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What many humans and other short-lived races tend to forget, is that their ‘histories’ are merely 

memories for those of my kind. The elder races of the world still remember much of what has been lost to 

time and temper of the lesser races. A tyrant king rewrites history over here, a fire wipes out books of 

rare knowledge there, and soon the words and deeds of eons passed are forgotten. For some things, that 

is probably for the best. Indeed, I sometimes wish I could forget the horrors of wars and disasters I have 

lived through. Yet, for some things the forgetting is harmful, and for still others merely tragic. One of the 

latter, so far as I personally think, is the forgotten Origins of the Gift of Isorin. What mortals now call, 

The Dungeon of Lewdity… 

-Iyellia Riverwind  

(Excerpt from The Book of Lost Wonders) 

 

Isorin couldn’t get the image out of his head.  

He’d tried. Of course he had. He’d thrown himself into his research, completing several long-

standing projects with remarkable speed. He’d reconnected with old friends, actually gone out for drinks 

at the pub despite that not being his scene at all, and generally tried to forget what he’d witnessed, just 

under two months ago now.  

He tried to forget watching, spellbound by the sight rather than any magic, as his mentor at the 

College of Allund was roughly stripped, bound in the most lewd of fashions, and then thoroughly fucked 

senseless…by her own magic. The spells themselves had been beautiful works of complex magic, 

showing the amazing talents of his mentor with every smoothly animated grope and thrust, but that had 

been noticed only peripherally, accidentally almost. The sight that had enraptured him, kept his feet 

glued to the doorway and his eyes riveted to the sight beyond the cracked-open door…that had been 

the heaving breasts, trembling thighs, and wantonly lewd moans and mewls coming from the beautiful 

professor.  

He’d known she was gorgeous, of course. No one with eyes could miss the obvious. Professor 

Alyndra Brassard was a half-elf that had won every genetic lottery before she was even born, possessing 

the nearly-ethereal beauty and grace of the elves combined with full breasts and hips of a size no elven 

woman would ever have without the aid of magic. No one in their right mind would have denied her 

attractiveness… But that beauty was typically offset by a cool control that made thoughts of her body 

something for naughty little boys to whisper about in the dark, not the defining trait of a brilliant 

magical researcher.  

But in that moment, that private moment where she’d thought herself alone, that cool control 

had been utterly absent. In place of the calm, controlled magical researcher Isorin knew, had been a 

fiery, passionate nymphomaniac that didn’t just like it rough, but liked it every way she could get it, as 

many times as a lover could give it to her. A woman who must have spent an ungodly amount of time 

and magical energy to create an artificial lover that could go until her body gave out…and keep going 



after, even as she begged it deliriously for more. A woman who had, when her mouth hadn’t been busy, 

shouted things in passion he was sure would have shocked even the most…experienced…of companions 

that worked the brothels, bars, and docks.  

Isorin hadn’t meant to stumble on something like that. It hadn’t been his intention to violate his 

mentor’s privacy. He’d merely stayed late in their shared laboratory space, quietly working on 

something in his testing chamber, and then decided to say goodnight to the Professor when he’d seen a 

light on in her own study as he was leaving. Even so, even knowing that he probably should have left the 

moment he realized what was going on, Isorin wasn’t exactly ashamed that he’d masturbated to the 

memory, repeatedly, after it happened. Hell, he wasn’t even ashamed that he wanted to see it again, to 

see her like that again. What he was ashamed of was the degree to which it was affecting his every 

thought about his mentor.  

Alyndra Brassard had gone out on a limb to bring an insanely young and, frankly, inexperienced 

mage into the college as a personal apprentice. A college whose students were either prodigies with 

more magic in their pinky finger than Isorin was every likely to have in his entire self…or else were those 

whose wealth and family power had let them receive the very best magical education practically from 

the cradle. A college whose staff were almost invariably either human archmagi or millennia old 

practitioners from one of the elder races. A college renowned across the entire content for exclusivity 

and general excellence… 

Isorin hadn’t been born to riches and he was no prodigy. He hadn’t done his first bit of magic 

until he was eleven, had barely scraped together enough money for basic lessons on combat magic so 

he could become an adventurer…and who hadn’t lasted long in that profession. Any boyhood dreams of 

flinging fireballs at monsters had vanished like a puff of smoke within a few short months of making a go 

at that job. While he’d discovered, much to his own shock, that he didn’t lack for courage or combat 

reflexes…he’d had also discovered that he didn’t have the temperament for violence. The third time his 

party, all friends of his growing up, had nearly died because he was too soft-hearted to kill a monster or 

bandit…  

Well, it had been a mutual decision for him to retire from his attempt at being something that 

clearly didn’t suit him… 

Thankfully, it hadn’t ruined his relationships with those old friends. Far from it, in fact, with the 

group actively helping him set up shop as a Runesmith. For in all three of those times where they almost 

died…it had been the clever application of his limited rune knowledge to weapons, armor, and even trap 

supplies, that had saved them. Isorin wasn’t a genius…but he was an extraordinary good lateral thinker. 

As his then-girlfriend, a paladin of some promise, had put it…Isorin didn’t so much think outside the box 

as he was utterly unaware that there was a box to think inside at all. That, in fact, if the box was 

anywhere near Isorin, it was only because he’d been using it as something to absentmindedly sit on 

while he thought crazy thoughts. Tara had also been exasperated that he’d thanked her for the 

compliment, and proceeded to bruise his arm with a ‘playful’ smack and blame him for her ability to 

even come up with the weird analogy.  



He’d done well for himself after opening a small Runesmithing business, his friends being among 

his first and best customers. They, insisting on paying for his work even then, had also cheerfully sent 

dozens of other adventurers his way. Virtually all had left satisfied and many had been impressed 

enough to become regulars of his small shop. As his profits had grown, he’d managed to acquire more 

books on magic, most of them basic but still new to him, and his work had only gained more clients as a 

result of the improvements that allowed him to make. 

Clients which, as it happened, eventually grew to include a few minor nobles that discovered his 

security arrays were better than anything the best and most famous Warding Houses were able to 

make. At least in thief detection, fire prevention, and other such things. If not in raw protective power, 

though even there his Rune based arrays held up well against far more expensive options. It was one of 

those arrays, and one of the older ones at that, that had led to the coolly beautiful Alyndra Brassard 

walking through his humble shop-door, excitedly quizzing him about his ideas… And then all-but-

dragging him out of his store the same day, set on making him her personal apprentice at the College of 

Allund. 

Given he’d had barely even the basics of knowledge for his own field, let alone general magic, 

and was almost 22 years old at the time…Professor Brassard had faced a ton of flak for her choice. Not 

that it had phased her. She’d merely stared down her doubters…and spent hundreds of hours of her 

personal time giving him a crash course in the basics of general magic. The sort of stuff most of the 

students probably learned before they hit puberty. Despite the derogatory names, the doubts cast on 

him and her, the accusations that there was something improper going on…despite all of that and more, 

she’d never once wavered. Not even when he had feared he might endanger her own position and 

offered to leave. She’d simply looked at him like he was one of her stupider students trying to convince 

her an eldritch horror had eaten their homework, then kept right on with the lesson she’s been teaching 

him about basic evocation. 

Then had come the day that one of Isorin’s works, a divining rod that could point someone to 

whatever they most desired for a bare token cost of magic, had left the entire staff in a breathless panic. 

It had been a fulfilling moment for both him and his mentor. It having been one of the few times 

he’d seen her calm reserve crack completely as she’d laughed long, loud, and in quite a few of their 

faces. She hadn’t needed their acknowledgment of his value, having long since sworn that the insights 

he’d given to her own work processes were worth far more than the basic education she was giving him 

in turn, but it hadn’t been unwelcome either. Nor had the many expressions of shock as he’d presented 

several other, lesser but still groundbreaking, projects on the same day. 

Of course, something like the divining rod was much too dangerous to actually exist, and it had 

been sealed immediately in the College’s deep vaults. Which was fair, really, since they didn’t know that 

he’d put some safety features of his own into it and failed to tell anyone what they were. Nor did they 

know that he’d made two and the other was carefully resting in the hands of the paladin order his once-

girlfriend was now a ranking member of. Their panic had been amusing, however…and not a single 

member of the staff had ever question Professor Brassard taking him as an apprentice again.  



Which wasn’t to say that many of them didn’t still disprove of the 27-year-old apprentice who 

still had less understanding of magic than many of their youngest students. A few of them, maybe even 

as many as half by this time, had accepted that the unique way he used what he did know was an asset 

to the college…and even to the often-rigid thought processes of the students they accepted. The others 

would probably never like the ‘peasant mage apprentice.’ Which was, frankly, fine. He didn’t really like 

them either.  

… 

… 

… 

All of which meant that he felt horribly guilty that he couldn’t stop undressing his mentor with 

his eyes whenever she wasn’t looking, imagining her bound and helpless as he had his way with her. 

Even doing some of the obscene (and possibly anatomically impossible) things she’d cried out for to her! 

It felt like he was doing her a disservice after all she’d done for him…and he knew she was starting to 

notice something was odd, even beyond his sudden change in habits. Unfortunately, at this point he’d 

run out of hope that the feelings his accidental peeping had stirred up would fade away. His sudden 

view of Profess-… 

No, his sudden view of Alyndra.  

His sudden view of Alyndra as a woman as well as a mentor figure had opened his eyes to other 

feelings. Yes, his baser urges had been stirred up. He absolutely wanted to bend her over a table, shove 

her own dripping panties into her mouth as a gag, and then screw her so hard she couldn’t walk straight 

for a month. But…that wasn’t the whole of it. He’s realized, as he struggled, that his affection for her 

had grown far deeper than just that of an apprentice and mentor. It had snuck up on him without 

warning, been so gradual than it had felt natural. He couldn’t claim he was in love with her. Not yet and 

possibly not ever. He wasn’t a child any longer and his youthful relationships had taught him the 

difference between the many types of love. But…the only one he’d ever had feelings even half so deep 

for had been Tara, who’d he very nearly married. So no, he wasn’t in love just yet…but he could easily 

see it happening. And, just to finish off any hope of anything ever being the same, his voyeurism had 

also served to trigger a tidal wave of ideas for using magic in ways that were…not for the battlefield. It 

hadn’t helped, of course, that even in his enthralled daze, he’d instinctively recognized variations of at 

least three of his own rune arrays in use during that little show… 

No. Things were never going to be the same. Which meant that his new goal had to be making 

them better then they were, rather than allowing his newly opened eyes to poison what they’d already 

had between them. A tall order…but he knew where to start. More or less. Sort of. Not really? Okay! So 

he knew what he needed to do but was utterly stumped by how to take the first few steps, alright? Give 

him a break here! He’s a half-assed peasant mage who’s never been all that good with people, not a 

charismatic rogue who removed panties with smiles and sticky fingers… 



Wait. That was totally it. He could. No, he couldn’t, could he? Spell creation wasn’t really his 

thing…but what if…and... Isorin shot straight up in his chair in the back of the bar, completely forgetting 

the third beer he’d been reaching for. It could work! It was the perfect way to test the waters without 

her being able to trace it back to him. 

Grinning like a loon, he threw a few silver onto the table to cover his tab and all-but sprinted out 

of the bar. He had a spell to craft…and probably a few books to read. He’d never crafted a spell before, 

after all… 

---- 

Alyndra tried not to let her anticipation show, even as she kept her magical senses spread out to 

the maximum. The anticipation had nothing to do with the lecture she was giving to an auditorium full 

of the College’s most promising students. Normally, it wouldn’t even be a duty she enjoyed. Most of 

these ‘promising students’ were noble brats. Great at rote magic, well on track to become archmagi who 

could cast all sorts of powerful and impressive spells…that other people had developed for them. Of the 

two hundred students attending this lecture, maybe three had it in them to be anything more than that. 

Those three had the true seeds of greatness in them and teaching them was a privilege…but teaching 

the rest was simply something she had to do to stay employed at the college. Not exactly something she 

was thrilled to do, normally. Particularly as, with large groups such as this, she was forced to teach down 

to the lowest common denominator. Dumbing her lectures down grated on her soul. Normally… 

But today was different. Just as the last two weeks had been. 

It had all started last Monday, with her first small class of the day. Halfway through a small 

demonstration of the practical application of Prelenor’s Law, she’s had to stop and blink in shock as she 

felt her panties disappear. There had been no warning, no magic cast in her direction that she could tell, 

and it had taken a little bit of subtly wiggling as she took up her lecture again to even be sure she wasn’t 

crazy.  

She hadn’t been, of course. Someone had, somehow, vanished or teleported her panties off of 

her, right through her clothes and without her innate magical resistance and numerous protective 

enchantments impeding the action at all. That first time, she’d been stuck between the primal fear of 

someone managing to bypass all her defenses that way, and primal arousal at what that bypassing had 

been used for. There she was, teaching students…with no panties on. Panties that had been 

unexpectedly and forcefully taken from her…which ticked several of her sexual fantasy boxes all at once.  

Horny as she’d been by the end of her demonstration, she’d let the class go early and forced 

herself to carefully examine the room for clues. Only to find…exactly nothing. There was no hint at all of 

how it had been done. With no clues to go on, she’d let her arousal take control, locking herself in her 

office for an hour, using a few spells and her own trusty fingers to relieve the ache the occurrence had 

set throbbing away in her core.  



That had been elven days ago…and she’d lost her panties to the mischief-maker nine additional 

times since then. Always somewhere public. Rarely with any of the same people around. And the only 

clue she had so far was that whoever was doing it was, in fact, using some form of teleportation. After 

all, when she’d given in to the temptation to play with whoever it was and worn some of her sexier 

lingerie…it had been returned to her own home with a note saying it would be a shame for it never to 

grace he body again. The whole thing was maddening…and incredibly hot. So much so that she’d 

actually drained the magic right out of most of her toys trying to satisfy the urges the situation caused in 

her. 

Which was why she was anticipating this particular lecture. If whoever was doing this could pull 

it off with so many witches and wizards in attendance…well, it would assuage her own frustration at 

being unable to figure out how they’d been doing it. And, of course, the thought of so many eyes on her 

when her panties suddenly disappeared…she tried not to shiver as the thought once again caused her 

pussy to react, leaking just a little more juice onto the panties she’d chosen for today. The panties that 

were all she had on under a short skirt…and they carried a little message for her playful assailant. More 

of a challenge…really. She still wasn’t sure it was a good idea…but she was too horny to care. 

---- 

Isorin stared at the panties he’d just pulled from his pocket, mind screeching to a halt. Getting 

them in the first place had actually been easier than any other day so far…since it was the first time he’d 

been physically present to trigger the matrix of spells he’d used. The sheer number of magic users 

around should have made it harder…except that the magic he was using actually piggy-backed on the 

interaction between the fields of various magic users, hiding the tiny, tiny amounts of energy it needed 

in the instinctively-ignored colliding of those fields.  

At a place like the college, there were so many magi of various types around that no one had a 

prayer of noticing a tiny uptick in the power of that field-collision…and he’d always been good at making 

spell matrices use a minimum of power. Of course, in this case, the cost of the spell itself was actually 

pretty significant…but most of the power came from slowly siphoning the target’s own magic, in the 

form of the sparks of lost energy from those constant collisions. A sorceress of Professor Brassard’s 

power would never even notice the drop in the bucket of power being lost. Nor would she have any 

realistic chance of noticing the spell’s slow build and activation. Not when it was her own power being 

used on herself and that power was gathered over the course of an hour or more. 

None of which really mattered to him at the moment, no matter how proud he’d been of his 

first serious foray into spell crafting. No, what was currently bringing all other thought processes to a 

halt were the panties in his hand. It was easily the most naughty pair yet, crotchless and barely 

containing enough cloth to count as clothing at all. But that, too, wasn’t the issue. No, the note that had 

magically appeared when he ran a thumb over the soaked piece of fabric. That was the issue. It was a 

tiny thing and Isorin had no idea how it had been concealed. It held only seven words… 

Is that the best you can do? 



Isorin smiled. He had his answer. At least in part. Now…he had work to do. 

--- 

End of Part 1 

Chapter 2 

It had taken Isorin a few days to finish tweaking the spells he’d been using, to fit his new needs. 

If he hadn’t already half-planned for the escalation, it would have taken much longer. As it was, he only 

had to wrap up a few final issues that he hadn’t resolve yet. Over those three days, he’d watched the 

Professor get more and more upset and disappointed looking, making him all the more determined to 

get the spell right. He only hoped that her disappointment was from his failure to immediately follow 

through, rather than her having second thoughts… 

Whatever the truth was, he supposed he’d find out today. Unlike last time, where he’d been 

willing to be absent for the first few spell-triggerings in order to properly distance himself from the idea 

it could be him, this time he considered it worth the risk to be there in person when the spell trap went 

off. After all, her reaction would hopefully warn him if she was leaning more toward having second 

thoughts. That…and admitted to himself that he really wanted to see the expressions she made when 

she realized what his escalation consisted of. Despite her self-control, he suspected he’d see something 

good…which is why he had timed the first use of the new spell for an advanced class he was helping her 

with. As the spell activated for the first time, he made sure he had a good view of Alyndra… 

---- 

Alyndra twitched mid-step as the panties she was wearing rubbed oddly across her mons, 

almost like a caress. They were a less risqué pair today, as she had become more and more certain that 

she’d scared the witch or warlock that had been messing with her away. She was crushingly 

disappointed at the lack of follow up, having hope for…something. She wasn’t even sure what, exactly. 

Perhaps fulfillment of some of her wilder fantasies…though as the excitement had cooled she had 

needed to face the reality that the ‘attack’ may have not been made it good fun. If it had, after all, why 

had the game not continued? Perhaps it was better that she had scared the fellow, whoever it had been, 

off.  

Another odd twitch of her undergarments wrenched her thoughts off the same spiral they’d 

traveled for the last two days. The first might have been just an odd shift as she moved…but now she 

was standing still, looking over a student’s shoulder as the young woman cast the spell that was today’s 

assignment. Her panties shifted a third time, this time blatantly caressing her folds, in a way that no 

mere cloth should be able to do. Her eyes widened and she bit off a surprised moan at the unique 

sensation. It was almost as if the cloth had become the word’s gentlest, softest hand, and begun to cup 

her sex.  

Suspecting the magic, it had to be a magic, was only going to keep building in effect, she quickly 

glanced at the spell her student was casting, made a quick positive comment despite its sloppiness, and 



casually moved away, back toward her desk. The moment she began moving, the gentle caressing of her 

rapidly-moistening pussy escalated, nearly forcing a moan out of her as a point of cloth hardened just 

over her clitoris hood, only for that point to shift like a fingernail tracing down her outer lips. Three steps 

later, almost to her desk, she actually did moan lowly as the cloth shifted radically and thrust inward, 

piercing outer and inner lips in a single instant, like a thick finger thrust roughly. 

Trying not to pant, she looked around wildly, half hoping no-one had heard and half-hoping 

everyone had. The sane part of her sighed in relief as she realized her Apprentice, Isorin, had taken her 

abrupt departure from the teaching-floor as a sign he should take over. A few eyes were still looking 

curiously her way…and she tried desperately to suppress the thrill flaring deep inside her sense of self at 

being watched while her own panties had their way with her. She almost whimpered as the panties 

withdrew their finger-like tendril after only two additional thrusts…only to wobble on her feet, grasping 

her desk for support, as they did something that caused her clit to send energetic spikes of pleasure 

rushing through her body. She wasn’t even sure what they were doing! The cloth was barely brushing 

her clit! 

Desperate for something to focus on so she didn’t scream out a climax right there at her desk, 

she tried to cast her mind to the magic, to see what was happening. The response she got was 

psychedelic, the result of her own body and brain chemistry fucking with her control, and all she could 

tell was that there were pulses of magic somehow rushing through her clit. But…how? Her body should 

reject any…oh that fucking clever bastard! Whoever had made these spells was tapping micro-amounts 

of her own magic! Which her body wouldn’t reject! That must be how he got it to… 

Alyndra turned away from the students and clapped a hand over her mouth as she lost control, 

her body having continued to ramp up the pleasure even as she tried to distract herself. Her moan as 

she came, hard and almost-unexpectedly, was muffled by her hand. She had no idea how audible it had 

been despite that and, at the moment, as she came down from one of the quickest and strongest 

climaxes of her long-life, she didn’t care… 

---- 

Isorin tried not to grin like an idiot as his well-timed distraction, in the form of deliberately 

causing one of the sloppier student’s spells to explode a little, pulled attention away from the Professor 

just as she lost it. The beautiful half-elf had spun away and almost collapsed, moaning into her hand. It 

would have been audible to far more than just him if he hadn’t timed that little explosion just right. As it 

was…well, she got one free pass. After today, she’d have to figure out how to control herself better or 

she’d get caught. Assuming, of course, that she didn’t put a stop to what was going on…but he somehow 

didn’t think she was going to do that. Not with how much excitement had been shining in her eyes… 

For now, he let her recover. The spell was designed to end when she climaxed…and not a 

moment before. Which meant, of course, that the rest of her week was going to be interesting. The 

better the Professor got at controlling her climax, so that she didn’t get caught, the longer she would be 

teased for. And, just for good measure, he’d managed to add a fillip to the spell that would make the 

stimulation stop cold the moment she left the presence of other magical auras. In other words, if she 



tried to gain privacy in order to cum…the stimulation would simply stop until she went back among 

other people. Since the panties also wouldn’t count any climax that she gave herself when ‘stopped’ like 

that, she couldn’t even trick the spell into stopping early. Of course, she could always take them off…but 

he doubted she’d do that…to his eyes, she was clearly enjoying the experience. 

Chapter 3 

Professor Alyndra Brassard was extremely curious. She was also horny, remarkably satisfied 

about that fact, and delighted in the twists her life had taken this past month. Despite that fact, and 

despite the fact that the anonymity of whoever was toying with her was part of the fun, she was simply 

too curious not to try and sort out who was doing it. She’d fought with herself over that curiosity, ever 

since she realized the key trick of how they had accomplished what they were. She was among the best 

in her field, among the best in several magic fields, for that matter. Which meant that she’d been almost 

certain she could crack who was doing this the moment she’d figured out that critical bit of information. 

Part of her, however, was afraid of the answers. Afraid that she’d either find the culprit less than 

wholesome, a stalker with dangerous issues….or even that she’d simply ruin the thrill of it, if she knew 

who it was. And so, for just over a week, she’d managed to suppress her natural inclination toward 

curiosity… 

Unfortunately, it was a part of her nature, and eventually she couldn’t help herself. She’d finally 

lost her internal war on the subject when she’d admitted that it was probably better to know. That, if it 

was someone dangerous, they might target her students instead of just her. Hopefully, if the culprit 

wasn’t unseemly in some manner, she could keep the proverbial and literal magic alive by letting her 

knowledge slip along with another challenge to up their game. 

Either way. Two days after making the decision, she was both immensely impressed…and had a 

plan. Whoever had crafted the spell trap was clever. Rough around the edges, certainly, but very clever. 

They’d managed to hide any magical signature of their own by the simple expedient of using all the 

initial mana for the spell up, attaching the looping power matrix to the target’s own magical aura. Since 

the spell trap itself was magically very weak, and wasn’t always planted in the same place, this meant 

that it should have been impossible the trace the spell. Unfortunately for whoever the original spell-

crafter was…Alyandra was extremely good. It had taken her only a few hours to craft a ward that would 

record all magical signatures that touched her own, then filter out any that did so with above a certain 

power or came from known sources. The first day of using the spell had let her farther refine the filter, 

and she smiled as she felt her panties once more come alive during the middle of class. Even as the war 

of wills between her and the spell began again, much to her enjoyment, another part of her took 

pleasure in the satisfaction of knowing she’d have the identity of her…paramour? The confused thought 

about just what the person would be to her was subsumed moments later as the panty’s attack began in 

earnest… 

--- 

Alyndra stared at the spell matrix in front of her, stunned. Was this a trick? A frame job of 

whoever had designed the spell? Her apprentice was brilliant, sure, but that was in the area of runes 



and runesmithing. He was fiendishly good with them and only getting better at using then for 

enchantments and such, but he’d never had more than basic background in spell crafting. She should 

know, being the one that gave him most of that background since taking him on as an apprentice. He 

shouldn’t have a clue how to make something as sophisticated as the spell-trap had been. 

Yet… 

Yet…at the same time it actually fit. Isorin was far more intelligent than most, even he himself, 

gave him credit for.  No, he wasn’t a prodigy with magic. Not even with runes. His unique advantage was 

his extreme gift for lateral thinking, not raw talent. Non-linear, non-traditional problem solving came so 

easily to him that he never even realized how unusual it was. He was blind to the fact that he was, in his 

own way, a genius. And…and what she was looking at in the spell-matrix she’d mapped, had exactly that 

sort of thought pattern behind it. She hadn’t recognized it at first, simply because she wasn’t actually 

sure anyone had ever actually done what this spell did before. And that, that sort of accidental 

excellence, was exactly what had caused her to drag him to the college, now wasn’t it? 

Alyandra let the spells, both her own and the copy of the original spell trap she captured, fade. 

She leaned back in the chair of her private office, mind whirling as she tried to sort out all the 

implications. The more points her mind tallied, from the relative crudeness of the actual spell crafting to 

the deft touch of its power calculations despite that, the more certain she became that it was Isorin’s 

work. No one else in the entire college fit the profile the way he did, now that she was considering it 

seriously.  

She frowned as she finally accepted the conclusion. This…wasn’t exactly a bad result, she 

supposed. Isorin certainly wasn’t harmful and certainly was attractive. She even liked him, considered 

him a good friend and colleague. And, apparently, one with a kinky enough mind to really appeal to her 

on a more…intimate…level. Really, the only issue from the perspective of her having fun was that he was 

technically her student. But even that wasn’t the issue it would be with any of the college’s students. 

Isorin had been an adult before she’d ever taken him on as an apprentice, and thus their relationship 

was far from the normal teacher/student affair that would be frowned upon. A few of the college’s 

more prudish souls might take issue with it, if a relationship between them came to light, but most 

would just shrug and consider it no big deal, particularly considering that he’d earned acknowledgement 

as a serious mage from most of them entirely on his own merits… 

With a small grin, she leaned forward again, reached for a self-inking quill, and began sketching 

out the spell that would make up her response to Isorin. His work had been excellent, for an amateur, 

but with a few tweaks… 

--- 

Isorin stared at the damp pair of panties in his hand. To still be damp, hours after they had 

mysteriously appeared in his pocket, meant they had to have been positively drenched to start with. He 

knew, of course, who the lacy pair of underthings had to belong to. But…his spell no longer had a panty 

teleporting component. Which meant that someone else, most likely the Professor itself, had managed 



to send them to him. Trepidation filled him as he repeated the motion that had caused the note to 

appear the first time this happend…and anxiety filled him as a larger note appears in his hand the 

moment he did. He gulped, took a long pull of the whiskey he’d prepared for courage, and flicked open 

the letter. 

My Dear Apprentice,  

I’m impressed. Quite a bit, actually. Though, obviously, once I realized the trick, it didn’t take me 

long to track it back to you. I almost didn’t believe it, until I realized that the spell crafting style is, like 

your rune work, simply too original for someone to forge. Never fear, however. I’ve quite enjoyed our 

little game. In fact…I’ve included a reward, personally prepared and animation mapped by me. Do 

enjoy…and if you manage to up your game again, I promise I’ll repeat it in person. 

- Alyandra 

For a moment, all Isorin could feel was relief, mostly that she wasn’t going to either murder him 

for the effrontery or kick him to the curb. Then, the last few lines properly processed…just in time for 

the feeling of lips closing around the tip of his cock to make him near-to jump out of his own skin. He 

jumped again as ethereal fingers encircled the base of his rapidly hardening cock. He quickly shimmed 

out of his pants and underthings, even as the sensations continued, only to see…nothing, despite the 

fact that he continued to feel a gentle pressure encircling his base and a set of lips pressed to this tip. 

Magic. Of course. Understanding of what the Professor had meant flashed through his mind, all 

the implications racing through his brain. Including that she’d personally recorded the animation, likely 

by acting this out on a toy of some sort. And then, as the lips parted and the wet, engulfing sensation of 

a mouth teasingly took in his head, his thoughts slammed to a halt as his lower head took firm control.  

Inch by inch his shaft disappeared between invisible lips until, a brief eternity later, he felt as if 

he was buried down Alyandra’s throat. The animation left his cock buried to the hilt and began to hum a 

nameless tune, startling thought into him for a brief moment as it actually played aloud! He wasn't sure 

how the real her could have hummed that way, as her airway would have been completely blocked, but 

as the vibrations produced incredible sensations along his shaft, he quickly caulked it up to ‘magic.’ The 

humming continued for much longer that he would have thought possible, but that too was a distant 

thought. 

The ethereal lips finally reversed direction, traveling up his cock as agonizingly slowly as they 

had traveled down. On the way up, invisible teeth grazed lightly along the top of his cock, while a 

maddening swirl of tongue treated the underside. When the mouth reached his cockhead, it bit down 

just slightly, enough to give the swirling tongue more leverage as it lathered the underside of his 

cockhead. The slight sting of the teeth and the intense pleasure of the tongue on his most sensitive bit 

had Isorin rapidly approaching his peak…but just as he was about to cum, the invisible animation 

stopped and withdrew until just the pursed lips were pressing on his tip. Then the lips parted and the 

tongue darted out, probing at the opening, the sensation intense and strange enough to actually drive 

him back slightly from the edge.  



He jerked forward, hands reaching down to finish it himself, only for a heavy weight to hold him 

down and a forcefield rebuff his hands. Just as he was about to violently dispel the magic…the whole 

sequence started again, just a tiny bit faster. He panted and braced himself against his desk as the 

second pass, too, did not make him cum. It repeated again…and again. Until, finally, on the fifth pass, 

the pattern changed, tongue swirling around his cockhead and the ‘hand’ previously only holding his 

base beginning to rapidly stroke his slick shaft. His hips bucked, despite the weight on them, but it didn’t 

change anything. And, thankfully, it didn’t need to, as he raced right past the point of no return, 

exploding down the invisible throat even as it followed the ethereal hand down to hum around his base. 

The sensations kept coming, overloading his brain as the orgasm contractions continued for long 

moments even after he was shot dry… 

Then the mouth was gone. Along with his cum, somehow, yet leaving behind slick saliva on his 

shaft. He lay braced against his desk, panting like he’d run ten miles…and having just experienced the 

single most powerful climax of his life. Even as he began to pass out, facedown on his desk, a fiery 

thought seems to blaze across his entire mind. 

She had promised to repeat it, in person, if he managed to up his game again… 

End of Part 2 


