’s reach. “But now? Now I’m the girl who can generate Focus Tokens through exhibition performances. I’m valuable.”

“You were always valuable.”

“To you, maybe. But not to them.” She gestured toward the window, where students were moving across the quad in the late afternoon light. “Now they look at me and see someone worth watching. Someone worth learning from.”

There was something in her expression—pride mixed with vulnerability, confidence tempered by the memory of feeling worthless. She was reveling in the recognition, but part of her was still afraid it might disappear.

“Show me,” I said.

“Show you what?”

“Show me what the celebrity exhibition succubus can do in her new private chamber.”

Her eyes lit up with that wicked sparkle I was learning to love.

“Are you sure you can handle it?” she asked, moving to the chamber’s control panel. “Because I’ve been practicing, and I’ve learned some new tricks.”

“I think I can keep up.”

She touched something on the panel, and the room’s lighting shifted to a warmer, more intimate setting. The ward circles began to glow softly, and I could feel the magical energy in the air intensifying.

“Privacy mode,” she explained. “No outside observation, but full energy collection and processing.”

She started to strip out of her pajamas with the same theatrical flair she’d used in the main Chamber, but this time it felt different. More personal. Instead of performing for an audience, she was performing for me.

“The thing about exhibition,” she said, pulling her top over her head to reveal those perfect small breasts, “is that it’s not really about other people watching. It’s about feeling powerful enough to be watched.”

“And how do you feel?”

“Powerful,” she said, sliding her pajama bottoms down her legs. “Confident. Like I could take on the world and win.”

She was completely naked now, standing in the center of the glowing ritual circle, and she looked absolutely magnificent. Not just physically—though the sight of her nude body never failed to affect me—but in terms of pure confidence and self-possession.

“Come here,” she said.

I moved toward the circle, but she stopped me at the edge.

“Wait. Let me show you something first.”

She began to move through what looked like a ritual sequence—not the combat forms Professor Blackthorne had been teaching me, but something more dance-like, more sensual. Her body flowed through the movements with practiced grace, and I realized she was casting something.

The energy in the room responded to her movements, swirling around her like visible aurora. With each gesture, each step, each curve of her spine, the magical resonance grew stronger.

“Seduction glamour,” she said, her voice taking on that harmonic quality. “But not targeted at you. Targeted at the environment itself.”

I could see what she meant. The chamber was responding to her presence, the ward circles pulsing in rhythm with her movements, the very air becoming charged with erotic energy.

“I can make spaces want me,” she continued, her dance becoming more explicit, more arousing. “I can seduce buildings, enchant environments, make magical systems themselves desire my presence.”

“That’s incredible.”

“That’s power.” She completed the sequence and stood still, breathing hard, surrounded by energy that crackled visibly in the air around her. “And it only works because I’m completely comfortable being watched, being desired, being the center of attention.”

“Show me more.”

She grinned and gestured for me to join her in the circle.

The moment I stepped into the charged space, I felt the energy she’d been building. It was like walking into a cloud of pure arousal, thick and warm and intoxicating.

“Now,” she said, reaching for my shirt, “let me show you what happens when that environmental seduction includes an actual partner.”

What followed was unlike anything we’d done before. Instead of just the two of us generating energy, the entire chamber seemed to be participating. The floor was warm beneath us, the air itself seemed to caress exposed skin, and the ward circles pulsed in rhythm with our heartbeats.

Roxy was different too—more confident, more assertive, more in control of both her own power and the environment around us. When she kissed me, it felt like the room itself was kissing me. When she ran her hands over my chest, the energy followed her touch, amplifying every sensation.

“Feel that?” she whispered against my ear. “That’s what it’s like when someone truly powerful wants you.”

I could feel it. Not just her desire, but the chamber’s response to that desire, the way the magical systems were feeding off our connection and feeding power back into it.

“This is what you’ve been learning?”

“This is what I’ve been becoming.” She pushed me down onto the warmed floor and straddled my hips. “The exhibition succubus who can turn any space into her personal domain.”

She was already wet, ready, and when she sank down onto my cock it felt like the entire room sighed with satisfaction. The energy around us flared brighter, and I could feel token generation happening in real-time.

“God,” I groaned, gripping her hips as she began to move. “The whole chamber is amplifying everything.”

“I know,” she gasped, riding me with increasing intensity. “I can feel every ward circle, every magical system, every energy conduit responding to what we’re doing.”

It was true. Through our bond, I could sense the web of magical infrastructure that surrounded us, all of it resonating with our joined pleasure. We weren’t just having sex—we were conducting a symphony of magical energy.

“I want to feel you come,” she said, leaning down so her breasts pressed against my chest. “I want to feel it through the bond, through the chamber, through every system connected to this room.”

“Keep doing that and you’re going to get your wish.”

She did keep doing it, grinding against me in ways that drove me toward the edge with ruthless efficiency. But this time, I wasn’t going to be the only one losing control.

I rolled us over, pinning her beneath me, and began to thrust with the kind of intensity that made her cry out and claw at my shoulders.

“Yes,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Like that, show me how powerful I make you feel!”

The chamber responded to our increased intensity, the energy levels spiking, the ward circles flaring bright enough to see even in the ambient lighting. I could feel token generation accelerating, could sense the magical systems around us drinking in our shared pleasure.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice tight with approaching climax.

“So am I.”

We came together, and the energy discharge was visible throughout the chamber. Every ward circle flared bright blue, every magical conduit pulsed with golden light, and I swear I felt the response echo through the building’s entire infrastructure.

[System: Playful Token-mint session complete]

[System: Focus Tokens +50]

[System: Dorm systems enhanced through energy infusion]

[System: Minor stat gains: CHA +1, VIT +1]

[System: House amenities upgraded]

“Holy shit,” Roxy breathed, still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm. “Did you feel that feedback loop?”

“I felt the entire building respond to us.”

“Because it did.” She sat up, her hair wild and her eyes bright with satisfaction. “That’s what environmental seduction can do when combined with a strong bond partner. We just fed enough energy into Night House’s magical systems to power the upgrades for weeks.”

“Is that why the chamber was installed? So we could generate power for the House?”

“It’s why the chamber was made available to us,” she corrected. “Whether we use it for power generation or just private intimacy is entirely up to us.”

She curled up against my side, and I could feel the warm contentment flowing through our bond. But underneath that was something else—a sense of pride and accomplishment that went beyond just the physical pleasure.

“You’re really enjoying the recognition,” I said.

“I am. For the first time since I got here, I feel like I belong. Like I have a role to play that’s actually important.” She looked up at me. “Do you know what some of the other students call me now?”

“What?”

“The Immune’s Muse. The girl who can inspire an anomalous human to participate in magical rituals.” Her smile was pure satisfaction. “They study our performances, Kade. They analyze our energy patterns and try to figure out how to replicate them.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Like I’m finally good at something that matters.” She stretched against me like a satisfied cat. “Like I found my niche in this crazy place.”

We lay there for a while, listening to the magical hum of the chamber’s systems as they processed the energy we’d generated. Through the glass wall, I could see the quad beginning to fill with students heading to evening activities.

“We should probably get dressed,” I said eventually.

“Probably. But first…” She reached over to the chamber’s control panel and touched something that made the ward circles pulse once more. “Energy storage complete. The House systems are fully charged for the next seventy-two hours.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning everyone in Night House is going to sleep better, think clearer, and feel more energetic for the next three days, all because of what we just did.” She grinned. “Talk about contributing to House morale.”

We got dressed and headed back downstairs, where the improved common area was now bustling with activity. More residents were present than I’d ever seen before, taking advantage of the upgraded facilities.

“There they are,” Ivy called out when she saw us. “Our celebrity power couple.”

“Not celebrities,” Roxy said, but she was clearly pleased by the attention. “Just House members contributing to our collective well-being.”

“Contributing is one word for it,” Lyra said dryly. “The magical resonance from upstairs was detectable three floors down.”

“Good acoustics in the new construction,” I said with a straight face.

“Excellent acoustics,” Elowen said, looking up from what appeared to be a research paper. “In fact, I’ve been documenting the energy signatures. Fascinating stuff.”

“You were documenting our…” I started.

“The chamber’s output patterns, yes. For academic purposes.” She adjusted her glasses. “The efficiency of your joint energy generation is quite remarkable. Much higher than theoretical models would predict.”

“Theoretical models?”

“Oh yes. Bond mechanics and energy production are extensively studied here. Your immunity creates variables that most of the existing research doesn’t account for.” She made a note on her paper. “I’d love to conduct more formal observations at some point.”

Roxy and I looked at each other. The idea of Elowen conducting scientific observations of our intimate activities was both arousing and slightly terrifying.

“We’ll… keep that in mind,” I said.

“Excellent. I have several hypotheses I’d like to test.”

The evening proceeded with the kind of relaxed social atmosphere that I was starting to associate with a well-functioning House. Students studying together, sharing resources, engaging in the kind of casual interaction that suggested genuine community rather than just shared housing.

And at the center of it was Roxy, no longer the outcast succubus with weak glamour, but the House member who’d figured out how to turn her supposed weakness into a genuine strength.

“You know,” I said to her as we sat together on one of the new couches, “this is exactly what you needed.”

“What do you mean?”

“Recognition. A place where your specific talents are valued rather than dismissed.” I gestured to the bustling common room. “You’re not trying to be like other succubi anymore. You’re being the best version of yourself.”

“The best version of myself just happens to involve a lot of public nudity and magical energy generation,” she said with a grin.

“Everyone has their talents.”

“True. And apparently mine is turning exhibition into a legitimate magical discipline.” She leaned against me, her tail curling around my arm. “Think the other Houses are jealous of our upgrades?”

“I think the other Houses are probably trying to figure out how to replicate our success.”

“Good luck with that. They’d need their own immune human and a succubus willing to have sex in front of audiences.” She looked around the improved common room with obvious satisfaction. “I don’t think that combination is exactly common.”

“Probably not.”

As the evening wound down and residents began heading to their rooms, I realized that something fundamental had shifted. Night House was no longer the bottom-tier dumping ground for students who didn’t fit elsewhere. We were becoming something more interesting—a House that had found a way to turn unconventional talents into genuine success.

And at the center of that transformation was Roxy, who had figured out how to make her need for attention and exhibition into a valuable service for the House and the campus.

“So what’s next?” I asked as we prepared to head to our respective rooms.

“Next, we enjoy our improved accommodations and see how this affects our standing in the House rankings.” She stretched up to kiss my cheek. “But mostly, we enjoy the fact that for the first time since either of us got here, we’re exactly where we belong.”

“In the upgraded House with the private Pact Chamber?”

“In the House where being different makes us valuable instead of problematic.” She grinned. “Though the private Pact Chamber is definitely a nice bonus.”

I fell asleep that night thinking about recognition, belonging, and the way Roxy had transformed from outcast to celebrity simply by embracing what made her unique instead of trying to hide it.

Maybe that was the real lesson of Night Campus—not learning to fit in, but learning to make your differences into strengths.

And if those differences happened to generate enough magical energy to upgrade your living situation, well, that was just good resource management.

[System: House cohesion improved]

[System: Facility upgrades providing ongoing bonuses]

[System: Reputation: “Rising House” status achieved]

[System: Note: Other Houses monitoring Night House development]


Chapter 8: House Trial I

The announcement came during what had become our regular evening strategy session in Night House’s upgraded common area. Roxy was sprawled across one of the new leather sectionals, her electric-violet bob catching the light from the improved fixtures as she scrolled through her tablet. She’d changed out of her usual crop top and micro-skirt into something that looked more like athletic wear, but even in compression shorts and a sports bra, she managed to look like sex personified.

Her small onyx horn nubs gleamed with their pierced silver rings, and her spaded tail was doing that metronome tap against the couch cushions that I’d learned meant she was either excited or plotting something. Given the wicked grin spreading across her face as she read, it was probably both.

“House Trial assignment,” she announced to the room, bouncing upright in a way that made her perky B-cups strain against the sports bra. “Night House versus Crimson House, tomorrow evening at eight PM.”

“Finally,” Lyra said, looking up from her studying. Her silver hair caught the neon wash from the windows, and the scales along her jawline glittered as she spoke. “I was starting to think the administration had forgotten we existed.”

“What’s a House Trial?” I asked, settling into the armchair across from Roxy. The furniture upgrade was definitely an improvement—the old worn leather had been replaced with pieces that actually supported your back without feeling like you were sitting on cardboard.

“Monthly competition between Houses,” Elowen explained, not looking up from the research notes scattered across the coffee table. She was wearing her usual librarian uniform—tight sweater that did nothing to hide her generous C-cups, slim-fitting jeans that hugged her spectacular round ass, and those thick black-framed glasses that somehow made her look both innocent and incredibly sexy.

Her dark brown eyes were focused on her work, but I caught the way her spaded tail tip flicked nervously when she spoke—a tell I was starting to recognize meant she was thinking about something that made her uncomfortable.

“Academic challenges, magical demonstrations, team exercises,” she continued, pushing her glasses up her nose with an unconscious gesture that drew attention to her pale porcelain skin. “The winning House gets Merit bonuses and advancement opportunities.”

“And the losing House?”

“Gets to explain to the administration why they’re not contributing effectively to campus life,” Ivy said grimly from her position curled up in another chair. The plant-girl’s green skin had a healthy glow under the new lighting, and her leaf-hair rustled with what sounded like frustrated energy.

“How many have we lost in a row?”

“Seven,” Roxy said cheerfully, her magenta star-pupils sparkling with mischief. “But that was before our recent… personnel additions.”

She grinned at me, and I realized that my presence had shifted the entire dynamic of Night House’s expectations. They weren’t planning to lose anymore. The confidence in her posture, the way she held herself like someone who expected to win rather than someone who expected to fail—it was a complete transformation from the uncertain succubus I’d met during intake.

“What does the trial actually involve?” I asked.

“Changes every month,” Roxy said, scrolling through the notice with obvious excitement. Her tail was tapping faster now, beating out a rhythm against the couch that made it hard not to watch the way her sports bra shifted with each movement. “This time it’s… oh, this is perfect.”

“Perfect how?”

“Magical resistance challenge. Teams have to navigate a course designed to test their ability to function under supernatural influence.” Her grin widened, showing teeth that were perfectly white and normal, somehow more unsettling than if they’d been fangs. “Guess which House member has a significant advantage in that particular area?”

Right. My immunity to glamour, which had seemed like just an interesting quirk, was apparently about to become a tactical asset.

“What’s the format?”

“Team of four,” Roxy read, unconsciously arching her back as she leaned forward to show me the tablet screen. The movement made her small, perfect breasts press against the fabric of her sports bra, and I had to force myself to focus on the text rather than the way her nipples were clearly visible through the thin material.

“Mixed challenges including puzzle solving under mental influence, physical obstacles with magical interference, and a final collaborative task requiring group coordination.”

“Who’s our fourth?”

“Me,” said a familiar voice from the stairs.

Professor Blackthorne was descending from the second floor, and the sight of her in casual clothes was enough to make my mouth go dry. She’d traded her usual business suits for fitted workout gear that showcased every inch of her statuesque five-foot-ten frame.

Her ice-platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a severe high ponytail that somehow made her pale gray eyes even more striking. The polished charcoal horns that swept forward from her temples caught the light like obsidian, and when she moved, it was with the fluid grace of someone who was completely comfortable in her own skin.

But it was the way the athletic clothes fit her body that was truly devastating. The sports bra did nothing to hide the fact that she had elegant C-cups that moved with just enough bounce to be hypnotic, while the compression shorts hugged her ballerina calves and showed off a narrow waist that was perfect for…

I stopped that line of thinking before it could get me in trouble.

“Professor?” I said, trying to keep my voice level. “I thought faculty couldn’t participate in House Trials.”

“Faculty can’t. But I’m also a Night House resident, and residents in good standing are eligible to compete.” She settled into one of the armchairs with fluid grace, and I caught a hint of her scent—white tea and cold iron, with something underneath that was purely feminine and completely intoxicating.

“Given the importance of this particular trial to House advancement, I’ve decided to contribute my expertise.”

“Importance how?”

“This trial determines whether Night House advances to E-rank status with full campus privileges, or remains in F-rank probation with restricted access to resources and facilities.” She looked at each of us seriously, her pale gray eyes assessing. “Success means recognition and independence. Failure means continued scrutiny and potential dissolution.”

“Dissolution?”

“Houses that can’t demonstrate value to campus operations get disbanded. Members get reassigned to other Houses or transferred to different institutions.” Her expression was carefully neutral, but I could see the tension in her posture, the way her wings—full satin wings that she usually kept folded and hidden—shifted slightly with suppressed emotion.

“Neither outcome would be beneficial for any of us.”

The implication was clear. This wasn’t just about House pride—it was about our ability to stay together and continue developing the relationships and abilities we’d been building.

“So,” I said, “no pressure or anything.”

“None whatsoever,” Professor Blackthorne said with a slight smile that somehow made her even more attractive. “Now, shall we discuss strategy?”

What followed was the most intense tactical planning session I’d ever been part of. Professor Blackthorne had somehow acquired detailed intelligence on Crimson House’s team composition, their previous trial performances, and the specific magical abilities we’d be facing.

“Their team captain is Diana Ashworth,” she said, consulting notes that looked like they belonged in a military briefing. Her voice had taken on the crisp, authoritative tone that probably made students confess to academic infractions before she even asked questions.

“Third-year succubus, specialization in group charm and crowd control. She’ll try to disable our coordination through targeted glamour attacks.”

As she spoke, I found myself watching the way her lips moved, the subtle expressions that crossed her face as she analyzed tactical information. Everything about Professor Blackthorne suggested competence and control, but there were moments—like the way she unconsciously licked her lower lip when concentrating—that reminded me she was also an incredibly attractive woman.

“Which won’t work on Kade,” Roxy pointed out, her tail swishing with satisfaction.

“Which won’t work on Mr. Mercer,” Professor Blackthorne agreed, her pale gray eyes flicking to me with something that might have been approval. “But they will work on the rest of us, which means Kade becomes both our primary asset and our primary target.”

“Meaning they’ll focus their attacks on me?”

“Meaning they’ll try to isolate you from the team through environmental hazards and physical obstacles while overwhelming the rest of us with magical influence.” She pulled up what looked like arena schematics on her tablet, leaning forward in a way that gave me a perfect view down the front of her sports bra.

I tried very hard to focus on the tactical display rather than the glimpse of the smooth, slightly tanned skin of her cleavage.

“Standard anti-immunity tactics. Separate the resistant individual and neutralize his support.”

“How do we counter that?”

“By turning your immunity into a team advantage rather than an individual strength.” She gestured to the tactical display, her movements precise and economical. “Elowen provides analysis and magical support, Roxy handles coordination and counter-charm, I provide combat expertise and leadership. But you become our anchor—the stable point around which the rest of us can maintain focus.”

“Like a magical null field?”

“More like a clarity beacon. Your immunity creates a zone of reduced magical interference. Stay close to the team, and we all benefit from decreased susceptibility to enemy influence.”

The strategy session continued for another hour, covering everything from optimal formation positioning to emergency protocols. But I found it increasingly difficult to concentrate on tactics when surrounded by three of the most attractive women on campus, all of whom seemed determined to lean over displays, stretch to reach materials, and generally move in ways that showcased their supernatural beauty.

Roxy, perched on the arm of my chair, kept brushing against me as she pointed out details on the arena layout. Her blueberry-ozone scent was intoxicating, and every casual touch sent heat spiraling through my chest where our bond pulsed with warm energy.

Elowen, usually so composed and academic, was showing signs of excitement about the analytical challenges involved. When she got animated about tactical theory, her whole body became more expressive—gesturing with her hands, leaning forward with enthusiasm, unconsciously biting her pencil in a way that made me think about other things she could do with her mouth.

And Professor Blackthorne… Professor Blackthorne was in her element, demonstrating combat techniques with fluid precision that showcased every line of her statuesque figure. When she moved into fighting stances, the compression shorts hugged her ass in ways that made concentration nearly impossible.

By the time we finished, I felt like I was preparing for actual combat rather than a college competition. But I also felt like I was surrounded by the most dangerous and attractive team on campus.

“One more thing,” Professor Blackthorne said as we prepared to disperse. “The trials are public events. Attendance is mandatory for all students not participating, and faculty often use them as teaching opportunities.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you’ll be performing in front of the entire campus. Success brings recognition and respect. Failure…” She shrugged, the movement doing interesting things to her sports bra. “Failure becomes very public very quickly.”

“Wonderful.”

“Think of it as motivation,” Roxy said, stretching as she stood up. The movement made her compression shorts ride up, showcasing thighs that were lean and strong and absolutely perfect. “Nothing like an audience to keep you focused.”

“Or distracted,” I muttered, watching the way her tail swished as she headed toward the stairs.



The next evening arrived with the kind of electric anticipation that made the air itself feel charged. The Trial Arena was packed beyond capacity, with students and faculty filling every available seat and spilling into standing areas around the perimeter.

I’d never seen so many supernatural beings in one place before. Succubi in every possible variation—tall, short, pale, dark, horned, winged, tailed, each one beautiful in her own specific way. Other species were represented too: vampires with their pale elegance, were-creatures with their predatory grace, elemental beings that seemed to shimmer with internal light.

And they were all watching us.

“Nervous?” Roxy asked as we made our final preparations in the staging area. She’d changed into her combat gear—the fitted black bodysuit that clung to every curve like a second skin, reinforced boots that added three inches to her petite height, and a harness that held various magical implements.

The transformation from cute college coed to dangerous supernatural operative was remarkable. Her electric-violet hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail, her magenta star-pupils were sharp with focus, and her spaded tail moved with the controlled precision of a weapon rather than the playful swishing I was used to.

“Terrified,” I admitted.

“Good. Terror keeps you sharp.” She moved closer, and I caught that familiar blueberry-ozone scent mixed with something else—adrenaline, anticipation, and the faint musk of arousal that seemed to follow her everywhere. “Just remember, you’re not performing for them. You’re performing with us.”

Professor Blackthorne approached, and the sight of her in full combat gear was enough to stop conversation throughout the staging area. She’d chosen form-fitting tactical black that showcased every line of her statuesque figure while still looking practical for serious business.

Her ice-platinum ponytail was pulled back severely, emphasizing the elegant sweep of her polished charcoal horns. The tactical vest did nothing to hide her elegant C-cups, while the fitted pants hugged her narrow waist and showed off ballerina calves that spoke of hours spent in the training arena.

But it was the way she moved that was truly impressive. Every gesture was economical, precise, confident. This was Professor Blackthorne in her element, and she was magnificent.

“Team check,” she said, her voice carrying the authority of someone who was used to being obeyed instantly. “Equipment status?”

“All systems green,” Elowen reported. She’d undergone her own transformation—gone was the shy librarian, replaced by a tactical analyst who happened to look incredible in combat gear. Her raven-black hair was braided back practically, but it only emphasized the sharp beauty of her face and the dark brown eyes behind her thick-framed glasses.

The tactical suit she wore was designed for mobility rather than protection, and it showcased the curves that her usual sweaters and jeans only hinted at. Generous C-cups that strained the tactical vest, wide hips that spoke of supernatural fertility, thick thighs that suggested strength as well as beauty.

Her pale porcelain skin seemed to glow under the arena lights, and I could see the faint curling sigils under her ribs that marked her as more than just a pretty librarian. When she moved, checking equipment and reviewing tactical displays, it was with the kind of focused intelligence that was incredibly arousing.

“Magical resonance readings are optimal,” she continued, adjusting something on her scanner array. “Bond strength showing green across all connections.”

I could feel it too—the warm pulse of connection that linked me to each of my teammates. Strongest with Roxy, our bond humming at the Crush level we’d achieved. Growing with Elowen, based on shared experiences and increasing trust. And newer but definitely present with Professor Blackthorne, a thread of mutual respect and attraction that was becoming harder to ignore.

“Opposition analysis?” Professor Blackthorne asked.

Elowen consulted her tablet, her dark eyes scanning data with the kind of focus that made her bite her lower lip unconsciously. “Diana Ashworth is as expected—high-level charm specialist, previous trial record of fourteen wins, two losses. Marcus Vance appears to be their heavy combat specialist, significant physical stats but limited magical resistance.”

She paused, adjusting her glasses in a way that somehow made the gesture seem sensual rather than academic.

“Interesting data point: their team has never faced opponents with genuine glamour immunity. Their tactical framework assumes universal susceptibility to mental influence.”

“Meaning they don’t know how to fight someone like Kade,” Roxy said with obvious satisfaction. Her tail was tapping faster now, excitement building as she contemplated the tactical advantage. “They’re going to try standard charm-and-overwhelm tactics that just won’t work.”

“Which gives us our opening,” Professor Blackthorne said. “Mr. Mercer, you understand your role?”

“Stay central, provide immunity support, and try not to get killed by environmental hazards.”

“Essentially correct, though I’d prefer if you thought of it as ‘leading from the front’ rather than ‘trying not to die.’” Her smile was sharp and predatory. “You’re not just our anchor, Mr. Mercer. You’re our weapon.”



The Trial Arena was exactly what I’d expected from the name—a large, circular space with tiered seating that could probably hold the entire student body. The floor was marked with various course layouts that shifted and reconfigured themselves based on the specific challenges, all of them designed to look challenging and vaguely threatening.

But what I hadn’t expected was the crowd.

Every seat was filled. Students, faculty, and what looked like administrative officials packed the stands, all of them focused on the arena floor where two teams were making their final preparations.

The variety was staggering. Succubi in every possible configuration filled most of the student sections—some with the classic horns-and-tail setup like Roxy, others sporting full satin wings like Professor Blackthorne, still others with exotic skin tones or unusual magical signatures that made the air shimmer around them.

I spotted several I recognized from campus: Vera, the golden-eyed redhead with porcelain skin and forward-curved ram horns who’d tried to charm me on my first day. A group of what looked like senior students, all of them tall and elegant with the kind of supernatural beauty that made mortals write poetry. Several who were obviously faculty, distinguished by their perfect posture and the way other students unconsciously made space for them.

And in the VIP sections, administrative officials who radiated the kind of power that made everyone else seem like children playing dress-up.

“Holy shit,” I said, looking up at the sea of faces. “This many people really turn out for House Trials?”

“This many people turn out when the anomalous human is competing,” Professor Blackthorne said, adjusting her combat gear with practiced efficiency. Her tactical vest had been custom-fitted, and the way it showcased her elegant C-cups while still looking professional was a work of art.

“You’ve become quite the curiosity, Mr. Mercer.”

“Curiosity or spectacle?”

“Both. The question is whether we can turn that attention into advantage.” She gestured toward the stands, where I could see groups of students pointing in our direction and talking excitedly. “Every person watching represents potential influence. Win their respect, and you gain allies. Fail to impress…”

“And I become a cautionary tale.”

“Exactly.”

Across the arena floor, I could see our opponents making their preparations. Crimson House looked exactly like what you’d expect from a higher-ranked team—coordinated gear, confident movements, and an aura of competence that suggested they’d done this many times before.

Diana Ashworth was unmistakable as their team captain. Tall, curvy, with the kind of supernatural beauty that probably stopped traffic in the human world. Her deep red hair fell in waves to her waist, and her skin had a golden glow that suggested either magical enhancement or just naturally perfect genetics.

Her horns were elegant spirals that framed her face like a crown, and when she moved, full crimson wings mantled behind her with obvious pride. She wore her combat gear like couture, every piece perfectly fitted to showcase a body that belonged in classical sculptures.

But it was the way she looked at me—with a combination of curiosity, assessment, and what might have been hunger—that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“She’s checking you out,” Roxy observed, following my gaze.

“Is that good or bad?”

“Depends on whether she’s planning to seduce you or destroy you.” Roxy grinned, showing no concern whatsoever. “Possibly both.”

“Comforting.”

“Diana Ashworth has never lost a trial to a lower-ranked House,” Professor Blackthorne said, checking her own equipment. “She’s used to steamrolling opponents through pure magical superiority. She won’t be prepared for organized resistance.”

“And if she is?”

“Then we improvise.” Her pale gray eyes met mine, and I saw something there that went beyond just tactical planning. “But Mr. Mercer, I want you to understand something about what’s about to happen.”

“Which is?”

“This trial isn’t just about House advancement. It’s about establishing your place in the campus hierarchy.” She gestured toward the packed stands. “Everyone watching has an opinion about what you represent. Some see you as a curiosity to be studied. Others see you as a threat to be neutralized. A few see you as an opportunity to be exploited.”

“And you?”

“I see you as someone with the potential to change the fundamental power dynamics of this institution.” Her smile was sharp and dangerous. “The question is whether you’re ready for that kind of responsibility.”

Before I could answer, a chime sounded through the arena, and the crowd fell silent. Headmistress Sable appeared in what looked like an official viewing box, flanked by other faculty members and administrators.

Even from across the arena floor, she commanded attention. Her rich chestnut-brown hair cascaded past her shoulders in perfect waves, and her light hazel eyes seemed to take in every detail of the scene below. The elegant obsidian horns that framed her temples were marked with gold bands that caught the arena lights, and her voluptuous hourglass figure was displayed to perfection in what looked like formal academic robes that had been tailored by someone with exquisite taste.

She was, without question, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. But more than that, she radiated the kind of authority that made everyone else in the building seem like they were waiting for her permission to breathe.

“Students and faculty of Night Campus,” her voice carried clearly through magical amplification, rich and warm with just a hint of smoke that made me think of expensive whiskey and dark chocolate, “welcome to this month’s House Trial competition.”

She gestured toward the arena floor, where holographic displays were materializing to show team information.

“Representing Night House: Professor Blackthorne, Miss Vesper, Miss Quill, and Mr. Mercer.”

Our names appeared in floating text above our heads, along with what looked like basic statistics. The crowd murmured when they saw my “anomalous” classification, and I could hear fragments of conversation about immunity ratings and unprecedented bond development.

“Representing Crimson House: Miss Ashworth, Mr. Vance, Miss Sterling, and Miss Chen.”

The opposing team’s information appeared as well, and their stats looked significantly more impressive than ours. Higher levels, more advanced abilities, better equipment ratings. They looked like they belonged on the cover of Supernatural Combat Monthly.

Diana Ashworth stepped forward as the team introductions concluded, her crimson wings spreading wide in what was clearly a dominance display. When she smiled, it was the kind of expression that probably made strong men weak in the knees.

“Night House,” she called across the arena floor, her voice carrying easily through the space. “How… quaint. I look forward to adding another victory to our record.”

“Arrogant bitch,” Roxy muttered, but her tail was lashing with anticipation rather than anger.

“Confident opponent,” Professor Blackthorne corrected. “Which means she’ll underestimate us right up until we crush her.”

“The trial consists of three challenges,” Headmistress Sable continued from her observation box. “Magical navigation, collaborative problem-solving, and coordinated defense. Each challenge awards points based on completion time and technique. Highest total score wins advancement to the next House tier.”

“Standard rules,” Professor Blackthorne murmured, but her eyes were already analyzing the arena configuration. “We’ll need to be perfect on all three challenges to have a chance.”

“Or,” Roxy said quietly, her magenta eyes sparkling with mischief, “we’ll need to be better than perfect.”

The first challenge materialized around us—a maze of shimmering walls that looked like they were made of solid glamour. The objective was simple: navigate from start to finish as a team, without getting separated or lost.

But looking at the maze with my immune vision, I could see that the walls weren’t where they appeared to be. The glamour was creating false pathways, dead ends that looked like corridors, and corridors that looked like solid barriers.

“Charm maze,” Elowen said, pulling out her analytical equipment. Her hands moved with precise efficiency as she calibrated magical sensors, and I found myself watching the way her tactical suit stretched across her generous curves as she worked. “The walls will try to disorient us and lead us in circles.”

“Standard approach would be to designate a navigator and follow them closely,” Professor Blackthorne said, moving into formation with the kind of grace that made her look like she was dancing rather than preparing for combat. “But with Mr. Mercer’s immunity…”

“I can see through the illusions,” I realized. “The walls aren’t really where they appear to be.”

“Exactly. You lead, we follow. Roxy coordinates, Elowen provides backup analysis, I handle any combat encounters.”

Across the arena, Crimson House was already struggling. Diana Ashworth was trying to use her charm abilities to navigate the maze, but the false pathways were designed to confuse even supernatural senses. They kept taking wrong turns, doubling back, getting increasingly frustrated as the maze led them in circles.

Our approach was entirely different.

“Stay close,” I said, moving toward what looked like a solid wall but felt like empty air to my immune senses. “And trust me.”

I walked straight through the apparent barrier, and my teammates followed. The crowd gasped as we seemed to phase through solid matter, but from my perspective, we were just walking through open space that was hidden by illusion.

“Remarkable,” I heard Elowen murmur behind me. “Your immunity doesn’t just resist the glamour—it allows you to perceive the true environment underneath.”

“Like having x-ray vision for magical bullshit,” Roxy added cheerfully.

We navigated the maze in a straight line while Crimson House continued to struggle with false pathways and dead ends. When we reached the finish point—three minutes ahead of our opponents—the crowd erupted in surprised cheers.

“First challenge to Night House,” the announcer called, and I could hear the astonishment in his voice. “Completion time: four minutes, seventeen seconds. Technique rating: Flawless.”

Diana Ashworth’s perfect composure cracked for just a moment, her golden eyes flashing with something that might have been anger or might have been respect.

“One down,” Roxy said with satisfaction.

The second challenge was more complex—a puzzle that required all four team members to manipulate different magical elements simultaneously while under varying degrees of mental influence. Geometric patterns that had to be aligned, energy flows that needed to be balanced, all while waves of charm and compulsion washed over the participants.

This was where Diana Ashworth made her move.

“Coordinated charm attack incoming,” Elowen warned, her scanner readings spiking into dangerous territory. “Multiple vectors, high intensity.”

The glamour hit like a tsunami. I felt it wash over me—layers of compulsion, attraction, confusion, and desire all wrapped together in a package designed to overwhelm supernatural minds and leave them compliant and confused.

It felt like standing in a warm breeze.

But my teammates weren’t so lucky.

Professor Blackthorne, despite all her tactical training and mental discipline, went glassy-eyed and began moving toward one of the incorrect puzzle solutions. Her usual grace became mechanical, robotic, as the charm overrode her natural instincts.

Elowen was affected even more severely. Her analytical mind, so precise and focused moments before, scattered into confused fragments. She began touching random parts of the puzzle configuration with no apparent logic, her dark brown eyes wide and unfocused behind her glasses.

Even Roxy, a succubus herself with natural resistance to charm magic, was struggling. Her movements became sluggish, uncertain, as multiple layers of compulsion battled with her own magical defenses.

Within seconds, I was the only team member still thinking clearly.

But that was exactly what we’d prepared for.

Instead of trying to solve the puzzle myself, I moved to each of my teammates and provided what Professor Blackthorne had called “clarity beacon” support. My immunity didn’t just protect me—it created a zone of reduced magical interference that extended to anyone in close contact with me.

“Focus on my voice,” I said, placing a hand on Professor Blackthorne’s shoulder. Immediately, some of the glassy confusion cleared from her pale gray eyes. “You know what you’re doing. Trust your training.”

I moved to Elowen, wrapping an arm around her waist to maintain contact while she worked her section of the puzzle. The moment my immunity field extended to her, her analytical mind snapped back into focus.

“Oh,” she breathed, her tail straightening with relief. “That’s much better. I can think clearly again.”

“Stay close to Kade,” I told them both, then moved to where Roxy was struggling with her portion of the challenge.

The moment I touched her, her magenta star-pupils sharpened back to their usual focus. “Jesus,” she gasped. “That was like trying to think through fog.”

“Can you work like this?” I asked, keeping one hand on each of them while they manipulated their assigned puzzle elements.

“Better than I can work without you,” Professor Blackthorne said, her voice returning to its normal authoritative tone. “Maintain contact and we can complete this.”

It worked perfectly. With my immunity extending to cover the team, they were able to function normally despite the ongoing charm assault. We solved the puzzle in record time while Crimson House continued to struggle with their own charm-induced confusion.

Diana Ashworth’s expression shifted from confident to concerned as she realized her primary tactical advantage wasn’t working.

“Challenge two to Night House,” the announcer called. “Completion time: six minutes, twelve seconds. Technique rating: Innovative adaptation.”

“Two for two,” Roxy said with growing excitement, her tail practically vibrating with anticipation. “One more challenge.”

The final trial was the most dramatic—a simulated emergency where each team had to coordinate the defense of a mock ward network while under attack from magical constructs. Multiple waves of enemies, environmental hazards, and complex objectives that required perfect timing and flawless communication.

It was exactly the kind of challenge that played to our developing strengths as a team.

The constructs materialized around us—crystalline warriors with energy weapons, flying attackers that swooped down from above, and siege engines that launched explosive magical projectiles. Under normal circumstances, any one of them would have been challenging for a student team.

But we weren’t operating under normal circumstances.

“Formation Alpha,” Professor Blackthorne commanded, her voice cutting through the chaos with military precision. “Mr. Mercer, center position. Everyone else, standard protection pattern.”

We moved into position with the kind of coordination that suggested weeks of practice rather than a single strategy session. I anchored the center, providing immunity support and engaging targets that got too close. Professor Blackthorne commanded the overall strategy while handling heavy combat with elegant, deadly efficiency.

Roxy darted through the battlefield like a purple-haired tornado, using her improved charm abilities to redirect enemy attacks and coordinate our responses. And Elowen provided real-time analysis and magical support, her scanner array feeding tactical information to the rest of us through our bond network.

But more than individual skill, I could feel our bonds working. Not just the growing connection between all of us, but the way our different abilities synergized into something greater than the sum of its parts.

When Professor Blackthorne called for a coordinated assault, I felt the tactical plan through our bond before she finished speaking. When Roxy needed cover for a flanking maneuver, I was already moving to provide it. When Elowen identified a weak point in the enemy formation, the information flowed through our shared connection instantly.

We moved like a team that had been working together for years rather than days.

Across the battlefield, Crimson House was struggling. Their superior individual abilities were being undermined by their inability to coordinate effectively under pressure. Diana Ashworth’s leadership was solid, but she was used to commanding through charm and compulsion—techniques that worked fine on willing subordinates but collapsed under combat stress.

When the final wave of constructs materialized—a massive central unit surrounded by supporting attackers—our teamwork reached a crescendo.

“Combined assault,” Professor Blackthorne called. “All abilities, coordinated strike.”

I felt power flow through our bonds as everyone contributed their specialized skills to a single, focused attack. My immunity disrupted the construct’s defensive magic, Roxy’s charm abilities turned its support units against each other, Elowen’s analysis identified the exact weak point for maximum damage, and Professor Blackthorne delivered the killing blow with surgical precision.

The construct exploded in a cascade of magical energy that lit up the entire arena.

When the exercise ended and the final scores were tallied, the silence in the arena was deafening.

Then the crowd erupted in cheers that shook the building.

“Night House victory!” the announcer called, his voice barely audible over the noise. “Final scores: Night House 847, Crimson House 634. New record for margin of victory in a House advancement trial.”

We’d won. Not just won—dominated.

[System: House Trial Complete: VICTORY]

[System: House Rank increased: F → E]

[System: Merit percentage: 35% → 45%]

[System: Focus Tokens +30 (team bonus)]

[System: Sigil Sparks +6 → Total: 20/50]

[System: House privileges expanded]

[System: Campus political standing: NOTABLE INCREASE]

“Holy shit,” I said, staring at the system notifications while the crowd continued to cheer around us. “We actually did it.”

“We more than did it,” Professor Blackthorne said, and there was genuine pride in her voice. For the first time since I’d met her, she looked completely relaxed, the controlled mask she usually wore replaced by honest satisfaction. “That was a textbook demonstration of team coordination and tactical adaptation.”

“The crowd reaction analysis will be fascinating,” Elowen added, looking up at the cheering stands with obvious excitement. Her glasses had slipped down her nose during the combat, and combined with her flushed cheeks and disheveled hair, she looked like the sexy librarian fantasy come to life. “Significant shift in Night House perception metrics.”

But Roxy was looking in a different direction entirely. Following her gaze, I saw Hadris in the faculty section, camera in hand, taking what looked like detailed documentation of the crowd’s response to our victory.

“He’s not filming the trial,” she said grimly, her tail lashing with sudden irritation. “He’s filming them. The way they react to you.”

I looked more closely and realized she was right. Hadris was focused on the student sections, particularly the groups that were cheering loudest for our victory. Every face that showed enthusiasm, every person who seemed impressed by my performance, every student whose expression suggested they might be influenced by what they’d seen—he was documenting all of it.

“Building a database,” Professor Blackthorne said, her expression darkening as she followed our gaze. “Identifying students who might be influenced by Mr. Mercer’s success.”

“Influenced how?”

“Students who admire you become potential allies. Students who envy you become potential threats. Students who fear you…” She shrugged, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. “Well, fear is just another form of influence.”

The implications were chilling, but they were also familiar. Everything I did at Night Campus was being analyzed, categorized, and filed away for future use. The question was whether that analysis would be used to support me or control me.

“Let him document,” I said finally, loud enough that my voice carried to nearby spectators. “Every person who cheers for us, every student who sees that Night House can win, every face that shows they believe in what we’re doing.”

“Why?”

“Because if they’re building a database of my influence, I want it to be as impressive as possible.” I looked around at my teammates—Roxy glowing with victory and vindication, Elowen practically vibrating with analytical excitement, Professor Blackthorne radiating the kind of satisfaction that came from a plan executed perfectly.

“If they’re going to study me, let them study someone worth studying.”

We left the arena to continued cheers and congratulations, but I could feel the weight of analysis and observation following us. Every handshake from victorious spectators, every compliment from impressed faculty, every interaction with students who wanted to associate themselves with our success—all of it was being watched and noted.

Students pressed close as we made our way through the crowd, and the variety was overwhelming. Succubi with skin in every shade from porcelain pale to deep ebony, horns in configurations I hadn’t seen before, wings that ranged from delicate butterfly affairs to magnificent bat-like spans that could have carried them across continents.

A group of senior students congratulated us as we passed, and I found myself staring at their supernatural beauty with something approaching awe. One had silver hair that seemed to move with its own wind and eyes like molten mercury. Another’s skin had a subtle blue tint that somehow only emphasized her classical features. A third sported horns that curved in elegant spirals and a tail that moved with hypnotic grace.

All of them were watching me with interest that went beyond academic curiosity.

“Popular guy,” Professor Blackthorne observed, noticing the attention I was drawing.

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s power,” she said simply. “And power, Mr. Mercer, is always both.”

But for the first time since arriving at Night Campus, I found I didn’t care about the political implications or the administrative monitoring.

Let them watch. Let them document. Let them build their files and run their analyses.

We’d just proven that Night House wasn’t the collection of misfits and rejects everyone thought we were. We were a team. A family. A group of people who worked together not because we had to, but because we chose to.

And that was the kind of power that couldn’t be controlled through bureaucracy or compliance monitoring.

That was the kind of power that changed everything.

[System: Night House Status: ASCENDING]

[System: Campus Political Landscape: SHIFTING]

[System: Personal Reputation: RISING STAR]

[System: Warning: Increased administrative scrutiny probable]

[System: Achievement Unlocked: “Giant Killer” - defeat higher-ranked opponent]

[System: House Trial Complete: VICTORY]

[System: House Rank increased: F → E]

[System: Merit percentage: 35% → 45%]

[System: Focus Tokens +30 (team bonus)]

[System: Sigil Sparks +6 → Total: 20/50]

[System: House privileges expanded]
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The Night House common room was packed when we returned from the arena, buzzing with celebration and congratulations from residents and visitors alike. The upgraded furniture was filled with students I didn’t recognize—upperclassmen from other Houses who’d come to witness our historic victory, faculty members discussing our tactical innovations, and what looked like a few administrative officials taking notes on our sudden rise in status.

“Victory party!” Roxy announced, bouncing through the crowd with infectious enthusiasm. She’d changed out of her combat gear back into her usual crop top and micro-skirt, but the post-trial glow made her electric-violet hair seem to shimmer and her magenta star-pupils sparkle with triumph.

Her perky B-cups strained against the thin fabric as she moved, and her spaded tail was doing a victory dance behind her that drew admiring glances from half the room.

“Night House moving up in the world,” called out Marcus, the pre-med exchange student, raising a drink in salute. “That immunity trick was incredible!”

“Not a trick,” I said, accepting congratulations from what felt like half the campus. “Just making the most of what I’ve got.”

But as the evening wore on and the crowd of well-wishers gradually thinned out, I found myself back in the familiar position of being surrounded by the core Night House team. Roxy had settled onto the couch beside me, her warm thigh pressed against mine. Elowen was curled up in the adjacent armchair, having traded her combat gear for one of those soft sweaters that showcased her generous C-cups.

Professor Blackthorne approached as the last of the administrative visitors prepared to leave.

“Excellent performance tonight,” she said, her pale gray eyes holding genuine approval. “Both strategically and tactically. You’ve established Night House as a legitimate contender in the campus hierarchy.”

“Thanks to your planning,” I said.

“Thanks to everyone’s execution.” She gathered her things with characteristic efficiency. “I’ll file the trial report and update our official standings with the administration. Enjoy your well-earned celebration.”

She headed toward the exit, pausing only to add, “Remember, tomorrow we start preparing for the challenges that come with increased visibility. Tonight, celebrate responsibly.”

After she left, the common room felt more intimate, more private.

“So,” Roxy said when the last of the visitors finally departed, leaving just the Night House core residents, “how exactly does one properly celebrate a historic House Trial victory?”

“Traditionally?” Lyra said from her position sprawled across another chair, “alcohol, loud music, and questionable decisions that everyone pretends not to remember.”

“Or,” Elowen said, looking up from the tactical analysis she’d been working on throughout the social chaos, her dark brown eyes bright with more than just academic interest, “we could conduct a more… private celebration.”

The way she said “private” made something warm flare in my stomach.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Team bonding,” Roxy said immediately, her tail curling around my wrist possessively. “Just the two of us. No crowds, no observers, no compliance monitoring.”

“The house has the private Pact Chamber now,” Elowen added, her voice slightly husky. “Perfect for… intimate energy work.”

I looked at the two of them—Roxy practically vibrating with excitement, Elowen trying to maintain her academic composure while obviously aroused.

“Are we talking about what I think we’re talking about?” I asked.

“That depends,” Roxy said, her voice taking on that smoky quality that made my pulse spike, “on what you think we’re talking about.”

“Group celebration. Private chamber. Intimate energy work.” I looked at each of them carefully. “I think we’re talking about sex.”

“Such a direct approach,” Elowen said, but she was fighting a smile. “I do appreciate clear communication in academic settings.”

“As do I,” Roxy said, standing with predatory grace. “Shall we adjourn to more… suitable surroundings?”

The private Pact Chamber felt different at night, with only the neon glow of the city providing illumination through the glass wall. The ward circles were active but dimmed, creating an intimate atmosphere that was both private and charged with magical energy.

“Ground rules,” Roxy said as we settled into the comfortable seating area. “Full consent from everyone, no magical coercion, and absolute discretion about what happens here.”

“Agreed,” Elowen said immediately, already reaching for the hem of her sweater.

“Obviously,” Roxy added, stripping out of her crop top with characteristic enthusiasm.

“Agreed,” I said, watching as both women revealed their perfect bodies in the soft neon light.

What happened next was unlike anything I’d experienced before.

It started with Roxy dropping gracefully to her knees in front of where I was sitting, her electric-violet hair catching the ambient light as she worked on my belt with eager fingers.

“Victory deserves proper celebration,” she said, freeing my cock from my jeans. Her magenta eyes were bright with anticipation as she wrapped her small hands around my shaft. “And I know exactly how to celebrate.”

She took me in her mouth with the enthusiasm of someone who genuinely loved what she was doing, her tongue working over my length with practiced skill. I groaned at the familiar sensation, my hands instinctively moving to tangle in her hair.

But then Elowen joined her.

“I’ve been curious about collaborative techniques,” she said softly, kneeling beside Roxy with her glasses slightly askew and her raven-black hair falling loose from its academic ponytail. “From a research perspective, naturally.”

“Naturally,” I managed, trying not to lose my mind as two sets of lips began working over my cock.

They started by taking turns—Roxy’s enthusiastic technique alternating with Elowen’s careful, analytical approach. But gradually, they began working together, one focusing on the head while the other worked the shaft, tongues meeting and tangling around my length in ways that had me seeing stars.

“God,” I groaned, running my hands through both their hair. “You’re both incredible.”

“We’re just getting started,” Roxy said, pulling back just long enough to grin at me. “Show him what you learned from those anatomy texts, Elowen.”

What followed was a masterclass in dual oral technique. They worked together with increasing coordination, finding rhythms and combinations that pushed me right to the edge of control. Roxy’s natural enthusiasm combined with Elowen’s methodical precision to create something that was definitely greater than the sum of its parts.

“The physiological responses are fascinating,” Elowen murmured, her clinical tone completely undermined by the way she was licking my shaft like it was her favorite dessert. “Enhanced blood flow, increased sensitivity, optimal angle for deep-throat penetration…”

“Less analysis, more enthusiasm,” Roxy said, taking me deep enough to make her throat contract around my length.

“I can do both,” Elowen replied with dignity, then proceeded to demonstrate by taking me even deeper than Roxy had managed.

They alternated like that, each trying to outdo the other, while I tried not to lose my mind from the combination of competitive oral skills and the incredible sight of two beautiful women worshipping my cock with genuine enthusiasm.

“I want to taste you when you come,” Elowen said, her voice husky with arousal. “Both of us. We want to share everything.”

“Then you’d better work for it,” I said, my voice rough with approaching climax.

They did work for it, with an intensity that bordered on desperation. Both of them focused entirely on driving me over the edge, taking turns deep-throating my entire length, their throats contracting around my cock as they pushed themselves to their limits.

“Deeper,” Roxy gasped between attempts, saliva coating her lips. “Make him lose control.”

Elowen responded by taking me so deep her nose pressed against my pelvis, her throat working around my shaft until tears beaded behind her glasses. Then they switched, Roxy forcing herself down my length until she gagged, pulling back only to let Elowen take another turn.

“Now,” I warned, feeling my control finally snap.

But instead of pulling away, they pressed their faces together, both of them opening their mouths as my orgasm hit. I came harder than I ever had before, pulse after pulse of cum filling first Roxy’s eager mouth, then Elowen’s, alternating between their throats as they took turns swallowing and sharing.

When Roxy’s mouth was full, she turned to Elowen and they kissed deeply, my cum dripping from their lips as they shared it back and forth. Then Elowen filled her mouth with the next few pulses and returned the favor, the two of them passing my seed between them in dripping, passionate kisses that had me groaning with renewed arousal.

“God, yes,” Roxy moaned between kisses, cum still glistening on her chin. “Share it all, taste how good he is.”

They continued until every drop was shared between them, their lips and chins slick with saliva and cum, both of them glowing with satisfaction.

“God,” I said, still breathing hard from the intensity of my climax. “That was incredible.”

“Just getting started,” Roxy said with a wicked grin, helping Elowen to her feet. “Victory celebrations should be… thorough.”

What followed was an even more intense exploration, with both women taking turns discovering exactly how their newfound collaboration could drive me to new heights of pleasure. They worked together with increasing coordination, alternating between enthusiastic technique and careful precision until I was seeing stars.

By the time we were all satisfied, the private chamber was humming with so much generated energy that the ward circles were glowing like miniature suns.

[System: Victory celebration complete]

[System: Team bond synergies enhanced]

[System: House morale: MAXIMUM]

[System: Energy generation: Significant surplus banked]

“That,” Roxy said eventually, settling back onto the chamber’s comfortable seating with obvious satisfaction, “was an excellent way to commemorate our advancement.”

“Quite educational,” Elowen agreed, curling up against my side with her tail wrapped contentedly around my leg.

“Best victory party ever,” Roxy added from her position across my lap.

I looked around at the two of them—both beautiful, both satisfied, both glowing with the kind of contentment that came from a job well done in multiple senses.

“So what happens now?” I asked.

“Now,” Roxy said, “we enjoy our new status as an E-rank House with full campus privileges.”

“And now,” she added with a wicked grin, “we start planning for the next level.”

“Next level?”

“House Rank D,” Elowen said, already reaching for her analytical tablet. “Which will require significantly more advanced demonstrations of magical capability.”

“More advanced how?”

“That,” both of them said in unison, “is what we’re going to find out.”

I fell asleep that night thinking about advancement, celebration, and the way these incredibly different women had found a way to work together toward a common goal.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new opportunities, and probably new complications from the administrative attention our success had attracted.

But tonight, I was exactly where I belonged—surrounded by people who chose to be with me, in a House that had earned its place through teamwork and determination.

And that felt like victory in more ways than one.

[System: Achievement Unlocked: “Giant Killer” - defeat higher-ranked opponent]


Chapter 9: Rumors & Momentum

I woke up to the sound of voices in the hallway outside my room—more voices than I’d ever heard in Night House at once, all of them talking excitedly about something that involved my name being mentioned every few sentences.

The clock showed 3:30 PM, which meant I’d gotten about five hours of sleep after the victory celebration that had lasted well into the morning hours. My body was still humming with residual energy from the group bonding session, and I could feel the warm pulse of strengthened connections with all three women.

But the voices outside suggested that our private celebration hadn’t gone as unnoticed as we’d hoped.

I threw on clothes and opened my door to find the hallway packed with Night House residents I’d never seen before. Students who usually kept to themselves were clustered in small groups, all of them talking animatedly about something that had them practically vibrating with excitement.

“There he is,” said a voice I didn’t recognize. A tall succubus with silver-white hair and skin that had a faint blue tint looked up from her conversation with Lyra. “The Giant Killer himself.”

“Giant Killer?”

“That’s what they’re calling you on the campus forums,” Lyra explained, holding up her tablet to show me what looked like a social media feed full of posts about the previous night’s trial. “The human who took down Crimson House and their undefeated streak.”

I scrolled through the posts, and the sheer volume was staggering. Photos from the arena, tactical analysis of our victory, speculation about my abilities, and what looked like fan art of our team in action.

But more than half the posts weren’t about the trial at all—they were about what had happened afterward.

“Night House victory party went until 4 AM - energy signatures detectable across three buildings”

“Whatever they’re doing in that private Pact Chamber, it’s generating enough power to light up the entire dorm”

“Immune human + exhibition succubus + that brain-melting librarian + Professor Blackthorne = campus power couple goals”

“Jesus,” I muttered, reading post after post. “Do these people have nothing better to do than speculate about my sex life?”

“Welcome to supernatural college,” said another succubus I didn’t recognize—petite with dark red hair and horns that curved back like a ram’s. “Privacy is a theoretical concept when you’re generating magical energy at the levels you’ve been hitting.”

“Magical energy signatures are detectable across the entire campus grid,” the blue-tinted succubus added. “Last night’s celebration registered as a significant power surge. Everyone with supernatural senses knew exactly what was happening.”

“Wonderful.”

“It’s not entirely bad,” Lyra said, continuing to scroll through the posts. “Look at this.”

She showed me a thread titled “Night House Rising: From F to E in Two Weeks.” The comments were overwhelmingly positive—students from other Houses expressing admiration for our tactical coordination, faculty members discussing the academic implications of immunity-based team synergy, and what looked like several administrators taking note of our rapid advancement.

“Public opinion matters here,” the blue-tinted succubus explained. “Campus politics are driven by reputation and perceived value. And right now, you’re the most talked-about person in the school.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“That,” said a familiar voice from the stairway, “depends entirely on what you do with the attention.”

Roxy was coming up from the common area, but she wasn’t alone. Walking beside her was Elowen, both of them looking slightly frazzled and carrying what looked like official documentation.

“Morning, fresh meat,” Roxy said, but her usual cheerful energy was tempered by something that looked like concern. “We need to talk.”

“Good morning or bad morning talk?”

“Complicated morning talk,” Elowen said, adjusting her glasses. She was wearing her usual librarian outfit—tight sweater, fitted jeans, thick-framed glasses—but something was different. She seemed more confident, more self-possessed, like the events of the previous evening had shifted something fundamental in her self-image.

Her raven-black hair was pulled back in its usual practical ponytail, but I could see hints of the passionate woman who’d enthusiastically participated in our victory celebration. The way she held herself, the subtle flush in her pale porcelain cheeks, the fact that her spaded tail was doing a slow, satisfied sway instead of nervous twitching.

“What kind of complications?” I asked.

“The kind that come from suddenly being the most visible House on campus,” Roxy said, holding up a stack of papers. “We’ve received seventeen different requests for interviews, demonstrations, and ‘academic consultations’ since the trial ended.”

“From who?”

“Other Houses wanting to study our team coordination techniques,” Elowen said, consulting her own documentation. “Faculty members researching immunity applications. Student organizations interested in… collaborative opportunities.”

“Collaborative opportunities?”

“The kind that involve private chambers and energy generation,” Roxy said with a grin. “Apparently, word has gotten around about our particular talents in that area.”

“Are we talking about what I think we’re talking about?”

“We’re talking about the fact that half the campus wants to sleep with you,” the blue-tinted succubus said bluntly. “And the other half wants to study you while you’re sleeping with people.”

“Great. That’s not pressure at all.”

“It’s not pressure,” Elowen said, moving closer. “It’s opportunity. But it’s also something we need to manage carefully.”

“Manage how?”

“By being strategic about which requests we accept and which we politely decline,” Roxy said. “Some of these are legitimate academic opportunities. Others are…” She grinned wickedly. “Well, let’s just say that not everyone’s motives are purely scholarly.”

I looked at the documentation they’d brought—interview requests from campus media, research proposals from various departments, and what looked like several very personal invitations from individual students.

“This is insane,” I said. “It’s been less than twenty-four hours since the trial.”

“News travels fast in a closed community,” the red-haired succubus said. “Especially when that news involves unprecedented magical demonstrations and very public energy generation.”

“Very public?”

“Honey,” Lyra said, still scrolling through the campus forums, “your little window show in the Pact Chamber last week has spawned its own entire discussion thread. They’re calling you and Roxy the ‘Glass Couple.’”

I looked at Roxy, who was practically glowing with satisfaction.

“You’re enjoying this,” I said.

“I’m loving this,” she said, bouncing on her toes in a way that made her perky breasts jiggle enticingly under her crop top. “Do you know what it’s like to go from campus outcast to campus celebrity in two weeks?”

“I’m starting to get an idea.”

“Plus,” she said, moving closer until I could smell that familiar blueberry-ozone scent, “all this attention means people are actually paying attention to what we do. And I have some ideas about what we should do next.”

“Such as?”

Her grin turned absolutely wicked. “How do you feel about giving our audience an encore performance?”



That evening found us back in my room, which had somehow become the unofficial planning center for Night House’s increasingly complex social calendar. Roxy was sprawled across my bed, tablet in hand, scrolling through what looked like social media feeds with obvious satisfaction.

Her usual outfit of crop top and micro-skirt was somehow even more distracting in the confined space of my room. The crop top barely covered her perky B-cups, and every time she shifted position, I caught glimpses of the smooth pale skin of her midriff and the tantalizing suggestion of what lay beneath the tiny skirt.

Elowen sat in my desk chair, having turned it around to face the bed. She’d traded her usual tight sweater for something even more distracting—a soft cardigan that hung open over a thin camisole that did nothing to hide the generous curves of her C-cups.

Her raven-black hair was loose around her shoulders for once, freed from its usual practical ponytail, and the effect was striking. Combined with her thick-framed glasses and the way she’d crossed her long legs, she looked like every fantasy of the sexy librarian come to life.

“Campus reaction analysis,” she said, consulting her own tablet. “The trial victory has generated significant social media engagement, with over three thousand posts mentioning Night House in the past eighteen hours.”

“Three thousand?”

“The ‘Glass Girl’ thread has been viewed over fifteen thousand times,” Roxy added cheerfully. “Our little exhibition performance has become legendary.”

“And now everyone wants an encore,” Elowen said, scrolling through what looked like direct messages. “We’ve received invitations to perform at three different House events, two faculty demonstrations, and what appears to be a private party hosted by some very wealthy alumni.”

“Alumni?”

“Supernatural beings don’t age the way humans do,” Roxy explained. “Some of our graduates are decades or centuries old, with significant resources and influence in the supernatural community.”

“And they want to watch us have sex?”

“They want to witness high-level magical energy generation performed by practitioners with unique capabilities,” Elowen corrected primly. “The fact that the process involves intimate activity is… secondary.”

“Secondary,” I said dryly. “Right.”

“The point is,” Roxy said, rolling onto her stomach and giving me a perfect view of the way her tiny skirt rode up to reveal the curve of her ass, “we have options. The question is what kind of statement we want to make.”

“Statement?”

“About whether we’re going to hide our success or embrace it.” She looked at me seriously, her magenta star-pupils bright with determination. “Kade, we could play this safe. Accept a few academic interviews, maybe do a demonstration for Professor Blackthorne’s advanced classes, keep things respectable and controlled.”

“Or?”

“Or we could lean into what makes us special. The exhibition, the public energy generation, the fact that we’re the couple everyone wants to watch.” Her tail was doing that excited tapping against my bedspread. “We could give them a show they’ll never forget.”

I looked out my window at the quad below, where students were moving between buildings in the early evening light. More than usual seemed to be looking up at Night House, and I caught several pointing in the direction of my window.

“They’re already watching,” I said.

“They’re always watching,” Elowen said matter-of-factly. “The question is whether we give them something worth watching.”

“What did you have in mind?”

Roxy sat up, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Remember how you said the first time we were intimate that you didn’t mind being part of the show?”

“I remember.”

“Well,” she said, moving to the window and looking down at the quad below, “what if we gave them a show they could actually see?”

I followed her gaze and realized what she was suggesting. My window looked directly out over the central quad, visible from multiple buildings and walkways. With the lights on in my room and the neon glow of the campus below, anyone looking up would have a perfect view of anything that happened near the glass.

“You want to…”

“I want to give them exactly what they’re hoping to see,” she said, already reaching for the hem of her crop top. “The Glass Girl and her immune human, putting on another legendary performance.”

“Here? In my room?”

“Where better? It’s private enough to be intimate, public enough to be seen, and just risky enough to be incredibly hot.” She pulled the crop top over her head, revealing those perfect small breasts with their dusky pink nipples already hard with anticipation.

“What do you think?” she asked, moving closer to the window. “Ready to become a campus legend?”

I looked at her standing there topless, silhouetted against the neon glow of the quad below. Her electric-violet hair seemed to shimmer in the light, and her magenta eyes were bright with excitement and arousal.

Then I looked at Elowen, who was watching the whole scene with obvious fascination. Her dark brown eyes were wide behind her glasses, and I could see the way her breath had quickened, the subtle flush spreading across her pale skin.

“What’s your role in this?” I asked her.

“Observer,” she said, her voice slightly husky. “Documenter. Academic researcher studying the intersection of exhibition and magical energy generation.”

“And personally?”

“Personally,” she said, uncrossing and recrossing her legs in a way that drew attention to her thick thighs, “I find the whole scenario incredibly arousing.”

That decided it.

“Close the curtains,” I said.

“What?” Roxy’s face fell. “But the whole point is—”

“Close them most of the way. Leave just enough gap that people can see silhouettes and shadows.” I moved toward her, already reaching for my shirt. “Suggestion is more powerful than revelation.”

“Ooh,” she breathed, her excitement returning full force. “Tease them instead of showing them everything.”

“Exactly.”

She adjusted the curtains with careful precision, leaving a gap of maybe six inches that would allow light to spill out while only showing the suggestion of what was happening inside. The effect was immediately dramatic—my room became a stage, with the quad below as our unsuspecting audience.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now they can see just enough to know something interesting is happening, but not enough to see details.”

“Which makes it infinitely more intriguing,” Elowen added, her voice tight with anticipation. She’d moved her chair closer to get a better view, and I could see the way her breath was coming faster.

I pulled off my shirt and moved to stand behind Roxy at the window. The silhouette we cast would be clearly visible from below—a tall male figure pressed against a smaller female form, intimate and unmistakable.

“Wave,” I murmured in her ear.

She did, and even through the curtains, the gesture was visible to anyone looking up from the quad. Almost immediately, I could see movement below as students stopped walking to look up at my window.

“We have an audience,” I said.

“Good,” Roxy breathed, pressing back against me. “Let them watch.”

I ran my hands over her body slowly, deliberately, making sure our silhouettes showed every caress. When I cupped her breasts, she arched into my touch, and the movement was clearly visible through the thin curtains.

“They can see us,” she said, her voice tight with arousal.

“That’s the point.”

I turned her to face me and kissed her deeply, our profiles clearly outlined against the window. She melted into the kiss, her hands roaming over my chest while I explored her body with increasing boldness.

“God,” she gasped when we broke apart, “I can feel them watching. It’s like electricity on my skin.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s incredible. Like being the star of my own private show.”

I backed her against the window, and she pressed her palms against the glass on either side of her body. The position displayed her perfectly—every curve, every line, the arch of her back as I kissed down her throat.

“They can see everything,” she moaned, her head falling back as I worked my way down to her breasts.

“Let them.”

From her position across the room, I could hear Elowen’s breathing getting faster. When I glanced over, she was taking notes on her tablet with shaking fingers, her face flushed a deep pink that was clearly visible even in the dim light. Her free hand was pressed against her thigh, and her legs were squeezed together tightly as she watched us with hungry eyes.

“Fascinating,” she murmured, her voice strained and breathless. “The exhibition dynamic is creating visible magical resonance patterns. Enhanced arousal response, elevated heart rate, increased supernatural energy production…”

Her pencil moved frantically across her digital notepad, but I could see her dark eyes never left us for more than a second. The way she bit her lip between observations, the subtle way her hips shifted in the chair, the flush that spread from her cheeks down her neck to disappear beneath her cardigan—she was completely captivated by the show.

“Less analysis, more enjoying the show,” Roxy said breathlessly.

“I can do both,” Elowen replied, but her clinical tone was completely undermined by the way she was squirming in her chair, her tail curled tightly around her leg as she fought to maintain academic composure while obviously aroused by what she was witnessing.

I worked my way down Roxy’s body, taking my time with each kiss, each caress, making sure our audience below had plenty to see. When I dropped to my knees in front of her, the silhouette was unmistakable.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her hands tangling in my hair as I worked my way up her inner thighs. “They can see what you’re doing to me.”

“Good.”

I teased her through the thin fabric of her panties until she was trembling, then slowly peeled them down her legs. The movement was clearly visible through the curtains, and I could hear excited murmurs from the quad below.

“So many people watching,” she panted. “All of them knowing what you’re about to do to me.”

“What am I about to do to you?”

“Make me come while half the campus watches.”

I did exactly that, using my tongue and fingers to drive her to a climax that had her crying out loud enough to be heard through the window. Her body shook against the glass, and the silhouette of her orgasm was probably visible from three buildings away.

But I wasn’t done with the show yet.

I stood up and turned her around, pressing her against the window so her breasts were flattened against the cool glass. The position gave our audience a perfect side view as I entered her from behind, both of us groaning at the sensation.

“They can see everything,” she moaned as I began to move inside her. “Every thrust, every moment… god, I love being watched.”

“I know you do.”

I established a rhythm that was designed to give our audience the best possible show—deep, powerful strokes that had Roxy gasping and pressing harder against the glass with each impact. The curtains provided just enough concealment to make everything seem incredibly intimate while still being clearly visible.

“Kade,” she gasped, “I’m close again…”

“Come for them,” I said, my voice rough with my own approaching climax. “Let everyone see how good I make you feel.”

She did, with a scream that definitely carried beyond my room. The orgasm hit her like a wave, and I felt the energy discharge through our bond, crackling through the air like visible lightning.

I followed a moment later, burying myself deep inside her as I came with an intensity that left me seeing stars.

When it was over, we stayed pressed against the window for a moment, both of us breathing hard, both of us glowing with more than just satisfaction.

Below in the quad, a spontaneous round of applause broke out.

“Encore!” someone shouted.

“Glass Girl strikes again!”

“Night House represent!”

Roxy collapsed back onto my bed, laughing with delight. “Did you hear that? They’re cheering for us!”

“I heard,” I said, moving to sit beside her. “How does it feel?”

“Like validation. Like proof that what we’re doing matters, that people appreciate it.” She looked up at me with shining eyes. “Like I’m finally good at something that people value.”

From across the room, Elowen cleared her throat softly.

“Research notes complete,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “Though I believe I may need to conduct additional observations to ensure data accuracy.”

“Additional observations?”

“Multiple trials, varied conditions, different… positions.” Her cheeks were flushed pink, and she was still squeezing her thighs together tightly. “For scientific rigor, naturally.”

“Naturally.”

“Plus,” Roxy said, curling up against my side, “I think our academic colleague enjoyed the show almost as much as the audience in the quad.”

Elowen’s blush deepened. “I was conducting research.”

“Research that involved a lot of heavy breathing and what looked like some very personal note-taking,” I observed.

“Observational studies require… active engagement with the subject matter,” she said primly, but she couldn’t quite meet my eyes.

“Active engagement?”

“She was touching herself while she watched,” Roxy said bluntly. “Very enthusiastic touching.”

“I was monitoring my own physiological responses to the observed stimuli,” Elowen protested, but her protest was completely undermined by the way her tail was curling with embarrassment.

“And what did you discover from monitoring your physiological responses?”

“That,” she said, finally looking directly at me, “watching you with Roxy is incredibly arousing. Much more so than I expected.”

“Good to know.”

“For research purposes,” she added quickly.

“Of course.”

The evening continued with the kind of relaxed intimacy that was becoming familiar. We reviewed the various requests and invitations we’d received, planned responses to the most interesting opportunities, and generally basked in the glow of our sudden elevation from campus outcasts to campus celebrities.

But underneath the celebration was a growing awareness that everything had changed. We weren’t just Night House residents anymore—we were public figures whose every move was being watched, analyzed, and discussed by the entire supernatural community.

“So what’s next?” I asked as the night wore on.

“Next,” Roxy said, stretching against my side like a satisfied cat, “we figure out how to manage our new celebrity status without letting it go to our heads.”

“And next,” Elowen added, still making notes on her tablet, “we prepare for the increased scrutiny that comes with success.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning that Compliance is probably going to escalate their monitoring,” Roxy said, her expression growing more serious. “Success makes you valuable, but it also makes you threatening.”

“And threatening people get managed more aggressively.”

“Exactly.”

I looked out the window at the quad below, where small groups of students were still gathering to look up at Night House with obvious interest. Some were clearly hoping for another impromptu show, others seemed to be discussing the tactical implications of our trial victory.

All of them were watching.

“Let them watch,” I said finally. “Let them analyze and document and speculate all they want.”

“Why?”

“Because every person who watches us, every student who gets excited about what we’re doing, every faculty member who starts to see us as valuable rather than problematic—they all become part of our power base.”

“You’re thinking politically,” Elowen said with obvious approval.

“I’m thinking strategically. They want to study me? Fine. But they’re going to study someone who’s surrounded by allies, supported by a strong House, and capable of generating the kind of magical energy that makes the entire campus run more efficiently.”

“Make yourself indispensable,” Roxy said, understanding immediately.

“Make ourselves indispensable. All of us.” I looked at both women, feeling the warm pulse of our growing bonds. “Night House isn’t just rising because of me. It’s rising because we work together in ways nobody expected.”

“Team dynamics,” Elowen said, making another note. “Collective success rather than individual achievement.”

“Exactly.”

As the evening wound down and we prepared to go to our respective rooms, I realized that something fundamental had shifted in how we saw ourselves and our place at Night Campus.

We weren’t just students anymore. We were a team, a unit, a group of people who had figured out how to turn their individual strengths into collective power.

And judging by the continued attention from the quad below, everyone else was starting to realize it too.

“Sweet dreams, Giant Killer,” Roxy said, stretching up to kiss my cheek before heading to her own room.

“Sleep well,” Elowen added, gathering her tablets and research materials. “Tomorrow brings new challenges.”

“And new opportunities,” I said.

“Definitely new opportunities.”

I fell asleep thinking about audiences, exhibitions, and the way two very different women had found their own ways to be part of something bigger than themselves.

Tomorrow would bring new attention, new requests, and probably new complications from the administrative powers who were undoubtedly taking note of our rapid advancement.

But tonight, I was surrounded by people who chose to be with me, in a House that had earned its place through teamwork and determination.

And despite all the watching eyes and political implications, that felt like exactly where I belonged.

[System: Campus reputation: CELEBRITY STATUS]

[System: Social influence: EXPANDING]

[System: Warning: Administrative response escalating]

[System: Achievement Unlocked: “Crowd Pleaser” - public performance with audience approval]


Chapter 10: Level 10: Lust Shepherd

Three days after the House Trial victory, I was beginning to understand what “campus celebrity” actually meant in practical terms. Every meal in the dining hall involved being approached by students wanting to discuss tactical theory, magical energy generation, or just get close enough to confirm that the “immune human” was real.

My morning Merit tasks had tripled in complexity as faculty members found reasons to observe my work, take notes, and engage in conversations that felt more like interviews than casual chat. And my evening training sessions with Professor Blackthorne had evolved into something that looked suspiciously like advanced tactical preparation.

But it was the text message I received while cataloging ward maintenance reports that really drove home how much had changed:

Gate assignment: Shard 4. Difficulty: Intermediate. Team composition: Mercer, Vesper, Quill. Authorization: Faculty-supervised progression assessment. Report to Gate Hub 8 PM. - Campus Operations

“Faculty-supervised progression assessment?” I said, showing the message to Roxy, who was perched on the library desk beside me.

“They want to see what happens when you level up,” she said, reading over my shoulder. Her electric-violet bob brushed against my cheek, and I caught that familiar blueberry-ozone scent that was becoming as addictive as caffeine. “Specifically, they want to document the process for their research files.”

“Research files on what?”

“On you, obviously. The anomalous human who generates unprecedented magical energy through supernatural bonding.” She hopped off the desk, her spaded tail swishing with barely contained excitement. “This is your specialization unlock, Kade. It’s a big deal.”

“How big?”

“Big enough that half the faculty will probably be observing through monitoring systems,” Elowen said from her position behind the reference desk. She looked up from the ancient tome she was transcribing, her thick-framed glasses reflecting the ambient magical glow that surrounded most of the library’s resources.

“Observing for what?”

“To understand what makes you different from every other human who’s ever attended Night Campus.” She closed the tome and moved around the desk to join us. “Your progression isn’t following any known patterns, Kade. Most students require months or years to reach the level of bond development and magical integration you’ve achieved in two weeks.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s unprecedented,” she said, adjusting her glasses in that unconscious gesture that somehow made everything she said sound more authoritative. “Which makes it both incredibly valuable and potentially dangerous.”

“Dangerous how?”

“Power that can’t be understood can’t be controlled,” Roxy said grimly. “And people in administrative positions really don’t like things they can’t control.”

“Hence the faculty supervision.”

“Hence the faculty supervision.”



The Gate Hub was busier than I’d ever seen it, with what looked like half the campus’s advanced students preparing for evening runs. But our assignment was different from the usual student groups—instead of checking in at the standard reception desk, we were directed to a private briefing room marked Faculty Operations Only.

Professor Blackthorne was waiting for us, but she wasn’t alone. Beside her stood a tall man with silver hair and the kind of presence that made everyone else in the room seem like they were waiting for permission to speak.

“Professor Valdris,” Roxy said, straightening up immediately. “I didn’t know you were involved in this assessment.”

“Advanced magical theory requires advanced observation,” he said, his voice carrying the kind of authority that suggested he was used to being the smartest person in any room. “Mr. Mercer’s progression patterns represent a unique opportunity to study human-supernatural bonding mechanics.”

“Study them how?”

“By documenting the specialization unlock process in real time,” Professor Blackthorne said, gesturing to what looked like a significant amount of monitoring equipment arranged around the room. “Your advancement to Level 10 should trigger the development of class-specific abilities that no human has ever possessed.”

“Should?”

“Theoretical models suggest that your immunity creates variables we don’t fully understand,” Professor Valdris explained. “The specialization you unlock may be significantly different from standard Pactweaver progression paths.”

“Different how?”

“That,” Elowen said, looking at the monitoring setup with obvious fascination, “is what we’re here to find out.”

The briefing continued for another thirty minutes, covering everything from safety protocols to data collection procedures. But underneath all the academic language and theoretical discussion, I could sense something else—excitement. These weren’t just researchers studying an interesting anomaly. They were witnesses to something they believed would be historically significant.

“Gate access authorized,” Professor Blackthorne said finally, checking her tablet. “Shard 4 is calibrated for intermediate-level progression challenges. The encounters should provide sufficient experience point generation to trigger advancement.”

“Should?”

“Will,” Professor Valdris corrected. “Your current XP total puts you approximately fifty points from Level 10. Shard 4’s baseline reward structure guarantees advancement with successful completion.”

“And unsuccessful completion?”

“Would be… inadvisable. The monitoring data would be incomplete, and incomplete data raises questions about your viability as a research subject.”

The implication was clear enough. Failure wasn’t just academically disappointing—it was politically problematic.

“No pressure,” I said.

“None whatsoever,” Professor Blackthorne said with a slight smile. “Now, shall we proceed?”



Shard 4 was immediately and obviously different from the tutorial areas I’d experienced before. Where the earlier Gates had led to crystalline forests and ballroom simulations, this one opened onto what looked like a section of ancient ruins carved into the side of a mountain.

The architecture was massive—stone blocks fitted together with the kind of precision that suggested both advanced engineering and significant magical enhancement. Glowing sigils were carved into every surface, pulsing with rhythms that seemed almost alive.

[System: Welcome to Shard 4: The Resonance Sanctum]

[Objective: Navigate the three trials and reach the central chamber]

[Warning: Intermediate difficulty - enhanced magical resistance required]

[Current XP: 850/1000 to next level]

“Holy shit,” I said, looking around at the impossible architecture. “This is definitely not a tutorial area.”

“Shard 4 is where serious students prove they’re ready for advanced coursework,” Roxy said, checking her equipment with the kind of focused attention that meant she was taking this seriously. “The encounters here can actually hurt you.”

“Define ‘hurt.’”

“Magical damage that bypasses most protective systems,” Elowen said, consulting her scanner readings. “Mental attacks that can cause temporary or permanent psychological trauma. Physical hazards that could result in actual injury requiring medical intervention.”

“Comforting.”

“The rewards are proportional to the risks,” Professor Blackthorne’s voice said through our communication system. “Complete the sanctum successfully, and you’ll gain enough experience to advance multiple levels.”

We began moving through the ruins, and immediately I could feel the difference in magical intensity. Where the previous shards had felt like controlled environments, this place thrummed with wild, barely contained power.

The first trial was a puzzle chamber filled with rotating stone platforms suspended over what looked like a pit of swirling energy. The objective seemed simple—get all three team members across to the far platform without falling into the abyss.

But the moment we stepped onto the first platform, it began rotating, and I realized the entire chamber was designed to test coordination and trust under extreme stress.

“Movement pattern analysis in progress,” Elowen called out, her voice tight with concentration. “Rotation speeds are variable, gaps are intentionally unpredictable.”

“Stay together,” I said, jumping to the next platform. “And whatever you do, don’t look down.”

“Why not?” Roxy asked, then made the mistake of glancing toward the swirling energy below. “Oh. Oh, that’s deeply disturbing.”

The energy pit wasn’t just magical—it was showing visions. Images of failure, defeat, humiliation. Everyone who’d ever disappointed me, everyone who’d ever written me off as worthless, everyone who’d ever suggested I’d never amount to anything.

“Psychological warfare,” I said, forcing myself to focus on the platforms ahead. “It’s trying to undermine our confidence.”

“It’s working,” Elowen said shakily. “The visions are… very convincing.”

“They’re illusions. Distractions.” I reached the central platform and turned back to help them across. “Focus on what’s real—us, here, now. Everything else is just noise.”

It took fifteen minutes of careful coordination, but we made it across. The moment all three of us reached the far platform, the chamber filled with golden light, and I felt a surge of experience points flow through our bond network.

[System: Trial 1 Complete]

[XP Gained: 100]

[Current XP: 950/1000]

“One more good encounter should do it,” Roxy said, checking her own progression display.

The second trial was more straightforward—a combat encounter against constructs that looked like they’d been designed by someone with a serious understanding of psychological warfare. They moved like shadows, attacked from unexpected angles, and seemed to know exactly which fears and weaknesses to exploit.

But fighting as a team, we carved through them methodically. My immunity disrupted their mental attacks, Roxy’s coordination kept us moving as a unit, and Elowen’s analysis identified weak points and optimal target priorities.

When the last construct fell, the experience point reward was exactly what we needed.

[System: Trial 2 Complete]

[XP Gained: 50]

[System: LEVEL UP!]

The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced before. Energy flowed through every cell of my body, rewriting something fundamental about how I interfaced with the magical systems around me. Information flooded my mind—not just knowledge, but understanding. Capabilities I’d never possessed suddenly felt natural, intuitive.

[System: Congratulations! Level 10 Achieved]

[System: Specialization Available: Select Class Focus]

A holographic display materialized in front of me, showing three different specialization options:

Pact Guardian - Defensive specialist focused on protection and ward management Ritual Conduit - Energy manipulation specialist with enhanced magical abilities
Lust Shepherd - Team coordinator with bonding and morale enhancement capabilities

But even as the display showed all three options, I could feel the system pushing me toward the third choice. Everything about my development, my bonds, my role at Night Campus pointed in the same direction.

“Lust Shepherd,” I said.

The moment I made the selection, the world exploded into sensation.

[System: Specialization Unlocked: Lust Shepherd]

[System: Class abilities activated]

[System: Team synergy protocols engaged]

Lust Shepherd - Level 10 Passive Abilities:

•             Shepherd’s Desire: Bonded allies gain +5% magical resistance and +5% ritual power within 10 meters

•             Enhanced Bonding: +1 maximum active bond capacity, improved energy sharing efficiency

•             Natural Leadership: Team coordination bonuses during group activities

Active Abilities:

•             Rally the Harem (2/day): 30-second aura effect granting +10% to all stats for bonded allies

•             Desire Focus: Concentrate multiple bond energies into single powerful effect

•             Protective Instinct: Emergency damage redirect to self from bonded allies

The information settled into my mind like it had always been there, and suddenly I understood things about magical energy flow, supernatural bonding, and team coordination that I’d never known I needed to know.

“Incredible,” Elowen breathed, her scanner readings spiking as she analyzed the changes in my magical signature. “Your energy output just tripled, and the bond resonance patterns are completely unprecedented.”

“How do you feel?” Roxy asked, moving closer to me.

“Different. More… connected.” I could feel our bonds more clearly now, could sense the emotional states and magical signatures of both women like they were part of my own awareness. “I can feel both of you. Really feel you.”

“The team aura is remarkable,” Elowen said, her voice filled with academic excitement. “I can sense enhanced magical efficiency, improved mental clarity, increased confidence…” She paused. “And significantly elevated arousal response.”

“Arousal response?”

“The Lust Shepherd specialization appears to enhance not just magical bonding, but physical and emotional attraction between team members,” she explained, her cheeks flushing pink. “I’m experiencing considerably stronger… interest in group activities than I was five minutes ago.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“That,” Roxy said with a wicked grin, “depends entirely on what we do about it.”

But before anyone could suggest what we might do about it, a new presence made itself known in the sanctum. The air shimmered, and Professor Valdris materialized in the chamber with them, his expression intense with scientific curiosity.

“Remarkable,” he said, pulling out his own scanning equipment. “The energy signatures are unlike anything in our research database. Mr. Mercer, how do the new abilities feel?”

“Natural. Like they were always part of me, just waiting to be unlocked.” I looked at the holographic display that was still showing my updated status. “But also incredibly powerful. I can feel connections to magical systems I didn’t even know existed.”

“Excellent. And the team bonding effects?”

“Enhanced,” Roxy said immediately. “I can sense his emotional state, his magical energy levels, even his physical arousal.” She grinned. “Which is currently quite elevated, in case anyone was wondering.”

“For academic purposes,” Elowen added quickly, though her own heightened state was obvious to anyone with eyes.

“Of course,” Professor Valdris said dryly. “Now, there’s one more trial in this sanctum. The final encounter should provide additional data on your new capabilities.”

The third trial turned out to be less about combat and more about magical manipulation. We were presented with what looked like a complex ritual circle that had to be activated using coordinated energy input from all three team members.

But with my new abilities, what should have been a challenging puzzle became almost trivial. I could feel the flow patterns needed, could sense exactly how much energy each component required, could coordinate our inputs with an efficiency that made the ritual circle sing with perfect harmonic resonance.

When the final component activated, the entire sanctum filled with golden light, and experience points flowed into all of us like a flood.

[System: Shard 4 Complete: PERFECT RATING]

[XP Gained: 200 (bonus for flawless completion)]

[Focus Tokens +30]

[Sigil Sparks +6 → Total: 26/50]

[System: New abilities integrated successfully]

“Perfect completion,” Professor Valdris said, his voice filled with genuine awe. “In forty years of monitoring Gate progressions, I’ve never seen coordination of that caliber from a student team.”

“The Lust Shepherd abilities provide significant synergy bonuses,” I said, trying to sound modest while internally marveling at how easy the coordination had felt.

“Indeed. And the implications for advanced magical theory are…” He trailed off, making rapid notes on his tablet. “Well, we’ll need to conduct extensive additional research.”

“Additional research?”

“Controlled studies, varied conditions, different team compositions.” His eyes were bright with the kind of enthusiasm that suggested I was about to become a very busy test subject. “This could revolutionize our understanding of human-supernatural magical integration.”

Great. More tests, more monitoring, more people wanting to study every aspect of my existence.

But when I looked at Roxy and Elowen, both of them glowing with the enhanced bond energy and looking at me with expressions that mixed pride, arousal, and genuine affection, I found I didn’t particularly care about the academic implications.

“We should head back,” I said. “I have the feeling people are going to want detailed reports about what just happened.”

“Oh, they definitely will,” Professor Valdris agreed. “In fact, I believe there’s already a faculty meeting scheduled to discuss your progression rate and its implications for campus magical stability.”

“Implications?”

“Mr. Mercer,” he said, his expression growing serious, “your advancement is generating magical resonance effects that are being felt across the entire campus. Ward networks are strengthening, energy efficiency is improving, and students are reporting enhanced magical abilities just from proximity to your activities.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s powerful. And power, as you’re learning, attracts attention from people who want to understand it, control it, or utilize it for their own purposes.”

We returned from the Gate to find Night House buzzing with activity. Word of my specialization unlock had apparently spread with typical supernatural college efficiency, and the common room was filled with residents and visitors all wanting to congratulate me on the achievement.

But more than congratulations, I could feel something else in the air—anticipation. Everyone knew something significant had changed, could sense the increased magical power radiating from our bond network, could feel the way my new abilities were affecting the entire social dynamic of the House.

“Level 10 Pactweaver,” Lyra said when she saw me, her silver hair catching the light from the improved fixtures. “That’s serious progression for someone who’s been here two weeks.”

“Lust Shepherd,” I corrected. “The specialization is Lust Shepherd.”

“Even better. That’s a coordinator class, right? Team bonuses, group synergy, enhanced collaborative abilities?”

“Among other things.”

“The other things being the part that has everyone talking,” Ivy said with a knowing look. “Lust Shepherd abilities supposedly enhance all forms of… teamwork.”

“All forms?”

“Academic, tactical, magical, and…” She grinned. “Personal.”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks as I realized the implications. My new abilities weren’t just about combat coordination—they were specifically designed to enhance bonding activities. All bonding activities.

“That explains the elevated arousal response,” Elowen said matter-of-factly. “The specialization is literally designed to make group intimate activities more pleasurable and efficient.”

“More pleasurable how?”

“Enhanced sensitivity, improved stamina, increased magical energy generation, better emotional synchronization.” She was consulting her tablet again, reading from what looked like academic research. “Plus amplified attraction between bonded individuals.”

“Amplified how much?”

“Significantly,” Roxy said, pressing closer to me. Her usual playful energy had taken on a distinctly sexual edge, and the way she was looking at me suggested she was fighting the urge to drag me upstairs immediately.

“I can feel it too,” I admitted. The bond connections with both women were humming with an intensity that was both arousing and slightly overwhelming. Every time Roxy moved, every time Elowen adjusted her glasses or crossed her legs, I felt a spike of desire that was definitely stronger than anything I’d experienced before.

“The amplification effects are designed to facilitate deeper bonding,” Professor Blackthorne said, approaching our group. She’d changed out of her combat gear into her usual business attire, but even her professional demeanor couldn’t hide the way she was looking at me with increased interest.

“Deeper bonding being necessary for what?”

“Advanced magical applications. High-level ritual work. Group dynamics that require perfect emotional and physical synchronization.” Her pale gray eyes were intense as she spoke. “The kind of abilities that could significantly impact campus operations.”

“Or significantly disrupt them,” said a new voice from the entrance.

We all turned to see Watcher Hadris approaching, his tablet and camera in hand as always. But his expression was different tonight—less bureaucratic observer, more predator who’d identified a target.

“Mr. Mercer,” he said, his voice carefully neutral. “Congratulations on your advancement. I trust the faculty assessment went well?”

“Better than expected.”

“I’m sure it did.” He raised his camera and took several quick photos. “I’ll need to file a report on your new capabilities and their potential impact on campus stability.”

“Potential impact?”

“Level 10 abilities in the hands of an anomalous individual represent… variables that require careful evaluation.” His smile was cold and professional. “I’m sure you understand the need for thorough documentation.”

“Of course.”

But I could see the calculation in his eyes, could sense the way he was already planning how to use my advancement against me. More powerful abilities meant more potential for problems. More potential for problems meant more justification for restrictions.

The game was escalating, and I was about to find out whether my new abilities would be enough to stay ahead of the people who wanted to control me.

“Well,” Roxy said after Hadris had left with his photos and notes, “that was ominous.”

“That was expected,” Professor Blackthorne corrected. “Your advancement changes the political dynamics on campus. People who saw you as a curiosity now see you as a potential asset or threat.”

“And which am I?”

“That,” she said, her expression unreadable, “depends entirely on the choices you make next.”

I looked around at the improved Night House common room, at the residents who were watching me with new levels of interest and respect, at Roxy and Elowen who were staying close enough that I could feel our enhanced bonds humming with shared energy.

Choices. Everything at Night Campus came down to choices—who to trust, who to bond with, how to use the power I was developing.

But for the first time since arriving here, I felt like I actually had enough power to make those choices matter.

“So what’s next?” I asked.

“Next,” Roxy said, her tail curling around my wrist possessively, “we figure out what these new abilities can really do.”

“Next,” Elowen added, her dark eyes bright with scientific curiosity, “we conduct some very thorough research into enhanced bonding mechanics.”

“And next,” Professor Blackthorne said with a smile that was pure temptation, “we see whether your new specialization lives up to its reputation.”

“What reputation?”

“Lust Shepherds,” she said, “are legendary for their ability to coordinate… group activities. The question is whether you’re ready for that level of responsibility.”

Looking at the three of them—all beautiful, all brilliant, all clearly interested in exploring exactly what my new abilities could do—I realized there was only one possible answer to that question.

“I guess we’ll find out.”

[System: Lust Shepherd abilities fully integrated]

[System: Team coordination bonuses active]

[System: Enhanced arousal protocols engaged]

[System: Warning: Faculty interest at maximum levels]

[System: New objective available: Advanced bonding research]


Chapter 11: Stacks & Secrets

The library after hours was a different world entirely. During the day, Quiet Row Q buzzed with the controlled energy of students researching everything from basic ward theory to advanced interdimensional mechanics. But at night, with most of the campus focused on social activities and recreational pursuits, the stacks became a maze of shadows and whispered secrets.

I was supposedly there for advanced research on ritual bonding mechanics—a legitimate academic pursuit that happened to require access to texts that were restricted during normal hours. But the real reason I was wandering through the dimly lit aisles at 10 PM was sitting behind the reference desk, her raven-black hair gleaming under the soft copper reading lamps.

Elowen Quill looked up from the ancient text she was transcribing as I approached, her thick-framed glasses reflecting the ambient magical glow that surrounded most of the library’s more powerful collections.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said, her voice carrying that precise, academic tone that somehow managed to be both professional and incredibly sexy. “I wasn’t expecting you tonight.”

“Research emergency,” I said, holding up the list of texts Professor Blackthorne had assigned for my independent study project. “Something about ‘advanced applications of immunity-based magical integration’ that apparently can’t wait until normal library hours.”

“Ah.” Her dark brown eyes scanned the list, and I caught the way her spaded tail flicked with what I was learning to recognize as intellectual excitement. “Several of these are in the restricted section. You’ll need special access permissions.”

“Which I’m hoping you can provide.”

“I can. But it will require…” She glanced around the empty library, then leaned forward conspiratorially. “Discretion. Some of these texts contain information that’s considered quite sensitive.”

“Sensitive how?”

“Intimate magical theory. Bonding mechanics that most students aren’t mature enough to handle responsibly.” Her pale porcelain skin flushed slightly as she spoke. “The kind of research that requires absolute privacy and careful supervision.”

The way she said “careful supervision” made something warm flare in my stomach.

“I think I can handle discretion,” I said.

“I’m sure you can.” She stood up, smoothing down the tight sweater that showcased her generous C-cups and the fitted jeans that hugged what I was coming to understand was truly a spectacular ass. “Follow me.”

She led me deeper into the stacks, past sections I’d never explored before. The books here were older, bound in leather and metal and materials I couldn’t identify. Some of them seemed to whisper as we passed, and others glowed with their own internal light.

“Restricted collections,” Elowen explained, noticing my fascination. “Texts that require supervision to access safely. Some contain dangerous spells, others have protective enchantments that can be triggered by unauthorized readers.”

“And the ones we’re looking for?”

“Are in the most restricted section of all.” She stopped in front of a heavy oak door marked with ward sigils and warning placards. “Personal research chamber. Complete privacy, magical isolation, and protection against external observation.”

She placed her palm against one of the sigils, and it flared with warm golden light. The door clicked open, revealing a space that was part study, part laboratory, and part something I couldn’t quite define.

The room was dominated by a massive oak desk covered with research materials, but that wasn’t what caught my attention. The walls were lined with books that seemed to pulse with their own energy, and the air itself thrummed with barely contained magical power.

“My private research space,” Elowen said, gesturing for me to enter. “Warded against all external monitoring and equipped with everything necessary for advanced theoretical work.”

I stepped inside, and immediately felt the change in atmosphere. The magical density here was incredible, like stepping into a pocket of concentrated supernatural energy.

“This is amazing,” I said, looking around at the setup. “How did you get access to something like this?”

“Academic achievement and demonstrated responsibility with dangerous materials,” she said with obvious pride. “Plus, the library needs someone who can properly catalogue and maintain the more sensitive collections.”

She closed the door behind us, and I heard several distinct locking mechanisms engage.

“Complete privacy,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “No one can enter without my explicit permission, and no surveillance systems can penetrate the wards.”

“Why do I get the feeling that academic research isn’t the only thing that happens in here?”

“Because,” she said, moving to her desk and beginning to lay out the texts I’d requested, “some forms of research require… practical application.”

She bent over to retrieve a particularly large tome from one of the lower shelves, and the view was spectacular. Her fitted jeans hugged every curve of her spectacular round ass, and the position showcased the thick thighs that her usual professional attire only hinted at.

“See something interesting?” she asked without looking back.

“Very interesting.”

“Good. Because we’re going to be working very closely together tonight.” She straightened up, the heavy book cradled in her arms in a way that pressed her generous breasts together enticingly. “These texts require collaborative interpretation. Some of the magical theory is so complex that it takes multiple perspectives to understand properly.”

She settled the book on her desk and opened it to a page covered with diagrams that looked like they belonged in an advanced calculus textbook mixed with tantric instruction manual.

“Bonding energy flow patterns,” she explained, tracing one of the diagrams with her finger. “The mathematical relationships between emotional connection, physical intimacy, and magical power generation.”

I moved to stand beside her, and immediately became aware of her scent—paper and vanilla, with something underneath that was purely Elowen. Sweet, warm, and increasingly intoxicating as the magical density of the room amplified every sensation.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, looking at the intricate patterns. “Like artistic representations of quantum mechanics.”

“Exactly!” Her eyes lit up with the kind of enthusiasm that made her glasses slip slightly down her nose. “The underlying mathematical principles are surprisingly similar to quantum field theory, just applied to emotional and magical systems instead of physical particles.”

She flipped to another page, and her expression shifted to one of frustration. “But there’s a problem. This entire section is written in a cipher that I haven’t been able to crack. It’s supposedly the key to understanding advanced bonding mechanics, but the encoding is incredibly complex.”

I looked at the page she’d indicated. Instead of normal text and diagrams, it was covered with symbols, mathematical notations, and what looked like geometric patterns that shifted slightly when I wasn’t looking directly at them.

“How long have you been working on this?” I asked.

“Weeks. The cipher appears to be layered—multiple encoding systems stacked on top of each other. I can decode the first layer easily enough, but the deeper levels require…” She paused, biting her pencil thoughtfully. “They require collaborative thinking. Two minds working in harmony.”

“Collaborative how?”

“The deeper layers of the cipher respond to magical resonance between bonded individuals. The stronger the connection between the decoders, the more of the hidden text becomes readable.” She looked at me hopefully. “With our growing bond, we might be able to unlock sections that have never been successfully decoded.”

“Show me what you’ve got so far.”

She pulled out a notebook filled with her careful handwriting—partial translations, mathematical derivations, and frustrated notes in the margins. Her analytical approach was methodical and thorough, but I could see where she’d gotten stuck.

“The first layer is a simple substitution cipher,” she explained, pointing to her notes. “Each symbol corresponds to a letter or mathematical concept. But the second layer requires resonance between the readers to activate.”

I placed my hand over hers as she held the pencil, and immediately felt our bond pulse with warm energy. The moment our magical connection stabilized, the symbols on the page began to shift, revealing new patterns underneath the surface encoding.

“Oh my god,” Elowen breathed, watching as previously invisible text began to appear. “It’s working. The resonance is actually unlocking the deeper layers.”

We worked together for the next hour, my immunity allowing me to perceive patterns that the magical interference usually obscured, while her analytical mind provided the framework for understanding what we were seeing. Every breakthrough required both of us—my unique perspective combined with her academic expertise.

“This symbol here,” I said, tracing a complex geometric figure that had just appeared. “It looks like it’s describing some kind of energy multiplication effect.”

“Yes! And if we cross-reference it with this equation…” She scribbled notes frantically, her excitement building as the pieces began falling into place. “Kade, this isn’t just about bonding mechanics. It’s describing a way to exponentially increase magical energy generation through synchronized emotional and physical resonance.”

“Like what we’ve been doing naturally?”

“Like what we’ve been doing intuitively, but this provides the theoretical framework to optimize the process.” Her dark eyes were bright behind her glasses, flushed with intellectual triumph. “We’re not just stumbling onto powerful combinations—we can calculate and predict them.”

As we decoded the final layer of the cipher together, I realized that Elowen was pressed against my side, her warm body fitting perfectly against mine as we hunched over the ancient text. The combination of intellectual collaboration and physical proximity was creating a feedback loop of attraction and arousal that was becoming impossible to ignore.

“There,” she said softly, finishing the last translation. “We did it. We solved a puzzle that’s stumped scholars for decades.”

“We make a good team,” I said, turning to look at her.

She was staring up at me, her glasses slightly fogged from our shared body heat, her lips slightly parted as her breathing quickened. The successful collaboration had clearly affected her as much as it had me.

“The best team,” she whispered. “The research potential for this kind of collaborative work is… extensive.”

She leaned closer to point out specific details, and her sweater rode up slightly, giving me a glimpse of the pale skin of her midriff and the faint curling sigils that marked her as more than just a pretty librarian.

“See this pattern here?” she continued, unconsciously biting her pencil as she concentrated. “It shows how bond strength correlates with energy generation efficiency. Higher emotional connection equals exponentially increased magical output.”

“Which explains why our recent activities have been generating so much attention.”

“Precisely. Your immunity creates variables that amplify the normal bonding equations by orders of magnitude.” She turned to face me, and suddenly we were standing very close together, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her dark brown eyes.

“But there’s something else,” she said, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. “Something the theoretical models don’t account for.”

“Which is?”

“The feedback loop between intellectual stimulation and physical arousal in magical bonding scenarios.” Her cheeks flushed pink as she spoke. “When two people engage in complex mental collaboration while experiencing mutual attraction, the energy generation becomes… significant.”

“How significant?”

“Theoretically? High enough to unlock advanced bonding thresholds and magical abilities that normally require months of development.” She set down her pencil and looked at me seriously. “Practically speaking, high enough to change the fundamental nature of the relationship.”

The implication hung in the air between us like a challenge.

“Elowen,” I said carefully, “are you suggesting that we conduct some kind of practical research?”

“I’m suggesting,” she said, her voice growing husky, “that we test the theoretical models using direct experimental observation.”

“Experimental observation of what?”

“Of whether intellectual collaboration can generate sufficient magical energy to advance our bond to the next threshold level.” Her tail was doing that nervous twitching again, but there was something else there too—anticipation, arousal, and what looked like barely restrained need.

“And if it can?”

“Then we’ll have made a significant contribution to magical theory.” She moved closer, until I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. “Plus, we’ll have explored some very interesting personal territory.”

“Personal territory?”

She bit her lower lip, a gesture that was both nervous and incredibly arousing. “Kade, there are things I want to try. Things I’ve read about, researched, fantasized about. But things that require a partner who’s patient, careful, and completely trustworthy.”

“What kind of things?”

Instead of answering directly, she moved to her desk and pulled out what looked like a research folder filled with anatomical diagrams and technical descriptions.

“Advanced intimacy mechanics,” she said, opening the folder to reveal detailed illustrations of various sexual positions and techniques. “Specifically, approaches that maximize both pleasure and magical energy generation through… alternative methods.”

I looked at the diagrams, and suddenly understood what she was getting at.

“Anal,” I said.

“Anal,” she confirmed, her cheeks burning red. “It’s a particularly intense form of intimacy that generates significant magical energy due to the combination of physical sensation, emotional trust, and psychological submission involved.”

“And you want to try it.”

“I want to try it with you.” She looked up at me with those dark brown eyes, and I could see the vulnerability underneath the academic confidence. “If you’re interested.”

“Interested in having anal sex with the most beautiful and intelligent woman on campus? Let me think about that for exactly zero seconds.” I cupped her face in my hands. “Yes, Elowen. I’m very interested.”

“Really?”

“Really. But I want to make sure you’re completely certain about this.”

“I’ve been certain for days. Weeks, actually.” She leaned into my touch. “Ever since that first day in the steam room, I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to… to give myself to you completely.”

“And anal sex represents complete surrender?”

“For me it does. It’s the ultimate act of trust, of letting someone else have complete control over my pleasure.” Her voice was barely above a whisper now. “I want that with you, Kade. I want to feel what it’s like to surrender completely to someone I trust.”

I leaned down and kissed her, soft and gentle, trying to convey without words that I understood the significance of what she was offering.

“Then let’s make sure we do this right,” I said.

What followed was the most thorough and arousing educational experience of my life.

Elowen, it turned out, had researched anal sex with the same methodical intensity she applied to everything else. She had anatomical diagrams, technique guides, recommended preparation protocols, and what appeared to be a shopping list of supplies that would make the experience as pleasurable as possible.

“Preparation is essential,” she said, moving to what looked like a private bathroom attached to the research chamber. “Both physical and psychological readiness are required for optimal results.”

“How long does preparation take?”

“For a first-time experience? Approximately thirty minutes of careful work.” She returned with what looked like medical supplies—high-quality lubricant, cleaning materials, and what appeared to be a graduated set of training implements.

“Training implements?”

“Graduated plugs,” she said matter-of-factly. “Designed to gradually prepare the anal sphincter for penetration. Essential for avoiding discomfort or injury.”

“You’ve really thought this through.”

“I’ve researched this thoroughly,” she corrected. “There’s a difference between thinking and systematic academic investigation.”

“Show me.”

What followed was indeed systematic. Elowen guided me through every step of the preparation process, explaining the anatomical principles involved while simultaneously demonstrating practical applications on her own naked body.

First, she stripped completely, her thick sweater revealing those generous C-cup tits with their pale pink nipples, her tight jeans peeling away to showcase the spectacular round ass that had been driving me crazy for weeks. When she bent over her desk, completely naked except for her glasses, I could see everything—her tight little asshole, her already wet pussy, the curve of her thick thighs.

“The anal sphincter requires gradual dilation to accommodate penetration,” she said breathlessly, coating her fingers with lubricant and reaching back to circle her tight hole. “Rushing the process can cause pain or damage, which would significantly reduce pleasure for both parties.”

Watching her prepare herself was incredibly arousing—not just the physical aspects of her fingering her own ass, but the combination of scientific precision and growing arousal that made every clinical explanation sound like the filthiest dirty talk I’d ever heard.

She worked one slick finger into her tight asshole, gasping as she breached herself. “The initial penetration creates intense sensation—pressure, fullness, a burning stretch that transforms into pleasure as the muscles relax.”

“How does it feel?” I asked, my cock already rock-hard from watching her finger-fuck her own ass.

“Strange at first. Then… fuck, it’s intense.” She worked a second finger inside, stretching herself open while moaning. “Like pressure and fullness and something that’s not quite pleasure but heading in that direction.”

I moved behind her, my hands roaming over her spectacular ass as she continued preparing herself.

“Let me help,” I said, adding my own lubricated fingers alongside hers.

“Oh god, yes,” she gasped as I worked a finger into her tight hole beside her own. “The psychological aspect is as significant as the physical sensation.”

“Psychological how?”

“The vulnerability. The trust required. The knowledge that you’re allowing someone access to your most private, sensitive areas.” She looked back at me over her shoulder, and her dark eyes were bright with arousal and desperate need. “It’s incredibly intimate, Kade. More intimate than anything else we could do.”

I worked two fingers inside her ass now, stretching her carefully while she moaned and pushed back against me. Her hole was incredibly tight, gripping my fingers as I worked them in and out, preparing her for my cock.

“The first plug,” she panted, reaching for the smallest training implement.

I took it from her and slowly worked it into her ass, watching her face as the wider girth stretched her open. She bit her lip, her glasses fogging as she adjusted to the sensation.

“Bigger,” she begged after a few minutes. “I need the next size.”

The second plug was thicker, and she cried out as I worked it inside her, her ass clenching around the intrusion. But she was getting wetter, her pussy dripping with arousal as I trained her ass.

“The largest one,” she gasped, her voice shaky with need. “I need to take the one that’s sized like your cock.”

By the time I’d worked the largest plug inside her—thick as my shaft and stretching her ass wide—she was trembling with need and arousal, her academic composure completely shattered by the intensity of having her ass thoroughly trained and prepared.

“I think,” she said, her voice shaky and desperate, “I’m ready for the practical application phase. I need your cock in my ass now.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. I need your cock in my ass, Kade. I need to feel what it’s like to give myself to you completely.”

I guided her to her desk, helping her bend over the polished oak surface. The position was perfect—her spectacular round ass displayed for my appreciation, her thick thighs spread wide, her tail curled over her back in obvious invitation, her trained asshole still stretched from the plugs.

“Beautiful,” I said, running my hands over the curves of her perfect ass, squeezing the firm flesh.

“The anatomical configuration is optimal for this type of activity,” she said, but her clinical tone was undermined by the way she was pressing back against my touch, grinding her ass against my hands.

“Less analysis, more feeling,” I said, positioning my rock-hard cock behind her.

“I can do both,” she replied breathlessly, then gasped as I began working more lubricant around her prepared opening, my fingers sliding easily into her stretched hole.

“How does this feel?” I asked, pressing the swollen head of my cock against her prepared entrance.

“Tight. Intense. Like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.” Her voice was breathless with arousal. “More. Please, I need your cock in my ass now.”

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groaned, pressing forward slowly. The head of my cock breached her opening, and she cried out as her ass stretched around my girth.

“Ready?” I asked, gripping her hips as I prepared to push deeper.

“Yes. God, yes. I need all of your cock inside my ass.”

I pushed forward slowly, carefully, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. But instead of pain, I saw pure pleasure as her tight asshole gradually accepted my thick shaft, inch by inch.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as I stretched her ass wider than the plugs ever had. “That’s… fuck, that’s incredible!”

“You feel amazing,” I groaned, working myself deeper inside her ass. “So fucking tight, like your ass was made for my cock.”

“The sensation is… it’s indescribable,” she panted, her whole body trembling as I filled her completely. “Like pressure and fullness and perfect completion all at once.” She looked back at me over her shoulder, and her glasses were starting to slip down her nose. “More. Please, I need all of you in my ass.”

I gave her what she wanted, pushing deeper until I was fully seated inside her incredibly tight asshole. The sensation was incredible—tighter than anything I’d ever experienced, her ass gripping my cock like a hot, silky vice.

“How does it feel?” I asked, holding still to let her adjust to being completely filled.

“Like I’m completely yours,” she said, her voice filled with wonder. “Like every nerve ending in my body is connected directly to your cock.”

I began to move, establishing a slow, careful rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back into her ass. With each thrust, her academic composure cracked a little more, until she was moaning like a whore and begging for more like the passionate anal slut she truly was underneath the scholarly exterior.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her glasses slipping further down her nose as I fucked her ass. “Please, I can take it. Fuck my ass harder!”

I gave her what she needed, increasing my pace until the sound of my hips slapping against her ass echoed through the private chamber. She met every thrust with enthusiasm, pushing back against me, her spectacular ass bouncing as I pounded into her tight hole.

“The energy generation is remarkable,” she gasped between thrusts, even as I was destroying her ass. “I can feel the magical resonance building with every thrust of your cock.”

“Still analyzing?” I asked, reaching around to stroke her swollen clit while I continued to hammer her ass.

“Always analyzing,” she said, then screamed as the combination of my cock in her ass and fingers on her clit hit her. “Oh god, the dual stimulation is… it’s fucking incredible!”

Her glasses fell off entirely, hitting the desk with a soft clink, and I knew I was seeing the real Elowen—not the composed academic, but the passionate, sensual woman who’d been hiding behind the professional facade, the anal slut who was desperate to be fucked properly.

“That’s it,” I growled, feeling her body beginning to tighten around my cock. “Let go, Elowen. Show me what a dirty little anal whore you are.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped, her body starting to shake with approaching climax as I destroyed her ass. “Completely, totally yours. Do whatever you want to me. Wreck my ass!”

“What I want,” I said, driving deeper, pounding her ass with brutal force, “is to feel you come with my cock buried deep in your tight little asshole.”

She did, with a scream that definitely carried beyond the warded chamber. Her ass clamped down on my cock like a vise as her orgasm tore through her, her pussy gushing as she came from having her ass fucked. Her orgasm was visible through our bond—a pulse of golden energy that made every book in the room flare with sympathetic light.

But I wasn’t done with her yet.

I pulled out of her ass and turned her around, lifting her up to sit on the edge of her desk, her legs spread wide. Without hesitation, I pushed my cock back into her gaping, well-fucked asshole, this time able to watch her face as I claimed her ass again.

“The energy patterns are incredible,” she panted, her hands gripping my shoulders as I resumed fucking her ass. “Every thrust of your cock is generating measurable magical resonance.”

“Stop analyzing and just feel,” I commanded, pounding into her harder.

“I can do both,” she said with a defiant grin, then gasped as I hit a particularly sensitive spot in her ass. “Oh, right there, just like that! Fuck my ass just like that!”

I gave her exactly what she needed, hammering that spot with methodical precision while she fell apart beneath me. When she came the second time, it was with an intensity that shook the entire chamber, her ass milking my cock as waves of pleasure wracked her body.

And when I finally followed her over the edge, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight ass, I filled her bowels with thick spurts of hot cum while she screamed in ecstasy. The energy discharge was visible throughout the library—every magical text glowing like a star, every ward sigil flaring bright blue, every protective enchantment humming with sympathetic power.
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We collapsed together on the desk, both of us breathing hard, both of us glowing with more than just post-orgasmic satisfaction.

“That,” Elowen said eventually, “was considerably more intense than the theoretical models predicted.”

“Good intense or overwhelming intense?”

“Perfect intense.” She looked up at me with her dark eyes bright and satisfied. “Though I suspect we may have generated enough magical energy to trigger some very interested questions from the faculty.”

“Let them ask. What we just shared was incredible.”

“It was, wasn’t it?” She stretched against me like a satisfied cat, her tail curling possessively around my leg. “I feel different now. More confident, more… complete.”

“The bond advancement?”

“The bond advancement, yes. But also the knowledge that I can trust you with my deepest desires and you’ll treat them with the respect and care they deserve.” She pressed a soft kiss to my chest. “That’s worth more than any magical ability.”

We cleaned up slowly, reluctantly, both of us aware that leaving the privacy of the research chamber meant returning to the complex social and political dynamics of campus life.

“So what happens now?” I asked as she gathered her scattered clothes.

“Now I file a request for expanded research privileges,” she said with a satisfied smile. “Extended access to private study chambers, reduced supervision requirements, and authorization for collaborative projects that require… intimate working relationships.”

“That sounds useful.”

“Very useful. Especially if certain administrative elements try to restrict our access to privacy and resources.” She pulled on her sweater, and I was struck by how different she looked now—more confident, more self-possessed, radiating the kind of satisfaction that came from finally getting something she’d desperately wanted.

“Plus,” she added with a wicked grin, “I now have legitimate academic justification for conducting extensive research into advanced bonding mechanics with my preferred research partner.”

“Preferred research partner?”

“The anomalous human who generates unprecedented magical energy through supernatural bonding activities.” She moved closer, pressing against me in a way that made it clear the evening’s activities had done nothing to diminish her interest. “I anticipate requiring many, many research sessions.”

“For academic purposes.”

“Of course. Though I suspect the practical applications will be quite enjoyable as well.”

We left the library together, walking back across the neon-lit quad toward Night House. But this time, the whispers and stares that followed us felt different—less like curiosity about a campus oddity, more like recognition of a power couple whose influence was rapidly expanding.

“How do you feel?” I asked as we climbed the stairs to our rooms.

“Like I finally understand what I’ve been missing,” she said, stretching up to kiss my cheek. “And like I’m very much looking forward to continuing our research.”

“Academic collaboration?”

“The most collaborative kind of academic work imaginable.” Her grin was pure temptation. “Sweet dreams, research partner. Tomorrow we begin the advanced curriculum.”

I fell asleep thinking about intellectual intimacy, scholarly seduction, and the way Elowen had transformed from shy librarian to confident academic who happened to have very specific and very satisfying research interests.

The bond between us pulsed warm and steady in my chest, strengthened by shared trust and mutual exploration. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new lessons, and probably new complications from the faculty members who were undoubtedly analyzing every aspect of my continued development.

But tonight, I’d learned something important about the relationship between knowledge and desire, between academic collaboration and personal connection.

Some forms of research, it turned out, were considerably more rewarding than others.
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Chapter 12: Lines & Loopholes

The morning after my research session with Elowen brought the kind of campus-wide buzz that I was starting to associate with significant magical events. Students whispered about energy spikes in the library, faculty members made pointed references to “advanced theoretical work,” and the general atmosphere suggested that everyone knew something important had happened but weren’t quite sure what.

But it was the official summons that arrived with my morning coffee that really drove home how much attention my activities were attracting:

Mr. Mercer: Your presence is requested for a compliance review at 2 PM today. Please bring all relevant documentation regarding recent magical activities and bonding developments. Attendance is mandatory. - Office of Student Compliance

“Shit,” I muttered, reading the message for the third time.

“Compliance review?” Roxy asked, looking up from her own tablet where she’d been scrolling through what appeared to be increasingly creative speculation about our relationship status.

“Mandatory attendance. This afternoon.”

“That’s not good,” Elowen said from her position at the common room’s research station, where she’d been working since before I’d woken up. “Compliance reviews are typically reserved for students who’ve violated significant policies.”

“Have we violated any policies?”

“Not technically,” Professor Blackthorne said, descending from the second floor with her usual elegant precision. Even in casual morning clothes—fitted jeans and a silk blouse that probably cost more than most people’s monthly rent—she radiated the kind of authority that made everyone else straighten up unconsciously.

“But?” I prompted.

“But your advancement rate and magical output are generating questions about whether existing policies are adequate to address anomalous students.” She settled into one of the leather armchairs with fluid grace. “They can’t punish you for succeeding too well, but they can review whether your success poses risks to campus stability.”

“Meaning they’re looking for excuses to impose restrictions.”

“Meaning they’re exploring their options.” Her pale gray eyes were serious as she looked at me. “Mr. Mercer, I need to discuss something with you. Something that could provide significant protection against compliance overreach.”

“What kind of protection?”

“Legal protection. Academic protection. The kind that comes from operating within established institutional frameworks rather than pushing boundaries through improvisation.”

She pulled out a folder that looked suspiciously like legal documentation.

“There are certain… provisions within campus policy that allow for expanded student privileges under specific circumstances,” she said, opening the folder to reveal what looked like contract language. “Provisions that could formalize your current activities and make them much more difficult for Compliance to interfere with.”

“What kind of provisions?”

“Emergency stabilization protocols,” she said, her voice taking on the careful tone of someone discussing something politically sensitive. “During periods of magical instability, qualified students may be authorized to engage in activities normally subject to restriction or supervision.”

“Activities such as?”

“Advanced ritual work. Unsupervised bonding development. Group magical applications.” Her expression was carefully neutral, but I could see something else in her eyes—interest that went beyond just academic or political concerns.

“And the campus is currently experiencing magical instability?”

“The ward networks have been showing signs of degradation for months. Your presence and activities have been stabilizing them, but the process is ongoing.” She leaned forward slightly. “The Sigil Sparks you’ve been collecting are being used to reinforce critical magical infrastructure. Without continued collection, the wards could fail entirely.”

“Making my activities essential to campus operations.”

“Making your activities essential to campus survival.” She pulled out another document. “This emergency authorization would formalize that relationship. You would be classified as essential personnel engaged in critical magical work.”

“With what benefits?”

“Expanded facility access, reduced supervision requirements, authorization for advanced bonding work, and protection against arbitrary compliance restrictions.” Her smile was sharp and professional. “Plus certain personal privileges that might prove… useful.”

“Personal privileges?”

“The authorization includes provisions for fertility-based stabilization rituals,” she said, her voice carefully neutral. “Under specific circumstances, such rituals can generate significant magical energy for ward reinforcement.”

“Fertility-based rituals?”

“Breeding magic,” Roxy said bluntly from her position across the room. “Pregnancy generates enormous amounts of magical energy, and the conception process itself can power major magical workings.”

I stared at both of them, processing the implications.

“You’re talking about getting someone pregnant for magical power.”

“I’m talking about a consensual fertility ritual between adults who understand the implications and choose to participate,” Professor Blackthorne corrected. “The magical energy generated would be secondary to the personal choice involved.”

“And you’re suggesting this because?”

“Because it would provide the strongest possible protection against compliance interference.” Her pale gray eyes were intense as she looked at me. “A student engaged in authorized fertility rituals for campus stabilization purposes cannot be restricted, supervised, or reassigned without explicit administrative approval from the highest levels.”

“And you’d be willing to…”

“I would be honored to participate in such a ritual, if it were something you desired.” Her cheeks actually flushed slightly as she spoke. “The personal benefits would be… significant.”

Before I could respond to that bombshell, my phone buzzed with another message: Mr. Mercer, please report to Conference Room 7 for your compliance review. Do not bring representatives or advisors. - W. Hadris

“Time to face the music,” I said.

“Just remember,” Professor Blackthorne said as I gathered my things, “you haven’t violated any policies. You’ve succeeded beyond their expectations, which is different.”

“And if they try to impose new restrictions?”

“Then we implement the emergency protocols,” she said firmly. “All of them.”



Conference Room 7 turned out to be a sterile, windowless space that felt more like an interrogation room than an academic facility. Hadris was waiting for me, along with two other officials I didn’t recognize—a tall woman with silver hair and the kind of presence that screamed “upper administration,” and a younger man whose magical signature felt somehow off, artificial.

“Mr. Mercer,” Hadris said without preamble, “please have a seat.”

I sat in the lone chair facing their panel, feeling distinctly like I was on trial for crimes I hadn’t committed.

“This is Deputy Administrator Chen,” Hadris continued, gesturing to the silver-haired woman, “and Research Coordinator Vex,” indicating the younger man. “We’re here to discuss your recent… activities.”

“My academic progress?”

“Your anomalous advancement rate, your unprecedented bond development, and your significant impact on campus magical infrastructure,” Deputy Administrator Chen said, consulting a file that looked disturbingly thick. “In two weeks, you’ve generated more magical energy than most students produce in a full academic year.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It’s noteworthy,” Research Coordinator Vex said, his artificial-feeling magical signature making my skin crawl. “Noteworthy enough that we need to understand whether you represent an opportunity or a risk.”

“Opportunity for what?”

“Enhanced campus magical capacity, improved ward stability, advanced research applications.” Chen leaned forward. “Your abilities could be incredibly valuable to Night Campus operations.”

“And risk of what?”

“Uncontrolled magical discharge, destabilized ward networks, corruption of existing magical systems.” Hadris pulled out his camera. “Power without proper oversight has a tendency to cause problems.”

“I haven’t caused any problems.”

“Not yet,” Vex said. “But your progression rate suggests capabilities that could exceed institutional containment measures.”

“Containment measures?”

“Safety protocols,” Chen corrected quickly. “Designed to protect both you and the campus from unintended consequences of advanced magical development.”

The conversation continued for another hour, covering every aspect of my time at Night Campus in exhaustive detail. My bond development, my energy generation, my influence on other students, my impact on campus infrastructure—everything was analyzed, questioned, and filed away for future reference.

But underneath all the academic language and bureaucratic concern, I could sense what this was really about: control. They couldn’t glamour me, couldn’t compel me, couldn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to do. So they were trying to control me through policy, procedure, and the threat of restrictions.

“The recommendation,” Hadris said finally, consulting his notes, “is enhanced supervision with graduated privilege restrictions pending demonstration of stable magical output.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning supervised access to advanced facilities, pre-approval requirements for all bonding activities, and regular progress evaluations to ensure continued compliance with safety protocols.”

In other words, they wanted to turn me into a managed asset rather than an independent student.

“However,” Research Coordinator Vex interjected, leaning forward with what might have been meant as a friendly smile, “we understand that exceptional students sometimes require exceptional accommodations. We’re prepared to offer you an alternative arrangement.”

“What kind of arrangement?”

“Expedited processing of certain advanced authorizations,” Chen said, sliding a document across the table. “Including emergency protocols for fertility-based stabilization work. We could have you approved for such activities within twenty-four hours.”

I looked at the document. It was definitely related to fertility ritual authorizations, but something about the language felt wrong—rushed, incomplete, with several critical sections conspicuously missing.

“This looks like an incomplete application,” I said carefully.

“Administrative efficiency,” Vex said quickly. “We can fill in the technical details later. The important thing is getting you the authorization you need to continue your… advanced research.”

“With reduced oversight,” Hadris added. “Minimal supervision requirements. Freedom to conduct fertility rituals with any qualified partner, under whatever circumstances you deem appropriate.”

That definitely sounded too good to be true. I looked more closely at the document, and realized what they were doing. The missing sections were the ones that would normally specify consent protocols, safety requirements, and partner approval processes. Without those safeguards, any fertility ritual performed under this authorization could be classified as unsupervised experimentation or worse.

They were trying to get me to sign something that would give them grounds to classify my activities as policy violations.

“I appreciate the offer,” I said, pushing the document back across the table, “but I’ll need to review any authorization through proper academic channels with my advisor.”

Vex’s friendly expression flickered for just a moment. “Surely you don’t need to complicate such a straightforward accommodation—”

“Any magical working involving fertility requires comprehensive documentation and approval,” I said firmly. “I wouldn’t want to risk improper procedures that could endanger participants or violate safety protocols.”

“Of course not,” Chen said, but her tone had cooled considerably. “We simply thought you might appreciate expedited processing.”

“I appreciate proper procedures more than speed,” I replied. “If I decide to pursue fertility ritual authorization, I’ll do it through established channels with all appropriate safeguards in place.”

“And if you refuse our current recommendations?”

“Then we would need to explore alternative arrangements for your continued enrollment,” Chen said smoothly. “No one wants that outcome, Mr. Mercer. We’re simply trying to find a framework that works for everyone.”

I looked at the three of them—bureaucrats who saw me as a problem to be solved rather than a person to be educated—and made a decision that was probably going to complicate my life considerably.

“I appreciate the concern,” I said, standing up, “but I’ll need to review these recommendations with my academic advisor before agreeing to any changes in my status.”

“Your academic advisor?”

“Professor Blackthorne. She’s been overseeing my integration into campus operations and has significant insight into my development needs.”

“Professor Blackthorne,” Chen said, and there was something in her tone that suggested political complications I didn’t fully understand. “I see. Well, please ensure that any discussions remain within appropriate academic channels.”

“Of course.”

I left the conference room with the distinct impression that I’d just declared war, politely and through proper bureaucratic channels, but war nonetheless.

The question was whether I had enough allies and resources to win it.



I found Professor Blackthorne in her office, a space that perfectly reflected her personality—elegant, organized, and intimidating in ways that weren’t immediately obvious. The walls were lined with academic credentials and awards, the furniture was expensive and tasteful, and everything was arranged with the kind of precision that suggested someone who was used to being in complete control of her environment.

“How did the compliance review go?” she asked without looking up from the stack of papers she was grading.

“About as well as expected. They want enhanced supervision, privilege restrictions, and pre-approval for all bonding activities.”

“Standard response to successful anomalous students.” She set down her pen and looked at me directly. “Did you give them any indication that you’d comply?”

“I told them I wanted to discuss it with my academic advisor.”

“Good. That gives us time to implement alternative approaches.” She gestured to the chair across from her desk. “Please, sit. We need to discuss your options.”

I settled into the chair, and immediately became aware of her scent—white tea and cold iron, mixed with something that was purely feminine and increasingly intoxicating. The Lust Shepherd abilities were definitely amplifying my awareness of her, making it hard to concentrate on anything except the way her silk blouse stretched across her elegant C-cups and the professional demeanor that barely concealed something much more primal underneath.

“Option one,” she said, pulling out the legal documents she’d shown me earlier, “is compliance with their recommendations. Accept the restrictions, submit to enhanced supervision, and hope they eventually trust you enough to reduce oversight.”

“And option two?”

“Emergency protocols. We formalize your role in ward stabilization through legal channels that supersede normal compliance authority.” Her pale gray eyes were intense as she explained. “The fertility ritual authorization I mentioned would provide the strongest possible protection.”

“And option three?”

“There is no option three. Those are your choices—submit to their control or establish your own legal foundation.” She leaned forward. “But Kade, if we pursue the emergency protocols, there’s something you need to understand.”

“Which is?”

“The fertility ritual isn’t just legal protection. It’s a genuine magical working that would create permanent bonds between participants.” Her voice grew softer, more personal. “If I participated in such a ritual with you, it would mean I was choosing to bind my magical essence to yours. Permanently.”

“And that’s something you’d be willing to do?”

She was quiet for a long moment, and I could see some kind of internal struggle playing out in her expression.

“Kade,” she said finally, “I need to be honest with you about something.”

“What?”

“My interest in your development isn’t purely academic or political.” She stood up and moved to the window, looking out at the campus below. “From the moment I watched you resist every form of supernatural influence during your intake evaluation, I’ve been… affected.”

“Affected how?”

“Attracted. Intrigued. Increasingly convinced that you represent something I’ve been looking for without knowing I was looking for it.” She turned back to face me, and her expression was more vulnerable than I’d ever seen it.

“What have you been looking for?”

“Someone who can’t be controlled. Someone who chooses their bonds instead of having them imposed. Someone who generates real power through genuine connection rather than magical compulsion.” She moved closer, until she was standing beside my chair.

“Someone strong enough to earn my submission instead of demanding it.”

The last part was barely a whisper, but it hit me like a physical force.

“Tamsin,” I said, using her first name for the first time.

“Yes?”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“I’m saying that the fertility ritual would serve multiple purposes. Legal protection, magical advancement, ward stabilization…” She reached out to trace one finger along my jawline. “And personal fulfillment for someone who’s been waiting her entire life for the right person to surrender to.”

The touch sent electricity through my entire nervous system, amplified by the Lust Shepherd abilities until it felt like touching a live wire.

“The ritual would require precise timing,” she continued, her voice growing husky. “It has to be performed during my ovulation window for maximum magical effect. Which happens to be…” She checked something on her tablet. “Three days from now.”

“Three days.”

“Three days to decide whether you want to bind yourself to me permanently.” Her pale gray eyes searched mine. “Three days to decide whether you’re ready for that level of commitment.”

“And if I say yes?”

“Then we perform the ritual, generate enough magical energy to strengthen the ward network significantly, establish legal protection that Compliance can’t override, and…” She leaned down until her lips were almost touching my ear. “And I get to experience what it’s like to be thoroughly bred by someone I choose to submit to.”

Her breath against my neck was doing things to my self-control that probably violated several laws of physics.

“That’s quite an offer,” I managed.

“That’s quite a decision,” she corrected, stepping back with obvious effort. “Take the three days to think about it. Consider the implications, discuss it with Roxy and Elowen, make sure you understand exactly what you’d be agreeing to.”

“And in the meantime?”

“In the meantime, we prepare for the possibility that you’ll say yes.” She moved back to her desk and began pulling out more documentation. “Legal paperwork, ritual requirements, magical preparation protocols.”

“This is really happening.”

“This is really being offered. Whether it happens depends entirely on your choice.”

I left her office with my head spinning from the implications of what she’d proposed. A fertility ritual that would provide legal protection, magical advancement, and permanent bonding with a woman who was offering to submit completely to my authority.

The rational part of my brain was screaming warnings about moving too fast, making decisions with insufficient information, getting involved in magical workings I didn’t fully understand.

The rest of me was thinking about Tamsin’s pale gray eyes, the way she’d looked when she said she’d been waiting her entire life for someone strong enough to earn her submission, and the implications of what “thoroughly bred” might entail.

Three days to decide whether I was ready for that level of commitment and responsibility.

Three days to figure out whether the benefits outweighed the risks.

Three days to determine the future of my relationships, my education, and my place at Night Campus.

No pressure at all.



That evening found me in the library again, but this time in one of the public study areas rather than Elowen’s private research chamber. I was supposedly working on an assignment for my Supernatural Cultures class, but really I was trying to process the decision I had to make.

“Deep thoughts?” Elowen asked, settling into the chair beside me with her own stack of research materials.

“Deep complications,” I said. “Tamsin told you about the fertility ritual option?”

“She mentioned it. Along with the legal protections it would provide and the personal significance it would hold for her.” Elowen adjusted her glasses and looked at me seriously. “How do you feel about the proposal?”

“Attracted to it. Terrified by it. Confused about whether I’m ready for that level of commitment.” I looked at her. “How do you feel about it?”

“From an academic perspective, it’s a brilliant solution to multiple problems simultaneously. From a personal perspective…” She was quiet for a moment. “I think Tamsin deserves someone who genuinely wants to be with her, not someone who’s just accepting her offer for political convenience.”

“And you think that’s what I’d be doing?”

“I think that’s a question only you can answer.” She leaned closer, and I caught that familiar scent of paper and vanilla. “But I will say this—the way you look at her, the way you respond when she’s around, the way your magical signature spikes whenever she touches you during training… none of that suggests political calculation.”

“What does it suggest?”

“It suggests genuine attraction being held back by uncertainty about appropriate boundaries.” Her dark brown eyes were knowing behind her glasses. “She’s your instructor, your House Prefect, someone in a position of authority over you. It’s natural to be cautious about pursuing anything personal.”

“But?”

“But the fertility ritual would eliminate those boundary concerns by making the relationship officially sanctioned academic collaboration.” She smiled slightly. “Sometimes institutional frameworks can liberate personal desires rather than restricting them.”

“You really think I should do it?”

“I think you should do what feels right for you. But I also think…” She hesitated, then reached over to touch my hand. “I think Tamsin is offering you something incredibly precious. The chance to be with someone who’s powerful, intelligent, beautiful, and willing to submit completely to your authority. That’s not an opportunity that comes along often.”

“Even if it means potential pregnancy?”

“Especially if it means potential pregnancy.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “There’s something incredibly arousing about the idea of helping create new life with someone you’re bonded to. The ultimate expression of trust and commitment.”

“You’d be okay with that? With me potentially having a child with Tamsin?”

“Kade,” she said, her voice growing soft, “supernatural bonding isn’t like human monogamy. We don’t compete for exclusive access to our partners. We share, we support each other, we find ways for everyone to get what they need.”

“Everyone?”

“Roxy’s exhibition kink, my research interests, Tamsin’s need to submit to earned authority.” She squeezed my hand. “Your tendency to want to protect and care for everyone around you. None of these things are in conflict with each other.”

“And if the ritual results in pregnancy?”

“Then we help raise a child together. All of us.” Her smile was warm and genuine. “Think about it—a baby born from a magical ritual, raised by people who chose to be together, surrounded by love and supernatural abilities. That child would be incredibly special.”

I looked at her, taking in the sincerity in her expression, the lack of jealousy or competition, the genuine excitement about the possibility of shared family responsibilities.

“You’re serious.”

“Completely serious. This is how supernatural families work, Kade. It’s not about possession or exclusivity—it’s about choosing to build something together.”

As we talked, the library around us began to empty as students headed back to their dorms for the evening. But I was reluctant to leave this conversation unfinished.

“What would you need from me?” I asked. “If we pursue this path, if we formalize everything through the emergency protocols?”

“Honesty about what you want. Clear communication about boundaries and expectations. And the confidence to make decisions based on your own desires rather than what you think other people expect from you.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s everything.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek softly. “Think about it, Kade. Think about what kind of life you want to build here, what kind of relationships you want to develop, what kind of person you want to become.”

“And then?”

“And then choose. Not because it’s safe or politically convenient or academically advantageous.” Her dark brown eyes were serious behind her glasses. “Choose because it’s what you genuinely want.”

I walked back to Night House thinking about choices, consequences, and the way three very different women had found ways to offer me everything I’d never known I wanted.

Three days to make a decision that would affect the rest of my time at Night Campus.

Three days to determine whether I was ready for the kind of commitment and responsibility that came with permanent supernatural bonds.

Three days to figure out whether I was brave enough to take the biggest risk of my life.

But as I fell asleep thinking about Tamsin’s pale gray eyes and her whispered admission that she’d been waiting her entire life for someone strong enough to earn her submission, I realized that maybe the biggest risk would be saying no.

[System: Decision point approaching: Fertility ritual authorization]

[System: Tamsin Blackthorne relationship status: Deeply interested]

[System: Campus political pressure increasing]

[System: Sigil Sparks +4 → Total: 34/50]

[System: Time remaining: 72 hours]


Chapter 13: Push & Prep

Two days before Tamsin’s fertility window opened, I was starting to understand what “decision pressure” felt like when applied by an entire supernatural community. Every conversation seemed to circle back to the upcoming choice, every interaction carried the weight of implications I was still trying to fully process.

But it was the intensive Gate-Run schedule Professor Blackthorne had designed that really drove home how much was riding on the next few days.

“Shard progression intensive,” she announced during our morning strategy session, consulting what looked like a military-style training plan. “We need to push your Sigil Sparks collection to at least thirty-eight before the fertility ritual window opens.”

“Why thirty-eight specifically?” I asked.

“Because it puts us within range of the fifty-spark threshold needed for full ward stabilization,” Roxy said, bouncing on her toes with barely contained energy. “If the ritual generates as much magical energy as the theoretical models predict, the final twelve sparks should be easily achievable.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“Then we’ll need alternative approaches to ward stabilization,” Elowen said from her position behind a stack of research materials that looked like they belonged in graduate-level magical engineering. “Less efficient approaches that would take considerably longer to implement.”

“Meaning the administration would have more time to impose restrictions on your activities,” Professor Blackthorne added grimly. “Success needs to come quickly, decisively, and with results too significant to ignore.”

The plan she’d developed was ambitious to the point of being potentially dangerous. Instead of the careful, methodical Gate progression I’d been following, she wanted to attempt three intermediate-level shards in two days—a pace that would have been challenging for experienced student teams, let alone someone who’d been at Night Campus for less than three weeks.

“Can we actually handle that level of intensity?” I asked.

“With your new Lust Shepherd abilities providing team coordination bonuses? Absolutely.” Professor Blackthorne’s confidence was absolute. “The question is whether we can maintain that intensity while dealing with increased administrative attention.”

“Administrative attention?”

“Hadris has been granted expanded monitoring authority,” she said, her expression darkening. “As of this morning, all Gate activities involving anomalous students require compliance observation.”

“He’s going to be watching our runs?”

“He’s going to be documenting, analyzing, and reporting on every aspect of your performance.” Her pale gray eyes were serious. “Which means we need to be absolutely flawless. Any sign of instability, any hint of problems, and he’ll have justification for immediate restrictions.”

“No pressure.”

“None whatsoever.”



The Gate Hub was buzzing with unusual activity when we arrived for our first intensive run. Instead of the usual casual atmosphere of student teams preparing for routine exercises, there was a sense of importance that suggested everyone knew something significant was happening.

Students paused in their preparations to watch our team move through the facility, and I caught fragments of conversation that confirmed our celebrity status was still growing:

“That’s the immune human team…” “Did you hear about the library incident? The energy spike was detectable from the dining hall…” “Night House is ranked fourth now. Fourth! They were dead last three weeks ago…”

And stationed prominently near the faculty observation station was Hadris, camera and monitoring equipment arranged with the kind of precision that meant he was taking this very seriously.

“Ignore him,” Roxy said, noticing my stare. She’d chosen her combat gear carefully today—the fitted black bodysuit that showcased her petite curves, reinforced boots that gave her additional height, and a tactical harness that somehow made her look both professional and incredibly sexy.

Her electric-violet bob was pulled back in a practical ponytail, but I could still see the way her magenta star-pupils sparkled with excitement and determination. Her spaded tail was doing that controlled swish that meant she was focused and ready for serious business.

“Focus on the mission,” she continued. “We have work to do.”

“Easy for you to say. He’s not building a file on your every facial expression.”

“Actually, he is,” Elowen said, consulting her scanner readings. She’d dressed for extended fieldwork today—tactical suit that emphasized her tall, curvy figure, reinforced glasses that could handle magical energy spikes, and equipment that suggested she was prepared for anything we might encounter.

Her raven-black hair was braided back severely, emphasizing the sharp intelligence in her dark brown eyes and the pale porcelain skin that seemed to glow under the Hub’s artificial lighting.

“Enhanced monitoring covers all team members, not just primary subjects. We’re all under observation.”

“Wonderful.”

Professor Blackthorne approached, and even Hadris straightened up when he saw her. She commanded respect from everyone in the facility—students, staff, faculty, administrators. Part of it was her official position, but most of it was the way she carried herself with absolute confidence and authority.

Today she’d chosen form-fitting tactical black that showcased every line of her statuesque five-foot-ten frame. Her ice-platinum ponytail was pulled back severely, emphasizing the elegant sweep of her polished charcoal horns, and her pale gray eyes held the kind of focused intensity that meant she was in full strategic mode.

“Final equipment check,” she said, her voice carrying the authority of someone who expected immediate compliance. “We’re attempting three intermediate shards in rapid succession. There’s no margin for error.”

“Equipment status green across all systems,” Elowen reported, running final diagnostics on her scanner array. “Magical resonance optimal, team bond efficiency at maximum levels.”

“Opposition intelligence?”

“Shards 5 through 7 feature progressive difficulty scaling,” she continued, consulting her research. “Environmental hazards increase, enemy magical resistance improves, puzzle complexity advances significantly.”

“Expected completion time?”

“Six hours for all three runs, assuming optimal performance and minimal recovery periods between shards.”

“Then we begin immediately.”

But as we entered Shard 5—a crystalline cave complex that hummed with barely contained energy—I found that the external pressure actually helped rather than hindered our performance. Having something to prove, someone to impress, a clear demonstration to make of our capabilities, focused our teamwork in ways that casual runs hadn’t.

The crystalline environment was beautiful in an alien way—walls that sparkled with internal light, formations that sang with harmonic resonance, pools of liquid energy that bubbled and steamed with magical power. But underneath the beauty was genuine danger.

The crystal golems that guarded the shard’s deeper chambers were significantly more advanced than anything we’d faced before. They moved with coordinated intelligence, adapted to our tactics in real-time, and could generate energy attacks that would have been lethal without proper defensive preparation.

But with my Lust Shepherd abilities providing constant team coordination and my immunity disrupting their targeting systems, we carved through the encounters with methodical efficiency.

“Formation Delta,” I called during one particularly complex battle, and my teammates moved into position with perfect synchronization. Roxy provided crowd control through glamour redirection, Elowen identified weak points in enemy defenses, and Professor Blackthorne delivered precision strikes that exploited every vulnerability.

When the final golem fell, the chamber filled with golden light and experience flowed through our bond network like liquid fire.

[System: Shard 5 Complete: FLAWLESS VICTORY]

[XP Gained: 200 per team member]

[Focus Tokens +15]

[Sigil Sparks +2 → Total: 36/50]

[Bonus: Perfect coordination rating]

“Outstanding,” Professor Blackthorne said through our communication link. “Proceed to Shard 6.”

Shard 6 was more complex—a multi-level fortress that required different team members to handle different objectives simultaneously while maintaining coordination across significant distances. I found myself on the ground floor dealing with defensive constructs while Roxy worked crowd control on the second level, Elowen handled magical analysis from the third floor, and Professor Blackthorne coordinated overall strategy from a command position that let her oversee the entire operation.

But the enhanced bond connections made distance irrelevant. I could sense Roxy’s position and emotional state as clearly as if she were standing beside me. I could feel Elowen’s analytical processes working through complex magical theory in real-time. I could coordinate with all team members through the bond network that linked us together at a level that went beyond just communication.

The fortress challenges played to our individual strengths while requiring perfect teamwork. When Roxy needed support for a particularly difficult charm application, I could feel her need through the bond and coordinate defensive coverage without her having to ask. When Elowen identified a critical magical anomaly that needed investigation, the information flowed to the rest of us instantly.

And when Professor Blackthorne called for a coordinated final assault on the fortress’s central core, we moved with the kind of precision that military units spent years training to achieve.

[System: Shard 6 Complete: SUPERIOR PERFORMANCE]

[Focus Tokens +10]

[Sigil Sparks +1 → Total: 37/50]

[Team Synergy Bonus: All abilities enhanced]

“One more,” Professor Blackthorne said as we prepared for Shard 7. “This final run will determine whether we achieve our target objectives.”

Shard 7 was the most challenging environment I’d encountered yet—a reality-shifting maze where the laws of physics changed from room to room, where up and down were suggestions rather than rules, where thinking too hard about what should be possible could make it impossible.

“Conceptual challenges,” Elowen explained as we navigated passages that seemed to exist in more than three dimensions. “The environment responds to expectations and assumptions. Maintaining flexibility of thought is essential.”

“Flexibility meaning?”

“Don’t assume walls are solid, don’t expect gravity to work consistently, and don’t trust that what you see is necessarily what’s there,” Roxy added, walking along what appeared to be the ceiling without any concern for conventional physics.

The puzzles in this shard were unlike anything we’d encountered before. Mathematical problems where the answers changed based on who was solving them. Physical challenges where the obstacles rearranged themselves based on our approach strategies. Combat encounters where the enemies adapted not just to our tactics, but to our expectations about what enemies should do.

It was the kind of environment that would have been impossible to navigate without perfect team coordination and absolute trust in each other’s capabilities.

But with our enhanced bonds and my Lust Shepherd coordination abilities, it became an exercise in creative problem-solving rather than frustrating confusion.

“Reality anchor,” I called during one particularly disorienting sequence where the entire chamber seemed to be rotating around us. “Everyone focus on the bond connections. Use those as your reference points instead of visual cues.”

It worked. By treating our magical connections as navigational aids, we could maintain orientation and coordination even when the environment was actively trying to confuse us.

When we finally reached the shard’s central chamber and completed the final puzzle—a collaborative working that required all four of us to contribute specific magical frequencies simultaneously—the energy discharge was visible through multiple layers of reality distortion.

[System: Shard 7 Complete: EXEMPLARY MASTERY] [Focus Tokens +5] [Sigil Sparks +1 → Total: 38/50] [Achievement Unlocked: “Reality Navigator” - complete conceptual challenge shard]

“Target achieved,” Elowen announced as we materialized back in the Gate Hub. The facility seemed almost mundane after the reality-bending environment we’d just left. “Thirty-eight sparks collected, all objectives met, team performance at unprecedented levels.”

“More than unprecedented,” Professor Blackthorne said, consulting the monitoring data. “The efficiency ratings you just achieved are literally off the charts. No student team in campus history has completed three intermediate shards in a single session.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s powerful,” she said, and her pale gray eyes held something that looked like pride mixed with concern. “Which makes it both.”

The debriefing session revealed just how significant our performance had been. Not only had we achieved our Sigil Spark objectives, but we’d done it with coordination levels that faculty members were calling “professional grade” and energy generation that had been detected across the entire campus.

“The magical resonance from your runs has strengthened ward networks in buildings you weren’t even near,” Professor Valdris said, joining our debriefing with obvious excitement. “The implications for magical theory are extraordinary.”

“Implications such as?”

“Such as the possibility that advanced human-supernatural bonding could revolutionize how magical institutions operate,” he said, making rapid notes on his tablet. “Your team’s performance suggests capabilities that could change everything we thought we knew about magical education.”

“Everything?”

“The efficiency gains, the energy generation, the coordination capabilities—if these results can be replicated and scaled up, we could be looking at a fundamental shift in supernatural education methodology.”

I looked at my teammates—Roxy glowing with satisfaction and vindication, Elowen practically vibrating with analytical excitement, Professor Blackthorne radiating the controlled intensity that suggested she was already planning the next phase of our development.

We’d achieved what we set out to accomplish. But in doing so, we’d also made ourselves even more valuable to people who wanted to study us, use us, or control us.

“There’s something else,” Professor Blackthorne said, her expression growing serious. “Something that came up during the monitoring analysis.”

“What kind of something?”

“Irregular magical signatures detected during the third shard run. Energy patterns that don’t match any known supernatural species or magical applications.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning someone else was in Shard 7 with us,” Roxy said grimly. “Someone who’s very good at staying hidden and very interested in observing our capabilities.”

“Someone from Compliance?”

“Someone with abilities that Compliance doesn’t have access to,” Professor Blackthorne said. “Which suggests either advanced faculty involvement or…” She hesitated.

“Or what?”

“Or external consultation. Someone brought in specifically to evaluate your performance and capabilities.”

The implications of that settled over our group like a cold wind.

“The rival incubus,” Elowen said quietly.

“Possibly. Or advance reconnaissance preparing for his arrival.” Professor Blackthorne gathered her equipment with sharp, efficient movements. “Either way, we need to assume that our performance is being evaluated by people who aren’t necessarily friendly to our interests.”



The walk back to Night House was subdued despite our tactical success. The achievement of reaching 38 Sigil Sparks should have been cause for celebration, but the knowledge that we were being observed by unknown entities made everything feel more complicated.

“So what’s our move?” I asked as we climbed the stairs to the common room.

“Our move,” Professor Blackthorne said, “is to continue developing our capabilities while preparing for increased scrutiny and potential competition.”

“And the fertility ritual decision?”

“Becomes more critical rather than less. If there’s another anomalous individual arriving to compete for your position, establishing permanent legal protections becomes essential.”

The Night House common room was busy when we arrived, filled with residents and visitors who’d come to congratulate us on our record-breaking Gate performance. But the atmosphere felt different tonight—less casual social interaction, more strategic positioning.

“Word has gotten around about the Dean’s consulting arrangements,” Lyra said, approaching our group with information that she’d obviously been waiting to share. “Students are choosing sides.”

“Sides?”

“Pro-Kade versus wait-and-see. People who think you represent the future of Night Campus versus people who think change is dangerous and should be managed carefully.”

“And the breakdown?”

“Currently in your favor, but not overwhelmingly,” she said, consulting what looked like social media analytics. “Your supporters are vocal and enthusiastic, but they’re mostly lower-tier students who don’t have significant political influence.”

“And the opposition?”

“Upper-tier Houses, conservative faculty, administrative officials who prefer stability over innovation.” She showed me her tablet, which displayed what looked like a complex network analysis of campus social connections. “Actually, it’s gotten more organized than just general opposition.”

“Organized how?”

“Three rival Houses—Crimson, Azure, and Solar—have filed a formal petition with the Dean’s office requesting institutional caps on Night House advancement,” she said, scrolling through what looked like official documents. “They’re arguing that our rapid rise constitutes an unfair competitive advantage that threatens the traditional House hierarchy.”

“Unfair advantage?”

“They’re claiming that your anomalous abilities create an imbalanced playing field that makes normal competition meaningless,” she explained. “Their petition requests either restriction of your participation in House activities or formal restructuring of the advancement criteria to account for supernatural immunity.”

“Basically, people with power who don’t want that power disrupted,” I said, processing this new information.

“Exactly. But it gets worse,” she continued. “The petition has gained support from several faculty members and at least two administrative departments. Word is that the Dean is taking it seriously enough to convene a formal review committee.”

“Which is why the fertility ritual is so important,” Professor Blackthorne said. “It would shift the political calculation significantly.”

“How so?”

“Permanent bonds create permanent allies. A child born from ritual magic becomes a vested interest for multiple powerful entities. Legal protections that can’t be overturned by administrative preference.” Her expression grew intense. “It changes you from an interesting anomaly to an established institutional fixture.”

As the evening wound down and the social chaos of post-Gate celebration gradually settled into smaller groups and quieter conversations, I found myself thinking about permanence, commitment, and the way three women had offered to reshape their entire lives around supporting mine.

The rational part of my brain was still cataloging risks and uncertainties. But the rest of me was thinking about the warmth I felt whenever Tamsin looked at me with those pale gray eyes, the way she’d admitted she’d been waiting for someone strong enough to earn her submission, the implications of what building a supernatural family might actually mean.

“Decision time approaching?” Roxy asked, settling beside me on one of the upgraded couches. She’d changed out of her combat gear into casual clothes, but the post-Gate glow made her electric-violet hair seem to shimmer and her magenta eyes sparkle with residual energy.

“Twenty-four hours until Tamsin’s fertility window opens,” I said. “Twenty-four hours to decide whether I’m ready for permanent supernatural bonding and potential fatherhood.”

“Scared?”

“Terrified. But also…” I looked at her, at Elowen still working on her post-run analysis, at the upgraded common room full of people who’d become like family. “Also more excited about the possibility than I probably should be.”

“Why shouldn’t you be excited about building something permanent with people who care about you?”

“Because it’s a huge responsibility. Because it changes everything. Because once I make that choice, there’s no going back.”

“Kade,” she said, her voice growing soft, “there’s already no going back. You’ve bonded with all of us at levels that create permanent changes in your magical signature. You’ve integrated into Night Campus politics and social structures. You’ve become essential to campus operations.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you’re already committed, whether you’ve formally acknowledged it or not. The fertility ritual would just make it official.”

She curled up against my side, her tail wrapping around my arm possessively.

“Besides,” she said, “don’t you want to know what it would be like? Having someone as powerful and controlled as Tamsin submit to you completely? Creating something together that would be yours forever?”

“When you put it like that…”

“When I put it like that, it sounds like exactly the kind of opportunity you’d be crazy to pass up.”

Across the room, I caught sight of Elowen looking up from her research to watch our conversation with obvious interest. When our eyes met, she smiled—a expression that was equal parts academic curiosity and personal affection.

The bonds between us pulsed warm and steady, strengthened by shared experiences and growing trust. Tomorrow I’d make a decision that would determine the future of all those connections.

But tonight, I was exactly where I belonged—surrounded by people who’d chosen to be with me, in a House that had earned its place through teamwork and determination.

And despite all the watching eyes, political implications, and administrative complications, that felt like the foundation for whatever came next.

“Final Grid status check?” Professor Blackthorne asked, approaching with her tablet.

[System: Comprehensive Progress Report]

Night House Status:

•             House Rank: E (Merit: 58%)

•             Facility Upgrades: Private Pact Chamber, Enhanced Amenities, Research Access

•             Campus Ranking: #4 overall (unprecedented rise from #47)

Individual Progress:

•             Level: 10 (Lust Shepherd Specialization Active)

•             XP: 1,450/2,000 to next level

•             Bond Network: Roxy (500), Elowen (500), Tamsin (250 - rising)

Pact Grid Status:

•             Charm Lane: Hypnotic Sigil I, Allure Resonance

•             Ritual Lane: Energy Resonance, Scholar’s Seal, Bonding Amplifier

•             Defense Lane: Basic Ward Theory, Stability Anchor

Resources:

•             Focus Tokens: 95 (significant surplus)

•             Sigil Sparks: 38/50 (ward stabilization 76% complete)

•             House Merit: 58% (approaching D-rank threshold)

Active Objectives:

•             Complete ward stabilization (12 sparks remaining)

•             Maintain House advancement trajectory

•             Navigate fertility ritual decision

•             Prepare for potential rival element

“Impressive progress,” she said, reviewing the data. “You’re now operating at levels that most students don’t reach until their final year.”

“And we’re still accelerating,” Roxy added with satisfaction. “Every run gets easier, every challenge becomes more manageable.”

“Which is exactly what has certain administrative elements concerned,” Professor Blackthorne said. “Power that develops too quickly raises questions about sustainability and control.”

“Hence the rival incubus recruitment.”

“Hence the need for permanent legal protections.” Her pale gray eyes were intense as she looked at me. “Tomorrow night, Kade. That’s when everything changes, one way or another.”

“No pressure.”

“All the pressure in the world,” she said with a slight smile. “But also all the support you need to handle it.”

As we prepared to head to our respective rooms, I realized that the conversation about the fertility ritual had shifted from whether it was a good idea to when and how we’d implement it. Somewhere during the evening, without explicitly stating it, I’d apparently made my decision.

Or maybe the decision had made itself, based on bonds that were already too strong to ignore and relationships that had already become too important to risk losing.

“Tamsin,” I said as she prepared to leave.

“Yes?”

“Tomorrow night. I’ll be there.”

Her controlled composure cracked for just a moment, revealing something that looked like relief and joy and nervous anticipation all mixed together.

“Are you certain?”

“I’m certain that I want to be with you. I’m certain that I trust you completely. I’m certain that what we have is worth making permanent.” I moved closer, until I could see the silver flecks in her pale gray eyes. “Everything else, we’ll figure out together.”

“Together,” she said, and the word sounded like a promise.

The conversation continued in smaller groups as residents gradually headed to their rooms, but the energy in Night House felt different tonight. More focused, more united, more like a family preparing for something that would change everything.

“Tomorrow,” Roxy said, stretching up to kiss my cheek as we reached the second floor landing. “Everything changes tomorrow.”

“Are you ready for that?”

“I’ve been ready since the moment I met you,” she said with a grin. “The question is whether you’re ready.”

“Getting there.”

“Good. Because once Tamsin bonds with you at that level, there’s no going back for any of us. We’re all in this together.”

I fell asleep thinking about permanent bonds, shared futures, and the way three very different women had found ways to build something together that was stronger than any of them could have achieved alone.

Tomorrow would bring the fertility ritual, legal protections, and probably complications I couldn’t even imagine yet.

But tonight, I was surrounded by people who’d chosen to be part of my life, in a House that had risen from last place to fourth in three weeks, with abilities and relationships that most people could only dream about.

Whatever came next, we’d face it together.

[System: Decision confirmed: Fertility ritual authorized]

[System: Administrative tension: CRITICAL]

[System: Ward stabilization: 76% complete]

[System: Time to rival arrival: ESTIMATED 48-72 hours]

[System: Night House political standing: ASCENDING RAPIDLY]

The conversation continued as we made our way back to Night House, but I found it increasingly difficult to concentrate on tactical considerations when I was surrounded by three women who were all clearly invested in ensuring that my choice favored their preferred outcome.

Not that they were pressuring me, exactly. But the way Roxy kept finding excuses to touch my arm, the way Elowen’s research materials seemed to focus increasingly on fertility magic applications, the way Professor Blackthorne’s professional demeanor kept slipping to reveal something much more personal underneath—it all combined into a fairly clear message about what they hoped I’d decide.

“Question,” I said as we settled into the upgraded common room. “If I agree to the fertility ritual, what happens to our existing relationships? Does everything change, or do we just add another layer to what we already have?”

“Addition, not replacement,” Professor Blackthorne said immediately. “Supernatural bonding doesn’t work like human monogamy. Multiple connections strengthen the overall network instead of diluting individual relationships.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning your bond with Roxy continues to develop, your relationship with Elowen continues to deepen, and your connection with me becomes formalized through the ritual,” she explained. “Everyone gets more of what they want, not less.”

“And the pregnancy possibility?”

“Would be a blessing shared by everyone involved,” Elowen said softly. “A child born from magical ritual, raised by people who chose to be family together, surrounded by love and supernatural abilities.”

“Plus,” Roxy added with a grin, “pregnant succubi generate incredible amounts of magical energy. The ward stabilization effects would be permanent rather than temporary.”

“You’ve all really thought this through.”

“We’ve all really wanted this,” Professor Blackthorne said, her voice growing softer, more vulnerable. “Not just for the political benefits or academic advantages. For the personal connection, the family we could build together, the life we could create.”

“Life?”

“Here at Night Campus, surrounded by people who understand and support supernatural relationships. Where our children would grow up accepted, educated, and prepared to navigate both worlds.” Her pale gray eyes were bright with a vision of futures I hadn’t even considered. “It’s not just about conception, Kade. It’s about creating something lasting.”

I looked around the common room—at the improved facilities we’d earned through teamwork, at the other Night House residents who’d become like family, at the three women who were offering to share their lives with me in the most permanent way possible.

“I need to think about this,” I said finally.

“Of course you do,” Professor Blackthorne said, standing with her usual elegant grace. “Take all the time you need. Just remember that some opportunities don’t wait forever.”

That evening, I found myself on the rooftop of Night House, looking out over the neon-lit campus while trying to sort through the complexity of choices and consequences that defined my life now.

The view was spectacular—the Gothic buildings outlined against the city sky, the magical energy networks visible as streams of light flowing between structures, the constant movement of students pursuing their own educations and relationships.

And tomorrow night, I’d have to make a decision that would determine not just my own future, but the futures of three women who’d offered me everything they had to give.

The rational part of my brain was cataloging risks: pregnancy complications, administrative backlash, the possibility that permanent bonds might limit future options.

But the rest of me was thinking about trust, commitment, and the way Tamsin had looked when she said she’d been waiting her entire life for someone strong enough to earn her submission.

Some decisions, I was learning, weren’t really about rational analysis.

They were about having the courage to reach for what you actually wanted instead of settling for what seemed safe.

[System: Decision deadline approaching: 24 hours]

[System: Ward stabilization progress: 76% complete]

[System: Administrative pressure: CRITICAL LEVELS]

[System: Team bond strength: MAXIMUM EFFICIENCY]

[System: Warning: Rival element deployment imminent]


Chapter 14: Prefect’s Vow

The day of Tamsin’s fertility window arrived with the kind of electric anticipation that made the very air feel charged with possibility. I woke up to system notifications that confirmed what everyone already knew—tonight would change everything, one way or another.

System: Fertility ritual authorization confirmed. Defense ward circle reserved for exclusive use 8 PM - 11 PM. All participants must confirm consent protocols before ritual commencement.

System: Warning - High energy magical working detected in scheduling. Campus magical infrastructure preparing for significant resonance event.

System: Administrative monitoring restricted per emergency protocols. Privacy guaranteed for authorized ritual participants.

But it was the personal message from Tamsin that really drove home the significance of what we were about to do:

Kade - My fertility window opens at sunset. I’ll be ready. The question is whether you are. If you’ve changed your mind, now is the time to say so. After tonight, there’s no going back. - T

I stared at the message for a long time, thinking about commitment, consequences, and the way Tamsin had looked when she’d admitted she’d been waiting her entire life for someone strong enough to earn her submission.

No going back.

The phrase echoed in my mind as I went through the motions of my morning routine. Shower, coffee, review of the ritual preparation materials Tamsin had provided—legal documents, magical theory texts, and what appeared to be very detailed anatomical guides for optimal fertility magic applications.

“Big day,” Roxy said, appearing in my doorway with her usual morning energy. But today she was wearing something I’d never seen before—a formal dress that looked like it belonged at a wedding or other significant ceremony.

The deep purple fabric clung to her petite curves in all the right places, and the neckline was cut low enough to showcase her perky breasts while still looking elegant rather than purely sexual. Her electric-violet hair had been styled into something more sophisticated than her usual casual bob, and her magenta star-pupils held an intensity that went beyond excitement.

“You look incredible,” I said.

“Fertility rituals are formal occasions,” she explained, smoothing down the dress. “Everyone involved dresses for the significance of the event.”

“Everyone involved?”

“Me, Elowen, Professor Blackthorne, and you.” She moved closer, and I could smell that familiar blueberry-ozone scent mixed with something else—anticipation, arousal, and what might have been nervous energy. “We’re all part of this, Kade. All of us.”

“All of you are going to be there?”

“As witnesses, supporters, and participants in the energy working.” Her expression grew serious. “This isn’t just about you and Tamsin. It’s about all of us choosing to become a permanent family.”

“Permanent family?”

“Supernatural bonds don’t work the way human relationships do. When one person in a bonding network advances to breeding level, everyone connected benefits from the energy generation and magical enhancement.” She reached out to adjust my shirt collar. “Plus, we all want to be there for something this important.”

“And you’re okay with that? With me potentially getting Tamsin pregnant?”

“Kade,” she said, her voice growing soft, “I’m more than okay with it. I’m excited about it. The idea of helping raise a child born from magical ritual, surrounded by people who chose to be family together… it’s everything I never knew I wanted.”

Before I could respond, Elowen appeared in the hallway, and the sight of her stopped my breath entirely.

She’d transformed completely from the academic librarian I was used to seeing. Instead of her usual sweaters and jeans, she wore a dress that looked like it had been designed by someone who understood exactly how to showcase her spectacular figure.

The midnight blue fabric hugged every curve—her generous C-cups displayed to perfection by a neckline that was both elegant and enticing, her narrow waist emphasized by a fitted bodice, her wide hips and thick thighs outlined by a skirt that fell just to her knees.

Her raven-black hair was loose around her shoulders for once, freed from its usual practical styles, and the effect was striking. Combined with her thick-framed glasses and the way she moved with newfound confidence, she looked like every fantasy of the sexy intellectual come to life.

“Wow,” I said, unable to come up with anything more articulate.

“Appropriate attire for ceremonial magical workings,” she said, but her cheeks were flushed pink with pleasure at my reaction. “I researched historical examples to ensure optimal presentation.”

“You researched how to look incredible?”

“I researched how to honor the significance of what we’re doing tonight.” She moved closer, and I caught her scent—paper and vanilla, mixed with something that was purely feminine and increasingly intoxicating. “This is the most important magical working any of us will ever participate in.”

“Are you nervous?”

“Terrified. Excited. Aroused. Honored to be included.” She adjusted her glasses. “Mostly, I’m fascinated by the theoretical implications of what we’re about to attempt.”

“Such as?”

“Such as the possibility that we’re about to generate enough magical energy to permanently alter the campus’s magical infrastructure.” Her dark brown eyes were bright with scientific curiosity. “If the theoretical models are correct, tonight’s ritual could establish magical resonance patterns that persist for decades.”

“No pressure.”

“All the pressure in the world,” she said with a slight smile. “But also all the support you need to handle it.”



The afternoon passed in a blur of preparation and anticipation. Legal documents were signed, magical theory was reviewed, and I went through what felt like a dozen different briefings on everything from ritual etiquette to emergency procedures.

But it was the private conversation with Tamsin that really prepared me for what was coming.

She found me in the library during what should have been a quiet study period, but instead of her usual business attire, she was wearing something that made my mouth go dry.

The dress was formal but unmistakably sensual—deep charcoal gray fabric that complemented her ice-platinum hair and made her pale gray eyes seem to glow with internal light. The cut was elegant but figure-hugging, showcasing her statuesque frame and the elegant curves that her professional wardrobe usually concealed.

But it was the way she moved that was truly different. Gone was the controlled, authoritative demeanor I was used to. Instead, she seemed… softer. More feminine. Like she was letting her guard down in ways I’d never seen before.

“Kade,” she said, settling into the chair beside me. “How are you feeling about tonight?”

“Nervous. Excited. Slightly terrified.” I looked at her seriously. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’ve been waiting my entire life for this moment.” Her voice was softer than usual, more vulnerable. “Like everything I’ve done, every choice I’ve made, has been leading to tonight.”

“Are you ready?”

“I’ve been ready since the moment I realized what you represent.” She reached out to touch my hand, and I could feel the slight tremor in her fingers. “Someone who can’t be controlled. Someone who chooses their bonds instead of having them imposed. Someone strong enough to earn submission rather than demanding it.”

“Tamsin…”

“Let me finish,” she said, her pale gray eyes intense as they searched mine. “I need you to understand what you’re agreeing to tonight. It’s not just ritual magic or legal protection or campus politics.”

“What is it?”

“It’s me giving you complete authority over my body, my magical essence, and my future.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “During the ritual, during potential pregnancy, for the rest of our time together—I’ll be yours in ways that go beyond normal bonding.”

“And you want that?”

“I need that.” Her cheeks flushed, and I could see something in her expression that looked like desperate hunger barely held in check. “I’ve been fighting these instincts for years, trying to maintain control and authority, trying to be what everyone expects me to be.”

“What instincts?”

“Breeding instincts. The need to find someone worthy of carrying my children, someone strong enough to dominate me completely.” Her breath was coming faster now, and I could see the fertility sigils under her dress beginning to glow faintly through the fabric.

“Someone who would put a baby in me and make me love every moment of it.”

The raw need in her voice sent heat straight through my entire body.

“Is that what you want from me?” I asked.

“That’s what I’m begging you for,” she said, her controlled facade finally cracking completely. “To take me, breed me, make me yours in the most permanent way possible.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do.”



The Defense Ward Circle was located in a section of campus I’d never seen before—a private facility accessible only through administrative authorization and reserved for the most sensitive magical workings. The space was larger than I’d expected, with a circular chamber surrounded by observation areas and dominated by an intricate ward pattern carved directly into the polished stone floor.

But what made the biggest impression was the energy.

The moment I walked into the chamber, I could feel the magical density pressing against my skin like warm honey. Every surface was covered with protective sigils, energy conduits, and monitoring systems designed to contain and channel whatever power was generated inside the circle.

“Impressive,” I said, looking around at the setup.

“Defense rituals require the most secure facilities on campus,” Professor Blackthorne explained, checking what looked like a complex control system. “The energy levels involved can be… significant.”

Roxy and Elowen were already present, having changed into ceremonial robes that managed to be both formal and incredibly revealing. The fabric was some kind of silk that seemed to shift color in the magical lighting, and the cut left very little to the imagination while still maintaining the dignity appropriate for a sacred ritual.

But it was Tamsin’s entrance that truly took my breath away.

She appeared in the chamber’s main doorway wearing robes that looked like they’d been designed by someone who understood exactly how to showcase supernatural beauty. The deep silver fabric complemented her ice-platinum hair and made her pale gray eyes seem to burn with internal fire.

But more than the clothing, it was the way she moved—with a grace and sensuality that she’d never displayed before, like she was finally allowing herself to be the woman she truly was underneath the professional authority.

Her full satin wings were displayed openly for the first time I’d seen, spreading behind her in a magnificent span of black feathers that caught the chamber’s magical lighting. The elegant obsidian horns that swept forward from her temples seemed to gleam with their own inner light.

And her scent—the usual white tea and cold iron had been replaced by something richer, more primal. The fertility musk that the character profiles had mentioned was definitely present, mixing with something that was purely Tamsin and absolutely intoxicating.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, unable to keep the awe out of my voice.

“I’m fertile,” she said simply, her pale gray eyes already starting to show the molten silver color that indicated her breeding instincts were fully active. “My ovulation window opened twenty minutes ago. The magical and biological conditions are optimal for conception.”

“Are you ready?”

“I’ve been ready for weeks. Months. Years.” She moved to the center of the ward circle, and I could see the way her body had changed—subtle but unmistakable signs of a woman at peak fertility. Her breasts seemed fuller, her hips more curved, her entire presence more magnetic and arousing.

“The question is whether you’re ready to claim what I’m offering.”

I looked around the chamber—at Roxy and Elowen watching with obvious excitement and arousal, at the protective wards that would ensure our privacy and safety, at Tamsin standing in the center of the circle with her wings spread and her body prepared for what was about to happen.

“I’m ready,” I said.

The ritual itself was surprisingly simple in concept, though the magical theory underlying it was incredibly complex. Tamsin guided me through the basic elements—consent declarations, energy synchronization, and the specific physical positions that would optimize both pleasure and magical generation.

“The circle must be activated by joint intention,” she explained, her voice taking on the instructional tone I was familiar with from her training sessions. “Both participants must touch the central sigil and clearly state their consent and intentions.”

We moved to the center of the circle, where an intricate symbol was carved into the stone floor. When we placed our hands on it together, the entire chamber filled with warm, golden light.

“I, Tamsin Blackthorne,” she said, her voice clear and strong, “consent to fertility bonding with Kade Mercer. I offer my body, my magical essence, and my future to his authority. If conception occurs, it will be by choice and mutual desire.”

“I, Kade Mercer,” I said, feeling the weight of the moment, “accept Tamsin Blackthorne’s offer of fertility bonding. I claim authority over her body and magical essence, and I accept responsibility for any children that may result from our union.”

The ward circle flared bright blue, and suddenly the air around us felt different—thicker, more charged, humming with barely contained power.

“Privacy and protection active,” Roxy announced from her observation position. “Energy collection systems engaged. You have complete discretion within the circle.”

“Then let’s begin,” Tamsin said, and began removing her ceremonial robes with deliberate precision.

The sight of her naked body in the golden ward light was enough to stop my heart. She was magnificent—tall, statuesque, with elegant curves that spoke of supernatural perfection and a narrow waist that was indeed perfect for expansion, as the character notes had described.

Her pale skin seemed to glow with internal light, and I could see the fertility sigils over her hips pulsing with soft radiance that indicated peak biological readiness. Her ice-platinum hair had come loose from its severe styling, falling around her shoulders in waves that made her look younger and more approachable.

But it was her eyes that truly captivated me—no longer the controlled pale gray of her professional demeanor, but molten silver that burned with need, desire, and desperate hunger for what was about to happen.

“You’re perfect,” I said, moving closer to her.

“I’m yours,” she replied, her voice breathless with anticipation. “Completely, totally yours. Do whatever you want to me.”

“What I want,” I said, cupping her face in my hands, “is to make you feel exactly how much you mean to me.”

I kissed her deeply, and the moment our lips met, energy crackled through the chamber like lightning. But this was different from the bonds I’d formed with Roxy and Elowen—more intense, more primal, charged with the biological imperative that was driving her fertility cycle.

“I can feel it,” she gasped against my lips. “The breeding magic, the biological compatibility, the way your energy signature matches perfectly with mine.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s perfect. We’re perfect together.” Her hands roamed over my chest as I stripped out of my own robes. “I can feel how much you want me, how much you want to put a baby in me.”

“I do want that,” I admitted, surprised by how true it felt. “I want to breed you, Tamsin. I want to fill you with my cum and watch you grow round with my child.”

Her response was immediate and dramatic—her wings mantled behind her, her fertility sigils flared brighter, and her pale gray eyes went completely molten silver.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word coming out like a prayer. “Please, Kade. Breed me. Make me yours. Give me what I’ve been craving.”

I guided her down onto the cushioned area at the center of the ward circle, and she arranged herself in what was unmistakably a breeding position—on her back, legs spread wide, hips tilted up to provide optimal angle for deep penetration, her pussy lips already swollen and glistening with arousal.

“Like this,” she said, her voice thick with arousal, reaching down to spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “I want you to take me like this, where you can get as deep as possible, where your thick cock can pump your cum directly into my womb.”

The clinical precision of her words, delivered in her husky, aroused voice, was incredibly erotic. She wasn’t just offering herself for sex—she was specifically positioning herself for conception, making it clear that pregnancy wasn’t just a possibility but the desperately desired outcome.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, positioning myself between her spread thighs, my rock-hard cock throbbing as I rubbed it against her soaking wet entrance.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.” She reached down to grip my thick shaft, guiding me to her entrance, and I could feel how incredibly wet she was, how ready her fertile body was for what we were about to do. “Please, Kade. I need your cock inside me. I need to feel you claiming me completely.”

I pushed forward slowly, entering her with careful precision. She was incredibly tight, hot, and perfectly slick with arousal, her pussy stretching around my girth as I invaded her. But more than the physical sensation, I could feel the magical resonance building between us, could sense the fertility magic responding to our union.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, her back arching as I filled her completely, my cock stretching her tight pussy. “You feel so perfect inside me. Your cock fits me so perfectly!”

“You feel amazing,” I groaned, holding still for a moment to let her adjust. “So fucking tight, so ready for me to breed you.”

“I am ready. My pussy is ready, my womb is ready, everything is aligned for you to put a baby in me.” Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, trying to get every inch of my cock inside her. “Please, start moving. I need to feel you breeding me properly.”

I began to move with slow, deep strokes designed to provide maximum penetration and stimulation, pulling almost all the way out before driving back into her depths. With each thrust, her fertility sigils glowed brighter, and I could feel the breeding magic building around us like a storm.

“Yes!” she cried, meeting my rhythm with desperate enthusiasm, her hips bucking up to meet each thrust. “Like that, just like that! Get as deep as you can, I want to feel your cock touching my cervix!”

The dirty talk was incredibly arousing, but more than that, it was genuine—every word she spoke came from a place of real need and desperate desire. She wasn’t performing or playing a role. She was expressing her deepest, most primal breeding urges.

“I can feel your cervix,” I groaned, driving particularly deep, the head of my cock pressing against her most sensitive spot. “Feel how ready your fertile body is to be bred.”

“It is ready!” she screamed, her fingernails digging into my shoulders. “I’m so fucking fertile right now, so ready to be pregnant with your baby! My pussy was made for your cock!”

I gave her exactly what she was begging for, increasing my pace until I was pounding into her with brutal force, the sound of our bodies coming together echoing through the chamber. She met every thrust with enthusiasm, her magnificent body responding to mine with perfect synchronization, her tits bouncing as I fucked her.

“Harder!” she pleaded, her wings wrapping around both of us in a cocoon of black feathers. “Breed me harder! Show me how much you want to put a baby in me!”

The wing cocoon intensified everything—the heat, the scent of her arousal, the way every sensation was amplified by the enclosed space. I could feel her getting closer to climax, could sense the breeding magic reaching a crescendo.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. “When I come, you need to cum with me. The conception magic requires you to fill my pussy at the same time!”

“I’m close too,” I growled, feeling my own control starting to fray as I hammered into her. “God, Tamsin, your pussy feels so good. So perfect for breeding.”

“I am perfect for breeding!” she screamed, her legs locking around my waist like a vise, ensuring I couldn’t pull out. “My body was made to carry your children! Please, Kade! Fill me up! Pump my pussy full of your cum! Give me your baby!”

When her orgasm hit, it was with an intensity that shook the entire chamber. Her pussy clenched around me rhythmically, milking my cock with powerful contractions that felt designed to draw every drop of seed from my body, her cervix opening to accept my cum.

“Breed me!” she screamed. “Fill my womb! Give me your baby!”

I followed her over the edge, driving as deep as humanly possible and releasing with thick spurts that seemed to go on forever. The fertility magic caught my climax and amplified it, ensuring that every drop of my cum was pumped directly into her fertile womb.

“Take it all,” I roared, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself completely inside her. “Take every drop and get pregnant with my child!”

The energy discharge was visible throughout the chamber—every ward sigil flaring bright blue, every magical conduit pulsing with golden light, every protective system humming with sympathetic resonance.

The energy discharge was visible throughout the chamber—every ward sigil flaring bright blue, every magical conduit pulsing with golden light, every protective system humming with sympathetic resonance.

[System: Fertility Ritual Complete: SUCCESSFUL CONCEPTION PROBABLE]

[System: Bond +250 — Tamsin Blackthorne]

[System: Current Bond Level: 500 (Crush)]

[System: Defense Node Unlocked: Fertility Ward]

[System: Fertility Boon Generated: Enhanced magical regeneration]

[System: Sigil Sparks +6 → Total: 44/50]

[System: Campus ward stability: 88% and rising]

Outside the circle, alarms that might have escalated stayed quiet. Later, Campus Security logged a brief hostile probe at the outer boundary during the working—automated note: “raid foiled by stabilization surge.” The wards held, and for once the bureaucracy credited the magic ahead of the paperwork.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, staring at the system notifications while still buried deep inside Tamsin’s incredibly tight pussy.

“Language,” she said automatically, but she was smiling with complete satisfaction. “Though I suppose the circumstances are… exceptional.”

“How do you feel?”

“Claimed. Bred. Perfectly satisfied in ways I’ve been dreaming about for years.” She looked up at me with eyes that were still molten silver with fulfilled desire. “And possibly pregnant with your child.”

“Already?”

“The magical enhancement ensures optimal fertilization efficiency,” she said, her clinical tone completely at odds with the fact that she was naked beneath me with my cum still leaking from her pussy. “Conception probability is approximately ninety-seven percent.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Complete.” She reached up to cup my face in her hands. “If a child comes, it will be by choice—our choice. And it will be raised by people who chose to be family together.”

The aftercare that followed was gentle and intimate—cleaning up, quiet conversation, and the gradual return to normal consciousness that followed intense magical workings. But throughout it all, I could feel the fundamental change in our relationship.

Tamsin wasn’t my instructor anymore. She wasn’t the controlled, authoritative Prefect who’d been training me in combat techniques and campus politics.

She was my woman, bonded to me at the deepest possible level, potentially carrying my child, and committed to submitting to my authority in ways that most people couldn’t even imagine.

“So what happens now?” I asked as we prepared to leave the ritual chamber.

“Now we wait to see if conception occurred,” she said, her hand unconsciously moving to her flat stomach. “Now we enjoy the legal protections the ritual established. Now we prepare for the complications that come with permanent supernatural bonding.”

“Complications?”

“The kind that come from rival incubi, administrative interference, and campus politics that don’t appreciate rapid changes to established power structures.” She smiled, but there was steel underneath it. “But also the kind that come from having a family worth protecting.”

“Family?”

“All of us,” she said, looking toward where Roxy and Elowen were waiting with obvious affection. “We’re all bonded now, all committed to supporting each other and whatever comes next.”

As we rejoined the others, I realized that everything had indeed changed. Not just my relationship with Tamsin, but the entire dynamic of our group. We weren’t just friends or lovers or teammates anymore.

We were family. Chosen, bonded, and committed to building something permanent together.

And tomorrow, we’d start dealing with whoever was coming to challenge that.

[System: Permanent bonds established]

[System: Legal protections activated]

[System: Family unit status: CONFIRMED]

[System: Ward stabilization: 88% complete]

[System: Administrative restrictions: SIGNIFICANTLY REDUCED]




Chapter 15: Headmistress & House

The morning after Tamsin’s fertility ritual brought a campus-wide shift in atmosphere that was impossible to ignore. Students moved through the quad with the kind of energy that suggested everyone could feel the change in magical infrastructure, and faculty members were engaged in hushed conversations that stopped whenever I passed.

But it was the official summons that arrived with my morning coffee that really drove home how much the previous night had altered the political landscape:

Mr. Mercer: The Headmistress requests your presence in her private office at 8 PM tonight for discussion of your academic progress and future placement. This is not a request. - Office of the Headmistress

“Private office,” Roxy said, reading the message over my shoulder. “That’s… significant.”

“Significant how?”

“The Headmistress has three offices,” Elowen explained from her research station, where she was surrounded by what looked like pregnancy and magical theory texts. “Public administrative office for official business, faculty conference room for academic discussions, and private office for… personal matters.”

“Personal matters meaning?”

“Meaning conversations that can’t be overheard, relationships that require discretion, and decisions that affect the fundamental structure of the institution.” She looked up from her reading, and I could see the excitement mixed with concern in her dark brown eyes.

“Plus,” Tamsin added, descending from the second floor with the kind of post-ritual glow that was apparently visible to anyone with supernatural senses, “Headmistress Sable doesn’t summon students to private meetings unless she’s planning to make them an offer they can’t refuse.”

She was still wearing the aftereffects of the fertility ritual—subtle but unmistakable signs that something fundamental had changed. Her ice-platinum hair seemed to shimmer more than usual, her pale gray eyes held warmth that hadn’t been there before, and she moved with the satisfied confidence of a woman who’d gotten exactly what she wanted.

But more than that, I could feel our new bond humming between us. Not just the warm connection I’d developed with Roxy and Elowen, but something deeper, more permanent. The kind of magical link that would persist regardless of distance, circumstances, or external pressure.

“Any guesses about what she wants to discuss?” I asked.

“Your future at Night Campus,” Tamsin said, settling onto the couch beside me with natural ease. “Your role in ward stabilization, your impact on campus magical infrastructure, your… personal relationships.”

“My personal relationships being relevant because?”

“Because the Headmistress has been observing your development since the moment you arrived,” she said, her voice taking on the instructional tone I was familiar with. “Every bond you’ve formed, every advancement you’ve achieved, every energy signature you’ve generated—she’s been tracking all of it.”

“For what purpose?”

“That,” said a new voice from the common room entrance, “is an excellent question.”

We all turned to see Headmistress Sable standing in the doorway, and the sight of her was enough to stop conversation throughout the room. She commanded attention simply by existing—tall, elegant, radiating authority that made everyone else seem like they were waiting for permission to breathe.

Her rich chestnut-brown hair cascaded past her shoulders in perfect waves that caught the morning light streaming through the windows. Her light hazel eyes held the kind of warmth that was both welcoming and intimidating, and the elegant obsidian horns that framed her temples were marked with gold bands that spoke of rank, power, and ancient authority.

But it was her figure that truly commanded attention. Even in the formal academic robes she wore for official appearances, her voluptuous hourglass shape was impossible to ignore. The massive natural E-cups that strained against the fabric, the narrow waist that emphasized her generous curves, the way she moved with the confidence of someone who’d never doubted her own magnetism.

She was, without question, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. But more than beauty, she radiated the kind of power that made kingdoms rise and fall.

“Headmistress,” Tamsin said, standing immediately with the kind of respect that was both professional and personal. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

“I’m sure you weren’t. But given the significance of last night’s ritual and its impact on campus operations, I thought a personal visit might be appropriate.” She looked around the upgraded common room with obvious approval. “Night House has certainly made impressive advances recently.”

“We’ve been working hard,” I said, standing as well.

“Indeed you have. Record-breaking Gate performance, unprecedented team coordination, magical energy generation that’s been detected by institutions in three different cities.” Her hazel eyes fixed on me with laser intensity. “Quite the accomplishment for someone who’s been here less than a month.”

“I’ve had excellent teachers and teammates.”

“Yes, you have. Which brings me to why I’m here.” She moved further into the room, and I noticed that her usual formal demeanor seemed slightly… different today. More relaxed, more personal, like she was letting her guard down in ways that were probably incredibly rare.

“I’d like to discuss your future at Night Campus. Your role in ongoing operations, your academic trajectory, and your… personal development.” Her voice carried subtle harmonics that made my pulse spike. “Tonight, in my private office. Just the two of us.”

“Just the two of us?”

“Some conversations require absolute discretion.” Her smile was warm but predatory. “I’m sure you understand.”

After she left, the common room was unusually quiet. Everyone was staring at me like I’d just been summoned by a deity.

“Holy shit,” Lyra said finally. “The Headmistress wants a private meeting.”

“Is that good or bad?” I asked.

“That,” Tamsin said, “depends entirely on what she’s planning to offer you.”



The private office of Headmistress Sable was exactly what I’d expected from someone of her position and apparent tastes—elegant, expensive, and designed to impress. The furniture was antique but impeccably maintained, the walls were lined with awards and certificates from institutions I’d never heard of, and the massive windows looked out over the entire campus with the kind of view that reminded visitors exactly how much power the occupant of this office wielded.

But what I hadn’t expected was how the space felt when it was just the two of us.

During the day, surrounded by students and faculty and the constant bustle of administrative business, Headmistress Sable was a figure of institutional authority—impressive but distant, beautiful but untouchable.

Tonight, in the soft lighting of her private office with the campus spread out below us like a glittering map of possibilities, she was something entirely different.

She’d changed out of her formal academic robes into something that was still professional but infinitely more personal—a silk blouse that showcased her magnificent figure without being inappropriate, a fitted skirt that emphasized her curves, and heels that added just enough height to make her presence even more commanding.

Her chestnut hair was loose around her shoulders instead of pinned back in its usual formal style, and the gold bands on her elegant obsidian horns caught the light in ways that made them look like jewelry rather than marks of supernatural heritage.

“Drink?” she asked, moving to a sideboard that held what looked like very expensive alcohol.

“Please.”

She poured two glasses of something that looked like whiskey but smelled like spiced amber and smoke, then settled into the chair across from mine with fluid grace.

“To academic achievement,” she said, raising her glass.

“To Night Campus,” I replied.

We drank, and the liquor was smooth and warming, with flavors that suggested ingredients that probably didn’t exist in the human world.

“So,” she said, settling back in her chair, “let’s discuss your remarkable progress.”

“Which aspect specifically?”

“All of it. Your immunity development, your bonding achievements, your impact on campus magical systems.” Her hazel eyes were warm but calculating. “Your apparent ability to generate loyalty and cooperation among people who are typically competitive and territorial.”

“I’ve been lucky in my teammates.”

“Luck has nothing to do with it. You’ve demonstrated natural leadership abilities, strategic thinking, and most importantly, the kind of ethical approach to power that’s increasingly rare in supernatural education.”

She stood up and moved to the windows, looking out over the campus with obvious pride and affection.

“Night Campus was founded on specific principles, Mr. Mercer. Consent, cooperation, the idea that supernatural abilities should be used to enhance life rather than dominate it.” She turned back to face me, and her expression was more personal than I’d ever seen it.

“What you’ve accomplished here—the bonds you’ve formed, the power you’ve developed, the way you’ve influenced others to be better versions of themselves—that’s exactly what this institution was designed to nurture.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m not finished.” She moved closer, until she was standing directly in front of my chair. “What I want to discuss is your role in the future of Night Campus. Not just as a student, but as someone who could help shape the direction of supernatural education for generations to come.”

“Shape it how?”

“Research collaboration, policy development, institutional reform.” Her voice was taking on the same smoky quality that made my pulse spike whenever she spoke in her official capacity. “The kind of position that would give you significant influence over how places like this operate.”

“That sounds like a job offer.”

“It is a job offer. A very lucrative, very prestigious job offer that would allow you to continue developing your abilities while contributing to something larger than yourself.”

I looked at her carefully, trying to read the subtext underneath the professional language.

“And what would this position require?”

“Dedication. Commitment. The kind of absolute loyalty that ensures institutional secrets remain protected.” She leaned down slightly, and I caught her scent—spiced amber, parchment, and something underneath that was purely feminine and completely intoxicating.

“The kind of loyalty that comes from personal as well as professional bonds.”

“Personal bonds?”

“The strongest possible personal bonds,” she said, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. “The kind that create permanent connections between individuals who trust each other completely.”

The implication was unmistakable. She wasn’t just offering me a job—she was offering herself.

“Headmistress,” I said carefully, “are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

“I’m suggesting that some conversations require absolute privacy.” She moved to her desk and touched something that made every window in the office go opaque. “And complete discretion.”

The room was suddenly much more intimate, lit only by the soft lamps that cast everything in warm, golden light. When she turned back to face me, her professional demeanor had been replaced by something much more personal.

“Maelia,” she said. “When we’re alone, my name is Maelia.”

“Maelia.”

“Better.” She moved back toward me, but this time her walk was different—more sensual, more deliberately arousing. “Now, let’s discuss what I really want from you.”

“Which is?”

“You.” Her hazel eyes were intense as she looked down at me. “Your loyalty, your abilities, your commitment to building something permanent and powerful.”

“And in return?”

“Everything you could possibly want. Position, power, resources, protection.” She reached out to trace one finger along my jawline. “And the personal attention of someone who’s been fascinated by you since the moment you walked into this institution.”

The touch sent electricity through my entire nervous system, amplified by the Lust Shepherd abilities until it felt like touching a live wire.

“You’ve been watching me.”

“I’ve been studying you. Your resistance to glamour, your approach to relationships, your effect on the people around you.” She moved even closer, until I could feel the heat radiating from her body. “Your apparent ability to inspire genuine devotion rather than magical compulsion.”

“And what have you concluded from your study?”

“That you’re exactly what I’ve been looking for.” Her voice was husky now, charged with something that went beyond professional interest. “Someone who can’t be controlled, who chooses their bonds freely, who generates real power through authentic connection.”

“Someone who could earn your submission rather than demanding it?”

“Someone who already has.” The admission seemed to surprise her as much as it surprised me. “Do you know what it’s like, Kade, to be the most powerful person in an institution? To have everyone around you either fear you or want something from you?”

“I’m starting to get an idea.”

“It’s lonely. Isolating. You begin to wonder if anyone will ever see you as something other than a position to be influenced or an authority to be pleased.” She knelt beside my chair, bringing us to eye level. “But then you arrived.”

“And?”

“And for the first time in decades, I found myself wanting to surrender that authority to someone who’d earned it.” Her hand moved to rest over my heart. “Someone who could make me feel like a woman instead of just an institution.”

The conversation was moving into territory that was both thrilling and terrifying. This wasn’t just the Headmistress offering me career opportunities—this was Maelia offering me herself.

“What are you asking me?”

“I’m asking if you’d be interested in bonding with me at the deepest possible level. Not as student and administrator, not as employee and supervisor, but as…” She hesitated, vulnerability showing through her controlled exterior.

“As what?”

“As partners. Equals. People who choose to build something together because they want to, not because they have to.”

I stood up, which brought us much closer together. This near, I could see the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes, could smell the spiced amber scent that seemed to follow her everywhere, could sense the barely restrained power that made her so magnetic.

“Maelia,” I said, “what exactly are you offering?”

“Everything.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “My authority, my resources, my body, my complete submission to someone strong enough to claim it.”

“And what would you need from me?”

“Loyalty. Commitment. The confidence to take control when I need you to.” Her eyes were bright with desperate need. “The strength to make me surrender everything to you and love every moment of it.”

That was all the invitation I needed.

I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her with all the desire that had been building since our first meeting. She melted into the kiss immediately, her carefully maintained control dissolving as she pressed against me with desperate hunger.

“Yes,” she breathed against my lips. “Take control. Show me what it’s like to surrender to someone I choose.”

I backed her toward her desk, my hands roaming over her body as we moved. Even through her silk blouse, I could feel the heat of her skin, the way her magnificent breasts pressed against the fabric, the tension in her muscles as she fought between control and surrender.

“Strip,” I commanded, stepping back to watch.

She obeyed immediately, her hands moving to the buttons of her blouse with trembling fingers. The sight of the most powerful woman on campus following my orders was intoxicating—not because she had to, but because she wanted to.

The blouse hit the floor first, revealing a bra that was clearly expensive and designed to showcase her massive natural E-cups to perfection. Her skin was smooth and slightly tanned, flawless and glowing with the kind of supernatural beauty that made mortal men write poetry.

The skirt followed, pooling around her ankles to reveal legs that went on forever and underwear that was pure temptation—black lace that contrasted perfectly with her golden skin and left very little to the imagination.

“Beautiful,” I said, drinking in the sight of her.

“I’m yours,” she replied, her voice thick with need. “Completely, totally yours.”

I moved closer, running my hands over her body with possessive appreciation. Her skin was silk under my palms, and she shivered at every touch like she’d been waiting forever to be handled this way.

“The glasses,” I said, noticing she was still wearing the elegant frames that were part of her professional image.

“What about them?”

“Remove them. I want to see all of you, not the Headmistress facade.”

She reached up with shaking hands and carefully removed her glasses, setting them aside on her desk. The gesture was simple, but the symbolism was unmistakable—she was shedding her authority, her professional distance, everything that separated us.

“Better,” I said, guiding her to face the polished oak desk. “Turn around.”

She did as I commanded, pressing her palms flat against the desktop and presenting her spectacular ass for my appreciation. The position was perfect—bent forward with her magnificent breasts hanging heavy, her face finally showing the vulnerable woman underneath the institutional authority.

“I’ve imagined this,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Being here with you, giving up control, letting you do whatever you want to me.”

“What do you want me to do to you?”

“Everything. Anything. Make me forget I’m supposed to be in charge.” Her hands were already working on my shirt, desperate to feel skin against skin. “Make me your woman instead of everyone else’s authority figure.”

I let her undress me while I worked on removing her remaining clothes, and soon we were both naked in the soft lighting of her private office. Her body was even more magnificent than I’d imagined—curves that belonged in classical sculptures, skin that seemed to glow with internal light, and a presence that was both powerful and surrendering simultaneously.

“You’re perfect,” I said, running my hands over the curves of her spectacular ass as she remained bent over the desk.

“I’m yours,” she corrected, pressing back against my touch. “Completely, permanently yours.”

I explored her body from this new angle, my hands roaming over her back, her sides, cupping her massive breasts as they hung heavy and perfect. When I worked my way down to tease her already wet pussy, she gasped and spread her legs wider.

“God, yes,” she moaned as I worked her with increasing intensity. “I’ve been waiting so long for this.”

“For what?”

“For someone who could make me surrender willingly. Someone strong enough that giving up control feels like gaining power instead of losing it.”

I continued to work her with my fingers while she remained bent over her polished oak desk, the position giving me complete access to every inch of her magnificent body. When I finally replaced my fingers with my tongue, she cried out and gripped the edge of the desk.

“Please,” she begged, her voice thick with need. “I need to feel you inside me.”

I stood up behind her, running my hands over her spectacular ass, squeezing the firm flesh and spreading her cheeks to admire her soaking wet pussy before positioning my throbbing cock at her entrance. She was already glistening with arousal, her pussy lips swollen and begging to be fucked, her entire body trembling with anticipation.

“Are you ready?” I asked, rubbing the head of my cock against her wet entrance.

“I’ve been ready for decades,” she gasped, looking back at me over her shoulder with molten eyes. “Please, Kade. Take me. Fuck me like the slut I am for you. Show me what it’s like to belong to someone.”

I pushed inside her slowly, both of us groaning at the sensation. She was incredibly tight, hot, and perfectly slick with arousal, her pussy gripping my cock like a silky vise. But more than the physical sensation, I could feel something else happening—a bond forming between us that was different from anything I’d experienced before.

This wasn’t just attraction or compatibility or shared magical energy. This was recognition—two people finding exactly what they’d been looking for without knowing they’d been searching.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped as I filled her completely, stretching her pussy around my thick shaft. “Your cock feels so perfect inside me!”

“Your pussy feels like home,” I replied, and was surprised by how true it felt.

I began to move with slow, deep strokes, the position allowing me to drive deeper than would have been possible any other way, my cock reaching parts of her that made her scream. She met every thrust by pressing back against me, her magnificent ass bouncing as I fucked her, the wet sounds of our coupling echoing through the office.

“Harder!” she begged, her authority completely abandoned in favor of honest need. “Show me who’s in control now! Fuck me like the desperate slut I am!”

I gave her what she wanted, gripping her hips and increasing my pace until I was pounding into her with brutal force, the antique desk creaking under the impact of our fucking. She took everything I could give her and begged for more, her professional composure shattered by waves of pleasure that left her gasping and clawing at the desktop.

“Yes! Harder! Wreck my pussy!” she screamed, throwing her hips back to meet each thrust. “I’m your slut! Your personal fucktoy!”

“I’m yours,” she cried, her voice echoing through the office as I hammered into her. “Completely, permanently yours! Use my body however you want!”

When she came, it was with an intensity that shook the entire building, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as she screamed in ecstasy. The energy discharge was visible through the windows—every ward on campus flaring bright blue, every magical system humming with sympathetic resonance.

And when I followed her over the edge, driving deep and filling her with thick spurts of hot cum while she milked every drop from my cock, screaming for me to breed her, the bond that snapped into place between us was strong enough to be felt across the entire campus.

“Take all my cum!” I roared, pumping her full as she convulsed beneath me. “Every fucking drop!”

[System: Bond +250 — Maelia Sable]

[System: Current Bond Level: 750 (Love)]

[System: MAJOR THRESHOLD ACHIEVED]

[System: Campus authority matrix: FUNDAMENTAL SHIFT]

[System: Administrative restrictions: PERMANENTLY LIFTED]

“Holy shit,” I breathed, staring at the system notifications while still buried deep inside the woman who ran the entire institution.

“Language, Mr. Mercer,” she said automatically, but she was smiling with complete satisfaction. “Though I suppose the circumstances are… exceptional.”

“How do you feel?”

“Complete. Like I finally found someone worthy of everything I have to give.” She looked up at me with eyes that were soft and vulnerable in ways I suspected very few people ever saw. “Like I can finally stop being the Headmistress and just be Maelia.”

“And what does Maelia want?”

“Maelia wants to be thoroughly claimed by her chosen partner,” she said with a wicked smile. “Repeatedly. Enthusiastically. In ways that make it very clear who’s in charge of this relationship.”

“I think that can be arranged.”

“Good. But first…” She sat up, her massive breasts swaying with the movement in ways that made it hard to think about anything else. “There’s something we need to discuss.”

“Administrative business?”

“Family business. The ritual last night with Tamsin, the bonds you’ve formed with Roxy and Elowen, the permanent connections that now link all of us together.” Her expression grew serious. “Kade, what we just shared wasn’t just personal intimacy. It was a magical working that’s created permanent changes in the campus power structure.”

“Changes how?”

“You’re now bonded at the Love level with someone who has ultimate authority over institutional policy. That makes you, effectively, untouchable by normal administrative processes.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s powerful. And power brings responsibilities.” She stood up, magnificently naked and utterly comfortable with her nudity, and moved to a secure cabinet that required both magical and physical keys to open.

Inside were documents that looked considerably more serious than anything I’d seen before.

“These are the real challenges facing Night Campus,” she said, spreading papers across her desk. “Funding pressures, political interference, competing institutions that want to see us fail.”

“And my role in addressing those challenges?”

“Would be significant. Your abilities, your bonds, your demonstrated success at generating magical energy and inspiring loyalty—all of those could be essential tools for ensuring the institution’s continued independence.”

“In exchange for?”

“In exchange for everything you could want. Resources, protection, academic opportunities, and…” She looked at me with an expression that was pure temptation. “Complete access to the personal attention of everyone in your bonding network.”

“Everyone?”

“Roxy, Elowen, Tamsin, and myself. A family bound together by choice, magic, and mutual commitment to building something extraordinary.” She moved back toward me, her curves hypnotic in the soft lighting. “All of us dedicated to supporting your success and sharing in whatever we create together.”

The offer was incredible—everything I’d never dared to hope for, wrapped up in terms that made it sound both realistic and almost too good to be true.

“There’s a catch,” I said.

“There’s always a catch.” Her smile was knowing. “In this case, the catch is that accepting means committing completely. No half-measures, no keeping your options open, no backing out when things get complicated.”

“And if I say yes?”

“Then we formalize the bonds, integrate the political arrangements, and begin building the kind of supernatural family that legends are made of.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then you continue your education as a normal student, graduate with honors, and go on to live whatever kind of life you choose.” Her expression grew sad. “But you lose the opportunity to be part of something truly extraordinary.”

I looked at her—naked, vulnerable, offering me everything she had—and realized that this wasn’t really a choice at all.

Everything I’d experienced at Night Campus, every relationship I’d built, every advancement I’d achieved, had been leading to this moment.

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes?”

“Yes, I want everything you’re offering. The position, the family, the permanent bonds.” I stood up and moved toward her. “All of it.”

“Even knowing that it means giving up the normal human life you might have had?”

“Especially knowing that.” I pulled her into my arms, and she melted against me with a sigh of relief and satisfaction. “Normal was never going to be enough.”

What followed was the most intense celebration of commitment I could have imagined. Not just the physical pleasure—though that was incredible—but the sense of finally finding exactly where I belonged and who I belonged with.

But we weren’t finished yet.

“There’s one more thing,” Maelia said as we cleaned up and prepared to leave her office. “A group ritual to formalize all the bonds and complete the ward stabilization process.”

“Group ritual?”

“All of us together. Roxy, Elowen, Tamsin, you, and me. A working designed to integrate our individual connections into a unified family bond.” Her smile was pure anticipation. “The kind of magical event that establishes permanent changes to institutional structure.”

“When?”

“Now. Tonight. Before anyone has a chance to interfere or complicate what we’ve built.”



The Night House private Pact Chamber had been transformed for the occasion. The usual clinical atmosphere had been replaced with something that felt more like a temple than a laboratory—soft lighting, ceremonial decorations, and an energy density that made every breath feel charged with possibility.

Roxy, Elowen, and Tamsin were already present, all of them wearing the kind of formal robes that suggested this was indeed a sacred occasion. But when I entered with Maelia, the atmosphere shifted to something even more intense.

“Final ritual,” Roxy announced, her magenta eyes bright with excitement. “All bonds, all connections, all energy patterns integrated into a single working.”

“The theoretical implications are staggering,” Elowen added, consulting her ever-present research materials. “If successful, we’ll have created the most powerful supernatural family bond in recorded history.”

“And the practical implications?” I asked.

“Permanent protection, enhanced abilities, shared magical resources, and absolute commitment from everyone involved,” Tamsin said, her voice carrying the satisfaction of someone whose deepest desires were about to be fulfilled. “Plus legal immunity from almost any form of institutional interference.”

“Then let’s begin,” Maelia said, moving to the center of the chamber’s primary ritual circle.

What followed was the most intense magical and physical experience of my life.

The group ritual was choreographed with careful precision, each woman taking their turn to demonstrate their commitment while the others provided support and energy. But underneath the formal structure was genuine passion—not just sexual, but emotional, spiritual, the kind of connection that creates permanent changes in everyone involved.

I lay back on the ritual chamber’s comfortable seating, and immediately found myself surrounded by four of the most beautiful women on campus, all of them naked and focused entirely on my pleasure and our shared magical working.

Roxy moved first, her exhibition nature making her the natural choice to initiate the working. She straddled my face with practiced grace, her electric-violet hair falling like a curtain around us as she settled her wet pussy against my mouth, her juices already dripping onto my chin.

“Start with me,” she breathed, grinding her clit against my tongue while the others watched. “Make me come while they get ready to worship your cock.”

I worked her with enthusiastic precision, burying my tongue deep in her soaking pussy, tasting her familiar sweetness while my hands gripped her thighs. Meanwhile, Elowen positioned herself to take my rock-hard cock in her mouth, her analytical approach making every movement deliberate and perfectly calculated as she deep-throated me.

“The energy patterns are remarkable,” she said between choking herself on my cock, her dark eyes bright with intellectual fascination even as she worshipped my shaft like a devoted slut. “Each orgasm amplifies the overall magical resonance. Your cock tastes incredible.”

When Roxy came with a scream of satisfaction, flooding my mouth with her sweet juices, Tamsin smoothly guided the still-trembling Maelia into position above my cock while Elowen moved to straddle my chest, grinding her wet pussy against my skin.

“My turn to take this cock,” Maelia moaned, sinking down onto my thick shaft with a groan of pure pleasure, her massive tits bouncing as she impaled herself completely. “Fill me up, Kade. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

The sight of the Headmistress riding me like a wanton slut while Elowen ground her pussy against my chest and Roxy recovered from her climax was almost too much to process. Four spectacular women, all naked and desperate, all focused on shared pleasure, all contributing to a magical working that was making the entire chamber hum with power.

“Now watch this,” Tamsin said, her voice thick with arousal as she coordinated the finale, her own pussy dripping with need. “Perfect relay choreography. We’re going to milk every drop from his cock.”

Maelia rode me with wild abandon, her enormous tits bouncing hypnotically as she fucked herself on my cock, moaning like a whore as she used me for her pleasure.

“Fuck yes!” she screamed, throwing her head back as she bounced on my shaft. “Your cock is so fucking good! I’m going to cum all over it!”

When I finally came, it was with Maelia still riding me frantically, her massive breasts bouncing as she worked to milk every drop from my cock, screaming as I pumped her full of cum. But as soon as I finished filling her pussy, Tamsin smoothly guided her off me and positioned Roxy to straddle my face while Maelia squatted above Roxy’s mouth.

“Don’t waste any,” Tamsin commanded, helping Maelia position herself so the electric-violet haired succubus could lick my cum from the Headmistress’s dripping pussy. “Share every drop of his seed.”

The relay continued with Elowen taking my still-hard cock in her mouth to clean me thoroughly, sucking and slurping on my shaft while Tamsin positioned herself above me so I could eat her pussy. Soon all four women were connected in a chain of pleasure, sharing my cum between them through passionate, cum-swapping kisses and eager tongues.

“Perfect,” Maelia gasped, my cum dripping from her lips as she kissed Elowen deeply, sharing my seed between their mouths. “Let’s make sure we taste every drop.”

They continued the relay until every drop had been shared between all of them—cum dripping from their lips as they kissed passionately, their hands roaming over each other’s naked bodies, all of them tasting my seed, all of them glowing with satisfaction and the magical energy we’d generated together.

When they finally collapsed in a tangle of wings and tails around me, all of us breathing hard and covered in a mixture of sweat, pussy juice, and my cum, the chamber was humming with more magical power than I’d ever experienced.

By the time we were all satisfied, the chamber was humming with so much power that the ward circles were glowing like miniature suns, and every magical system on campus was operating at peak efficiency.

[System: Group Victory Ritual Complete]

[System: All bonds integrated into unified network]

[System: Sigil Sparks: 50/50 — WARD STABILIZATION ACHIEVED]

[System: House Rank: F → E → D]

[System: Campus magical infrastructure: PERMANENTLY ENHANCED]

[System: Family status: ESTABLISHED]

“It’s done,” Maelia said, curling against my side with the satisfaction of someone who’d finally gotten everything she wanted. “We’re bonded, the wards are stable, and Night Campus is more powerful than it’s been in generations.”

“And tomorrow?” I asked.

“Tomorrow we face whatever challenges come next,” Roxy said from her position draped across my other side. “Together.”

“Together,” Elowen agreed, making notes even while participating in the group aftercare.

“Together,” Tamsin confirmed, her hand resting protectively over her stomach.

As dawn approached and we gradually separated to return to our respective rooms, I realized that everything had changed once again. But this time, the changes felt permanent, final, like we’d built something that could weather whatever storms were coming.

The bonds between us pulsed warm and constant, strengthened by shared ritual and mutual commitment. Tomorrow would bring new challenges—the rival incubus, administrative complications, the responsibilities that came with power.

But tonight, I was surrounded by four of the most incredible women I’d ever met, all of whom had chosen to bind their lives to mine permanently.

And that felt like victory in every sense that mattered.

If no one can bend me, I’ll choose who I kneel with and who kneels with me.
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