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Raven’s Hallway Reign
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I STRUTTED DOWN THE corridor of Brightwater Academy, my black velvet skirt swishing like I was auditioning for the role of Vampire Queen in some low-budget anime. I’m Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose, if you’re feeling extra dramatic—and I’m basically invisible. Not because I’m skulking in shadows (though I totally could be), but because nobody here sees me. Teachers forget my homework the second I hand it in, classmates walk right past me, and even the cafeteria lady skips me in line. It’s not just that I’m shy or goth or whatever—this is Adolescence Syndrome, a weird curse that’s turned me into a ghost in plain sight. But trust me, this vampire queen’s got plans to make Brightwater a lot less bright and a lot more bloody—Kyaaaa HAHA!

No matter what I did or said, nobody—and I mean absolutely nobody—ever saw me or noticed a damn thing.

It started with people straight-up forgetting I existed. I’d hand in homework assignments, and barely an hour later, a teacher would ask, “Where’s your homework?” as if I’d never given it.

Arguments followed, with me saying, “You already marked it,” while showing Ms Clanker’s graded papers. But the teachers never really bothered to read my essays properly. Their comments were nothing more than lazy scrawls at the bottom—words like “Excellent” or “Well done” that didn’t even suggest they’d read a single sentence, let alone appreciated the hours I’d poured into the work. Then they’d deny ever marking it at all, accusing me of forging the grade.

Why the bleeding bat-butt-blood-fuck would I spend ten hours slaving over a long essay just to not hand it in and then fake the marking? Logic, LOGIC!!

The teachers’ lazy comments reminded me of those generic quotes slapped on the front of books—things like “marvellous,” “smart, funny, and sexy,” “masterful storytelling,” or even “this book made me wet between my legs.” Just random one-word praises from newspapers and other authors, the kind of bland blurbs you could slap on any book, from The Cruel Prince to Anna and the French Kiss to The Hungry Caterpillar.

The teachers were either terrified they were losing their minds or downright afraid of me, so they just shoved me into isolation—even though I was already cut off from the world and every single student. For some reason, the other students found me too creepy to hang around with, which was stupid.

Anyway, she got revenge on that Ms. Clanker by summoning a curse—some kind of vampiric dark magic—and sending out evil chain message emails that said:

“If you don’t say the word bukkake three times, your life’s gonna go to absolute shit.

Say it now:

bukkake... bukkake... bukkake

It’s the only way to keep the curse away.

Forward this to 5 people—or the curse’ll find you. It’ll sneak into your room and get you!

Ignore this, and the bukkake demon will crawl under your bed... rub itself into your sheets... and leave a nice, wet mess.

Don’t ignore this... or you’ll wake up feeling extra slimy.”

Even though Ms. Clanker forwarded the email and repeated the word bukkake every chance she got to banish the demon, she still kept looking over her shoulder. The dark shadows and heavy bags under her eyes told the real story—she was drowning in fear, unable to get a single decent night’s sleep.

A biiiiiiiig VICTORY for Elise, Raven, the Dementia Bloodrose—the DARK LORD VAMPIRE QUEEN of BRIGHTWATER ACADEMY!!! Brightwater won’t stay so BRIGHT ANY longer... It’ll be turned into her filthy, blood-soaked playground of darkness—MUHHHAAAHHAAA!!!

And she had got plenty more curses and tricks up her sleeves, beyond her shag band and bracelets. Like signing the teacher up by email for every dodgy diet site out there, while bombarding her inbox with wrinkle cream ads, Botox offers, and all sorts of beauty junk. But the best part? When Elise sent an email, she held down the enter key, blasting their inbox with thousands of the same message until it was completely flooded with utter crap.

Getting back to the whole nobody-seeing-her thing.

Being invisible wasn’t a curse she chose, nor one she cast upon herself. But now, her Adolescence Syndrome is worsening—people don’t just overlook her; they genuinely fail to notice she’s there. No one interacts with her anymore, either.

Except... there has to be someone who still can. Someone like... Chad?

It was burnt into her brain—the moment he said he remembered her among the crowd in the courtrooms, then mentioned her book could actually get published—the very one she read aloud in front of the class... and how he could relate to the Raven girl in her story.

Chad, who never remembered any of the girls he met—or had... snuggle-struggle bang-bang, mew-mow, cuddle-puddle sessions with—somehow remembered little old vampire me, of all people.

If anyone could still see me, it had to be him.

His quirk was that he was utterly irresistible to every single girl—like, every one of them couldn’t help but want to kiss him passionately, caress him everywhere, and ride his dick like there was no tomorrow.

My quirk? Nobody could see me at all—or remember a single thing I did or said. Moments later, it was like I never even existed. Here at the academy, I was completely invisible... like I wasn’t even here. I was a ghost in plain sight.

I could literally go and punch someone right in the face, and they wouldn’t know what hit them... But I wouldn’t—I didn’t want to chip one of my beautifully painted black nails, each adorned with cute mini chibi kawaii faces and vampire kittens sporting tiny fangs, with spots of blood on their fangs. Cute and scary... well... mostly just cute...

The burning—panties-soaking, mind-blowing—question was: what the heck actually triggered these quirks? Like, how did being invisible even happen?!

Like Red Bull gives you wings and curry gives you diarrhoea... those were classic quirk triggers.

Street food plus beer? Instant super-powered projectile vomiting—like a boss attack!

Watching porn as a guy? That’s the ultimate quirk activation to make the sausage go mega mode.

And for the girls? Playing FarmVille or getting into fiery arguments could make nipples hard and, well... unleash the secret wetness between the legs down there.

But seriously—were these real quirks, or just the body doing its thing?

There had to be something behind this invisibility—not just the usual ‘not being seen’ quirk. But what?

I definitely didn’t have to strip like Toru Hagakure from My Hero Academia. Does she? Nope. She’s got clothes specially made to turn invisible. But imagine if her clothes went invisible while she stayed visible—everyone would see her totally naked! Whoa... Never thought about that.

Sure, wandering Brightwater Academy fully nude sounds kinda fun, but I’m way too shy—even if nobody can see me. Honestly, it’s not unusual for girls here to go nude; they’re pretty thirsty and toss their clothes off without a second thought.

Me? I didn’t have a body worth parading around. Just modest boobs, a small, neatly trimmed pussy, a tiny frame, and black hair.

I was that shy, goth, vampire-like girl at Brightwater Academy—messy ebony hair falling just past my shoulders, pale skin with freckles that blushed easily. My dark grey eyes were framed by smudged, uneven kohl.

Standing at 5’2”, my petite frame curved softly—small, uneven breasts, a narrow waist, subtle hips—and my neatly trimmed pubic area was my little secret.

Dressed in a wrinkled black Nirvana T-shirt (a band I’d never heard of), a loose velvet skirt, and scuffed boots, I carried a wallet stuffed with Hot Topic coupons, my shy, awkward charm quietly setting me apart from the academy’s louder, bolder girls.

Still, family members, neighbours nearby, and shopkeepers could see me just fine—it seemed the problem only happened at this academy. And this syndrome was getting worse and spreading fast, like a young adult’s legs spreading open for their newest vibrating electric toothbrush.

I was NOT just some wicked witch, drowning in curses and shadowy darkness. No—within my midnight soul burned a flicker of pure, radiant good. Yes, even the darkest vampire queen could wield her invisible powers for noble deeds.

And NOW—in this very moment—I would unleash my true power, staying cloaked in shadows and invisible to the world, to do something... darkly good.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


102

The Sex Education Massacre
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MR. DUMMURA WAS A NASTY, decrepit old fuck who never taught you anything useful. His crooked moustache made him look like a sad, cheap Temu version of Freddie Mercury—his face flushed and twitchy, as if he’d swallowed too much mercury. His nose was big, his hair messy, and his suits looked like they’d been raided from the bottom of thrift store bins, tight in all the wrong places and patched even worse.

He stopped students in the corridor just to yell at them, spitting as he shouted—

“Good-for-nothing lot! How do you think you keep a floor tidy? With your butt? You sweep, you scrub, you polish—every corner, every tile! Grown adults wandering around like toddlers, and not one of you can keep the academy clean! Dust on the stairs, rubbish in the halls, muddy footprints everywhere, cum stains on the walls. Back in my day, people respected the place they studied in, not trashed it like this disgraceful lot!”

Then he’d go off on one about how short the girls’ skirts were, which was really just an excuse to stare at their legs—and everybody knew it.

Dummura was with female magical girl students, shouting, “Look at this mess on the floor!”

Hinata Kitsune and Sabrina Catsune exchanged nervous glances, cheeks burning, their eyes wide and flicking to the bright lights above. Everybody at the academy secretly hoped they’d transform one day—not for their superpowers, but to catch a glimpse of their magical, nude forms during transformation, praying the glare didn’t hide a thing. So many students had caused trouble right in front of them, committing petty crimes and mischief just to gawk and gushing over these so-called magical girls.

Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—did not approve of those girls at all. According to her, they wielded poser magic, the light and fluffy kind, whereas her magic was the dark variety—the real deal. She needed no transformation, only a few strokes of eyeliner and a coat of black nail polish, and she was ready to use her darkness powers.

Hinata Kitsune’s crimson miniskirt flared, gold-edged, with a tight scarlet corset baring her midriff. Fox ears and glowing tails swayed, and flame-patterned stockings and heeled boots clicked. Her flame-crimson hair blazed.  Sabrina Catsune’s leather miniskirt hugged tight and was silver-stitched, with a sapphire-studded blue halter. Cat tail jingled, claw-tipped boots and gloves gleamed, and a sapphire-silver ponytail flowed with twitching cat ears. Both exuded sexy magic.

Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—scowled, her gothic dress and dark makeup shunning their sparkle. (Her full name and moniker must be displayed again to emphasise her P0wwar~! and importance over the lesser magical girls.)

“I’m looking at it, sir,” Hinata Kitsune said.

“Why do you want us to look at this pile of dust? Do you see some secret symbols or a hidden Da Vinci Code, like people say they see faces in burnt toast or shapes in clouds?” Sabrina Catsune asked.

His face twisted into something between fury and disbelief. “Secret symbols?! Da Vinci Code?! This isn’t a bloody art gallery or a treasure hunt, you absolute nitwits! This is the Academy, not a game! Every speck of dust, every crumb, every stain is a testament to your laziness... And you’re standing here talking about codes and faces?! Do you think I want anyone looking at this mess? You know how this makes Brightwater Academy look?”

“Is that a rhetorical question?” Hinata asked.

Veins tightening at his temples, Dummura snapped, “Don’t you dare use big words with me and try to act smart! Every time you do, it makes me question why I even bother teaching! Just... just ask if it’s a question, do you understand? I don’t want clever guesses, debates, or any of your nonsense... just answer the question and keep your mouths shut while you do it!”

Sabrina tilted her head, frowning. “Wait... Are you asking ‘do we understand’ as a rhetorical question...? Or are you actually asking if we understand it and want us to reply?”

“And how can we answer with our mouths shut? Do we have to do it telepathically?” Hinata asked.

“We could text you the answer... on our phones,” Sabrina said casually.

Dummura roared, “No phones in the Academy! Do you think I teach you anything while you’re glued to that screen?! You learn nothing from being on your phone!”

Frowning, Hinata asked, “You can’t learn anything on your phone? Like... you can literally learn anything! A new language on Duolingo, chess, coding, cooking, drawing, magic tricks, even how to cut your toenails properly, how to wipe your butt with just one piece of toilet paper, or how to survive a zombie apocalypse. You could spend your whole life learning from YouTube, Skillshare, Coursera, or any of those apps!”

Veins bulging, Dummura exploded, “None of that stuff is important!! In my CLASS, you will learn about SEX and GENDERS and how they are DIFFERENT!! PAY ATTENTION!!! There WILL BE EXAMS on it, do you hear me? EXAMS!!!”

Sabrina frowned. “Exams... ‘inations of sex and genders’... That doesn’t sound suspect at all.”

Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—lurked in the shadows, her crimson eyes glinting as she endured the annoying conversation. She was grateful for her invisibility, slipping silently away like a shadow in her romance-anime games. In her mind, she fast-forwarded through the tedious chatter, skipped the awkward dialogue, and glided past all the cringy tension—anything to get to the part worth watching.

One of her favourite games was Doki Doki Literature Club. She loved how, by deleting certain character files from the game folder, she could erase them entirely from the story and watch the game warp into something completely different. An innocent, cheerful game could twist into a dark, terrifying experience just because of her meddling.

It was the ultimate god-mode power play—and she adored it. Darkness overtook everything... exactly the way she liked it.

Dummura’s teachings about sex and genders really triggered her. In class, he went on and on about how females have vaginas (and tatas) and males have dongs and balls—and apparently, that was sex—while gender was something completely different... totally wrong.

He assumed so many things that assuming practically made an ass out of him and... him. Some vampires, for example, didn’t even have genitals.

Elise debated this online countless times and stayed open-minded, and after seeing pictures of vampires without any “junk”, she accepted it as true. She was one of the lucky ones with a vagina and tits. A quick glance down her velvet skirt confirmed it—soft folds of fabric hiding what she already knew, her legs in perfect alignment, and, yep, her vagina was exactly where it should be. She smirked, satisfied that reality matched theory, and tucked her thoughts back into her mind, ready to focus on more important darkness-related matters.

Dummura was still yakking on. “Sex includes physical attributes like genitalia, chromosomes, hormones, and secondary sexual characteristics—breasts, facial hair, etc.”

“Derp!! We know what sex is!” Hinata Kitsune and Sabrina Catsune shouted over him. “We’ve watched Chad bang girls on the swim team and the Mini Skirt Mafia—the blowjobs, the dick-riding, the sucking!”

Hinata laughed. “Seriously... watching Chad taught us more in ten minutes than you could in five years.”

Veins popped on Dummura’s face as it flushed. “What Chad does with the Academy girls is not sex! I’ve seen better acting in a porno!”

“Oh... oh,” Hinata said, eyes widening, “did he just admit to watching porn?!”

“Busted,” Sabrina smirked.

“Educational pornos!” Dummura snapped, waving his hands wildly, “Used strictly for... educational purposes!”

Both girls exchanged a look and, in perfect unison, drawled, “Sureee...”

Leaning forward, Sabrina added, “Dummura, I doubt you’ve even had sex. You just have pictures of women in your (s)textbooks but have never actually done it. I can tell—you’re a virgin.”

“He is more virgin than Richard Branson,” Hinata quipped.

Shaking her head, Sabrina said, “As they say, those who can’t do, teach.”

Redness spread across Dummura’s face, veins throbbing. “Stupid lot!! Of course I’ve had sex! Stop changing the subject! Sex is about genitals, not physical activities! What Chad had wasn’t sex ... now let’s talk about something else ... like that pile of dust! He won’t pick himself up!”

Raising an eyebrow, Sabrina asked, “How do you know the pile of dust is a he...? Explain at your own pace.”

They said in unison, “We will wait.”
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Burning Bushes in Lecture Hall Gloom  
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MR. DUMMURA GLARED at Hinata and Sabrina. His whole head looked like it might explode any second now.

Hinata and Sabrina tried very hard not to burst out laughing, struggling to keep their faces straight as he fumed before them.

Finally, he snapped. “STOP QUESTIONING ME AND JUST PICK UP THE DAMN DUST!!!”

Hinata tilted her head.

“Why are you yelling... Did you forget your meds again or something?”

Sabrina crossed her arms.

“Yeah, and why should we pick it up? That dust isn’t ours.”

“You delinquents make a mess and never clean up behind you!” he barked, spittle flying.

Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—watched from behind and was sooooo done with this smelly old fossil bullying those poor magical girls. Sure, they were her rivals, but when faced with a common enemy... they stood united.

She narrowed her glowing eyes and thought,

“He said they never tidy up behind them? Meaning they don’t wipe their bums after a number two? Urgh... the filthy old git, thinking of their bumbums.”

And then her mind flashed back—because of course it did—to that cursed day in class, before her Adolescence Syndrome kicked in, when she was fully tactile and visible to the mortal realm of the academy. Mr. Dummura strolled past her desk and... farted discreetly. Or at least, that’s what he thought.

It wasn’t just a fart. Oh no... It was a wet, squelchy, eggy waffle of a fart, the kind that deserved its own slow-motion anime scene, complete with wind-blown hair and dramatic “shock lines” radiating across the classroom.

Elise swore, right then and there, that she would get her revenge on him one day—even if it took thirty series of a thousand episodes, three movies, a spinoff holiday special, a dozen light novels with naked anime girls on the cover, and an endless parade of OVAs... she will make it happen!

Meanwhile, the magical girls were stuck in his radius, unable to escape.

Hinata huffed, “Just because we’re magical girls doesn’t mean we go around sprinkling magical dust all over the floor for fun!”

Sabrina said, “Yeah, we have good aim, and our mana residue always goes directly in their faces and in their mouths.”

“If this isn’t magic... fairy, magi, magical, starlight, sparkles, pixie dust, astral essence, mana, stardust, cosmic particles, ethereal shimmer... and dust from you girls—then what the hell is it?!”

Mr. Dummura barked, veins throbbing (penis veins throbbing as well, probably) and eyes bulging.

Sabrina kicked the dust in a small circle, frowning.

“Well... dust is usually composed of tiny soil particles, dead skin cells—”

Hinata jumped in, tilting her head.

“—microscopic fibres and other detritus... basically the inevitable residue of life itself.”

They both said together,

“Sir, if you paid attention in class, you would know this.”

Mr. Dummura stomped his feet at the girls’ response,

flailing manically as if he were in the middle of a Dance Dance Revolution frenzy, and said,

“This shows you weren’t paying attention in my class! I taught you none of this! You should only learn the things I teach you, and you’ll end up... like me.”

Both girls physically vomited.

Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—officially had enough. This dust wasn’t going to vanish on its own, and the girls actually wanted to learn something, so it was high time to drag Mr. Dumbdumb into action and make him... marginally useful.

She slithered behind Mr. Dummura, moving with the predatory grace of a shadow-hungry vampire. In a single, fluid motion, she tore down his suit trousers, exposing his saggy, white Y-fronts, glaring like a beacon in the darkness.

Y-fronts! Why? Why would anyone wear such disgusting, gross undies? At least wear a thong or some lovely lace panties! I mean... He was ewww—gross and disgusting, so the Y-fronts were quite apropos, I suppose.

Always invisible, Elise’s interactions with the physical world while at the academy caused glitches in the matrix, and it took a while for anything she did to register in reality.

It also took time for smells, sounds, and touches from the physical world to reach her, which meant she often acted awkwardly—especially considering all her senses as a vampire girl were cranked up tenfold.

Sight. Smell. Touch. Taste... and orgasmic feel.

Every brush of fabric, stray hair, whiff of sweat, accidental bump, or squeaky sound could send her straight into twitching, writhing chaos. Even the tiniest tickle or scratch could make her groan like a broken human sex toy.

Basically, the entire world was a giant, rude pleasure button—and she was vibrating full blast.

But bum-smoke was definitely not something she wanted to inhale—especially with Mr. Dummura’s stench amplified tenfold, or however many folds his bloated belly and saggy ballsack had.

She pulled down his Y-fronts and instantly regretted it—there was an overgrown bush of hair everywhere, like a black hole into the abyss, with deadly dingleberries scattered all around.

Time to light this up before she could make him useful. Elise used her darkness vampire magic—a new Ignite spell she learnt from magic books—that involved using a lighter and rubbing her fingers over the flint wheel.

And poof!! The hair around his bum crack erupted into flames like a miniature volcanic disaster.

Elise sensed a poisonous, toxic gas trap barreling toward her—and she ignited it in a single, flickering motion.

She laughed, wild and gleeful.

“How does it feel to be gaslighted for a change!?”

Particles of burnt bum fluff slowly turned to dust, dropping behind him into the other pile on the floor.

None of the magical girls could see what was happening—his Y-fronts and trousers had just been yanked down from behind, and his flaming bum made him even more furious when he saw the dust below him.

“You’ve dropped even more of your pixie dust, you hopeless little guttersnipes!! Look at this pathetic mess!! Do you think this is funny?! you fumbling little imps!”

“Sir, we didn’t drop it!” Hinata Kitsune said, a small, barely contained laugh slipping past her lips as she glanced at Sabrina.

“Yeah, it wasn’t us,” Sabrina Catsune added, suppressing a giggle while crossing her arms.

“The dust is dropping out of your ass... We are nowhere near that pile of dust!” Hinata said, stifling another laugh and pointing emphatically.

“Nor do we want to be anywhere near it,” Sabrina said, snickering lightly.

Now it was time. Elise—Raven Dementia Bloodrose—glided on Mr. Dummura with the silent, lethal grace of a shadow, moving before it became too late.

The acrid stench of his burning bum threatened to leak through the matrix like a toxin in the night.

With a smooth, fluid motion, she plunged the sweeping bush deep into his now-bare, bushless ass-crack. It sank in with a revolting, wet squelch, wedging stubbornly as if resisting her supernatural touch.
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