


The following is a work of  fiction. Names, characters, 
businesses, places, events, monsters, and incidents are either 
products of  the author’s admittedly twisted imagination 
or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resembles to actual 
persons, living, dead, or undead, or to actual events is purely 
coincidental. (But wouldn’t it be cool?)

Copyright © 2018  BC Fletcher & CB Archer
All Rights Reserved.

Written by BC Fletcher
Cover Illustration and Design Copyright © 2018 
by CB Archer
Book Design and Production by CB Archer
First Edition: 2018

Wish to learn more? 
Visit Annals of  Gentalia, and 
the C.ollege of  U.nited M.onsters at the following locations.
Website: www.annalsofgentalia.wordpress.com
Facebook: www.facebook.com/annalsofgentalia
Twitter: @CB_Archer
Goodreads: CB Archer



Dedicated to the one and only BC Fletcher.
(Seriously, this one is for me!)





B C  F L E T C H E R

FANFICS OF C.U.M. #1

TOP OF THE 
CLASS



6

◊     Chapter 1    ◊

T H E  R E A L L Y 
G O O D  B I T S

S When Loki signed up to study Advanced 
Monarchship at CUM, he hadn’t expected 
Animal Husbandry to be a compulsory 

element on the course. Now he was drenched 
in bovine amniotic fluid and feeling more 
than a little disgusted by the whole business. 
“That’s it!” he barked, alarming the poor cow whose 
calf he was supposed to be delivering. “I am Loki, 
son to Laufey and Odin; rightful heir to the thrones of 
Jotunheim and Asgard, and I’m not spending another 
moment with my arm up a cow’s backside!”

This was the fourth time he had given in to such 
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a tantrum, but this time he meant it, even if he was 
in the middle of his final exam right now. He’d 
been through tricky births himself and this whole 
experience was decidedly triggering. 

Loki pulled the calf from the mother’s womb and 
left mum and baby to get to know each other in the 
stinking barn while he went to clean off. 

Luckily he was staying in Halls and didn’t have 
far to travel. He’d secured a room on the top floor 
of the royal wing. In fact he’d secured the entire top 
floor and had converted it to an open-plan apartment 
fit for a king. Gold lined the walls and floor, and 
the soft furnishings were covered in the plushest 
green velvet. Black silk cushions dotted his sofa and 
perfectly matched the sheets on his enormous bed. 
In the very centre of the room was a shower, and he 
made his way to it now. 

Magic was a useful thing, and Loki’s wet clothes 
disappeared in an instant, never to be seen again.  He 
stepped into the shower and was able with a mere 
thought to turn it on to exactly the right temperature. 
No running in and out of too-hot/too-cold water for 
him.  He had the perfect balance every time.

Loki considered almost everything he did to 
be perfect, and everything that wasn’t perfect was 
someone else’s fault. His hair was perfect, his choice 
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of fashion was perfect, his looks and body were 
especially perfect. As a shapeshifter he could take on 
any form he wished, but he most often chose that of 
a very handsome man.

The water sluiced down his body, washing away 
the slimy fluid he’d been so unceremoniously doused 
in at the beginning of the story. He washed his chest, 
his back, his arms, his legs, and the parts of himself 
that a better story would dedicate three hundred words 
or more to describing. Needless to say, those parts 
were very large and braggable. Men told tales of their 
size, women told tales of their stamina, and Loki told 
tales of his sexual prowess all over campus. Many 
said he was joking, that it was just one of his lies, 
but no, they were indeed enormous and extremely 
beautifully shaped. Some would say works of art, if 
they were lucky enough to get the opportunity to see 
them. They changed often depending on the body he 
chose, sometimes becoming soft folds, sometimes 
hard steel. They were always absolutely perfect.

But today nothing else was as perfect as his well 
built genitalia. Today he would go to see Barb, the 
headmistress, and have it out with her. Today would 
be the last time he stuck his arm up any beast’s 
bottom.

After a long wash, in which particular attention 
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was paid to all the really good parts, Loki was done. 
He towelled down the boring bits and then lounged 
about naked for half an hour while the rest of him air 
dried. It meant sitting with his legs very far apart, but 
he was such a flexible person that it was no trouble 
for him at all. 

He considered what to wear for his meeting with 
the headmistress. Barb was a dragon, but that didn’t 
mean she couldn’t be intimidated by the right tone of 
voice and a regal sneer. He could command respect 
easily from those he’d not met often. If that didn’t 
work, perhaps a gentle reminder that he was a god 
with magical powers and some amazing kit at his 
disposal. She might be offered a bushel of Idunn’s 
apples or one of the tackier weapons in Odin’s 
armoury—something that might make her rich (he 
understood dragons liked shiny things), or provide 
her with protection against knights.  The apples could 
be your common or garden poisoned kind and the so 
called weapons could make her more vulnerable in 
the long run, but she wouldn’t need to know any of 
that until Loki was merrily on his way to a double 
first in Advanced Monarchship.

Finally Loki dressed and headed out to meet 
Barb.  He was no stranger to spectacle, and when he 
entered her office he was unmoved by the magnificent 
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mountainscape, or Barb’s personal enormity as 
she sat behind her gargantuan desk. Her kitty cat 
sweatshirt did cause him a moment’s unease, but he 
didn’t let it show. As far as she was to be concerned, 
he’d fought tweely dressed monsters bigger than her.

“Ah, Mr Laufeyson,” she said, giving him a 
toasty warm smile. Flames licked out from around her 
nostrils and she took an industrial sized fireblanket 
from a box on the table and patted her nose.  “I betcha 
you’ve got another complaint for me.”

“Actually, I have,” Loki replied, feeling he’d lost 
a little of the edge when she took away the element 
of surprise. “And it’s a big one.”

“Don’tcha know I’m the biggest one there is,” 
she said, giggling to herself. “That’s just a little queer 
gargantuan monster humour, there. Now, what is the 
problem this time?”

The way she roared “this time” made it seem the 
vilest of insults. Loki fixed a smile, determined he 
would stab her in the back later, and said, “It’s about 
the compulsory subject on my degree course. I don’t 
feel it is at all relevant to my chosen specialism.”

Barb turned her attention to her enormous 
computer. “Advanced Monarchship is one of the 
more complex degrees on offer here at the College of 
United Monsters, don’tcha know.”
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“Yes, you’ve told me on our last three meetings.”
“It’s a doozy, being king.”
“Yes, yes, I’m sure it is.”
“And all students on the course need to excel in 

every aspect.”
“Yes, yes, yes,” Loki said, smiling patiently at 

her. “But also, no. I don’t feel that Animal Husbandry 
has any place on a degree course set to prepare me 
for life as a hereditary ruler.”

Barb cocked her head and looked at him. “Why 
not?”

“I simply cannot conceive of a situation in which 
I might be required to insert myself to the shoulder 
up an animal’s backside. And if I have to do it one 
more time I will be leaving this university in a torrent 
of fire and blood and I will not be responsible for my 
actions. Do you understand?”

A lick more fire shot from Barb’s nostrils and she 
reached for another fire blanket. “Would you like us 
to call your brother?” she asked.

Loki groaned and leaned back in his chair. “No, 
that won’t be necessary.”

“Are you sure? Mr Odinson was very 
understanding last time, don’tcha know. And so 
handsome.”

Loki had too much pride to show Barb the groan 
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that second comment elicited, but internally, it was 
the biggest of them all. “I’m quite sure, thank you. 
I would like to change to another class. Isn’t there 
anything else that could be considered beneficial?”

“Now, lets see here, what do we have?” Barb 
said, returning her attention to the computer. She 
spent a moment looking at it and then said, “What 
about Bricklaying?”

“Bricklaying. Animal Husbandry and 
Bricklaying? Why on Odin’s Eyeball would they be 
compulsory elements for a king in training?”

“Mr Laufeyson, a good king knows and 
understands the lives of his subjects.”

“But what about leadership, decision making, 
tactical power grabs? Not that someone like you 
would understand, but there’s so much more to being 
king than patronising your farm labourers by learning 
their humdrum jobs.”

Barb, who was the Devourer of Souls, and 
headmistress at the College of United Monsters, 
positioned higher even than the Dean on the CUM 
organisational chart, picked up a plate of lemon 
squares and offered him one. Loki felt like a naughty 
school boy. He took the enormous lemon square and 
shrunk it down to a normal size.

“Thank you,” he said, taking a bite. It was pretty 
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good.
Barb smiled serenely at him, only the merest 

dribble of flame trickling from her nose. “You betcha 
the moment you pass the man-of-the-people section 
of the course you can move onto those other bits.”

“And how long will that take?”
“Finish your coursework and you’ll be good to 

go.” She rose from her desk, and took off towards 
the mountain top. “Bye-bye, now,” she called to him 
as she flew away. She sneezed several jets of flame 
across the room and Loki decided to get out before 
he caught whatever monstrous illness she had.
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Loki arrived at Beginners Bricklaying armed 
with a healthy contempt for the subject and all 
those signed up to study it. Gifted with magical 

abilities, he could put up a wall in moments, should he 
so desire to. This would be a doddle, then he could get 
on to more Machiavellian studies.

He’d found out from the course prospectus that 
the class was held outside on the grounds come rain 
or shine. The college was enormous but with so many 
large and often unwieldy monsters about, sometimes 
the masonry suffered. A particularly large yeti could 
put a dent in a wall just by tumbling over, and a herd 

◊     Chapter 2    ◊

L AY E R  C A K E
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of spooked Aurochs could take down an entire block. 
During Freshers Week, when most of the students 
were drunk and playing practical jokes on each other, 
it could be particularly dangerous.

There was, therefore, always plenty of work to be 
done, and Loki had to admire the particular cunning 
required to get healthy, strong young workers to 
pay tuition for the privilege of undertaking the near 
constant rebuilding work. It was a shrewd move and 
perhaps something he could use in his regal career. 
Similarly, he realised this would be a far easier class 
to cheat his way through—making it a truly good test 
of his abilities to use his magic and lie through his 
back teeth. Oh yes, from that perspective, bricklaying 
was definitely royal work.

The thing about raising cattle is that they were, 
well, cattle. No amount of magic could persuade 
something as stupid as a cow go where he desired it 
too, or give birth to its calf on a reasonable schedule. 
He had tried shifting into the form of a cow and 
conversing with the animals but to no avail.

Walls were much simpler. Walls could be created 
out of thin air. Of course, they were just illusions, but 
the damn thing would only last five minutes before 
some bumbling beast crashed through it anyway. Far 
better to save the mess and fake it.
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Being a clever sort, Loki decided to spend a few 
minutes watching the class before he joined them for 
their lesson. If he could get the measure of them now, 
it would make using them for his own aims much 
easier later.

Loki climbed up into a tree and perched on a 
branch to watch them all. The teacher stood at the 
front of the class, instructing the lesson. He was a 
vampire, and not an unattractive one either, Loki 
thought, but then he had a particular soft spot for 
deathly pale, raven haired men who lived unnaturally 
long lives and angsted a lot. He knew one of his own 
when he saw them. 

Loki was too far away to catch what he was 
saying exactly, but it seemed he was addressing his 
charges with great pleasure, pointing repeatedly to 
the only one of the group who was doing any work.

The worker in question was a centaur. Loki had 
seen several centaurs around the campus and felt 
they were all magnificent specimens, but this one 
was particularly charming. As with all the greatest 
builders—Antoni Gaudi, Christopher Wren, Frank 
Lloyd Wright—he was shirtless and his buttcrack 
was on full display. He was magnificently built, his 
human head and torso being conventionally attractive 
and strappingly built, and his horsey bottom half 
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amply sized and powerful, much like his interesting 
bits, which could be glimpsed dangling beneath his 
modesty blanket. 

“Well, you win that round,” Loki muttered, 
knowing full well he could shift some equally sized 
parts for himself should he choose. Of course he 
would never. He was a gentleman and happy to 
appear naturally braggable. Anything so overlarge it 
would be comical would be vulgar. It would be like 
being his brother Thor, who Loki was sure carried 
around that enormous hammer of his just to show 
off.

The centaur was making short work of the wall 
he was building. In fact, he was working so quickly 
that Loki was sure some sort of trickery had to be at 
work. But the longer he watched, the less likely that 
seemed. Sweat trickled down the centaur’s body and 
the exertion was clear on his face, yet he kept going. 
When an iron gatepost went into place his classmates 
gave him a round of applause.

“Huzzah!” they cheered.
“Goodness! Hooray!” the centaur joined in.
Even the vampire smiled toothily at everyone.
The class dispersed, each going to their individual 

projects. This was clearly a mixed ability group and 
some were more capable than others. Loki noted 
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some decidedly wonky brickwork repairing a raised 
flower bed being built by three tiny pixies. They were 
struggling to lift a brick between them and, at the rate 
they worked, this might be the sixth month of their 
build. Most of the others fared better. Loki noticed 
a particularly accomplished orc setting decorative 
stones into the wall of the art department, which was, 
again, slow going, but at least could boast a beautiful 
finish. 

However, no one worked with the speed or skill 
of the centaur.  Loki judged that he would be best 
person to attach himself to, if Loki wanted to pass off 
the work of another as his own. 

Also, the centaur was pretty cute. He reminded 
Loki of a previous lover, Svaðilfari, at least from the 
waist down. Loki didn’t often remember his lovers, 
but their night together had resulted in the birth of his 
child, Sleipnir. Giving birth to an eight-legged pony 
wasn’t an experience Loki could forget in a hurry.

Loki jumped down from the tree and approached 
his new teacher to introduce himself.

“Ah, yes, Mr Laufeyson,” the vampire said, 
looking at his tablet. “I’ve an email from Barb here 
that says you’re joining the course.”

“That’s right, but I won’t be here long.”
“No?”
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“Barb said I only need to complete my coursework 
and then I can move on to my next subject.”

“You’re on the Advanced Monarchship stream 
aren’t you? You’ll have to finish top of the class or it 
will be retakes I’m afraid.”

“What?”
The vampire looked at him, puzzled. “Did Barb 

not mention students on your course are expected to 
excel in each area? You’re either the best, or you’ve 
failed. There’s nothing in between I’m afraid.”

Barb hadn’t put it quite as plainly as that. Loki 
made a mental note that, when he took over the 
university and Barb got her comeuppance, it would 
be humiliating in the extreme.

“That won’t be a problem,” Loki said with all 
the confidence he could be bothered to muster. “I’m 
a remarkable study and wouldn’t be here if I didn’t 
think I could achieve the sort of heights expected 
from me. I’m sure Barb thinks the same.”

The vampire looked down at his tablet again 
and Loki glanced at it surreptitiously. He saw the 
following bullet points:

• Highly intelligent.
That was true.
• Easily bored.
Less flattering, but an accurate assessment of his 
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character.
• A compulsive liar.
Again, for all its bluntness, there was a truth to 

the remark.
• Jealous.
Now, that was unfair. Loki was far too busy being 

disappointed in Thor to ever be jealous of him and he 
certainly wasn’t jealous of the mortals.

• Devious.
• Power hungry.
• Mischievous.
• Possibly villainous.
When the vampire looked back up at him, Loki 

said, “You can add devilishly handsome and a 
magnificent lover to that little list she’s sent you.”

Looking him up and down, his new teacher said, 
“So I see and have, indeed, read on the stall walls 
in the college bathrooms. Well, I’m always willing 
to accept fresh blood into the class. I’m Dr. Sam 
Guine.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Loki said, extending 
his hand to be shook.

“Likewise,” Sam said, giving him a bonecrushing 
handshake. “There are only a few rules in this class. 
One, no magic can be used on the walls—this a class 
about endurance and physical skill, not magical 
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talents. Two, you may work with a partner or alone, 
but your work will be judged upon both your efforts. 
Most of the better students tend to work alone, and 
you may prefer to do the same. Three, anyone caught 
cheating will be removed from the class immediately. 
As you are on the Advanced Monarchship course, 
expulsion from this class will mean expulsion from 
the entire university. Do you understand?”

“Absolutely,” Loki replied, taking from all that 
that he would do well not to get caught cheating, but 
that cheating was all well and good so long as he did 
it cleverly enough.

“Excellent, Mr Laufeyson. Shall I see you next 
semester?”

That was weeks away, and Loki had planned to 
be fully immersed in Tactical Warfare 101 by that 
time. 

“Dr. Guine, I’m the sort of man who likes to seize 
the day, as it were. I was hoping to start now.”

“I’m afraid that’s impossible. The coursework 
deadline is 5pm and you’ll never be able to learn 
the basics of bricklaying before then, let alone build 
your final wall.”

To many people that would have sounded like 
a rational assessment of the situation. Loki wasn’t 
a normal person. To Loki, who had spent his whole 
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life fighting feelings of inadequacy next to his older, 
hunkier, more popular brother, it sounded like a 
challenge to which he must rise.

“I assure you, sir, I will produce quite the most 
remarkable wall you have ever seen and it will be 
finished by 5pm tonight.”

“Well, it’s your funeral,” Sam Guine said, 
shrugging. “Take a look around and find something 
to start work on. You’ll find materials and tools in 
the van.”

Loki didn’t bother to look around, knowing 
exactly where he was going to go and what he was 
going to do. He could use no magic to build the wall, 
but Dr Guine didn’t say he couldn’t use magic on 
himself. That centaur had a natural advantage. Why 
shouldn’t he, as a well-deserving god, have the same?

So, he transformed into the body of a centaur. 
It was a hot day and he forwent his usual leathers 
for a simple black, gold and green t-shirt with 
matching modesty blanket, and he wore his hair up 
in a pony tail rather than down as he normally would. 
Admiring himself in the reflection of a classroom 
window, he thought he looked like the sort of casual, 
attractive centaur that might genuinely want to study 
bricklaying.

Trotting towards his new classmate, who was 
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working on a large wall at the edge of the campus, he 
saw the centaur look up at the sound of another pair 
of hooves on the concrete.

“Oh my!” the Centaur said, pausing his work to 
canter to meet him. “Another centaur!”

“Yes,” Loki said, running his hands down his 
body as if he was displaying a particularly fancy 
outfit. “Another centaur. I’m delighted to meet you, 
Mr...?”

The centaur was rearing excitedly and ignored 
his question. “I’ve not seen you at Centaur Club. 
Where are you from?”

“I’m from Asgard, Mr...?”
“Is that in Cyprus?”
“Why not. Shall we get on with this?” Loki 

asked, realising that this might be harder work than 
he thought. He bent down and picked up a brick 
from the centaur’s pile. “Would it be all right for 
me to partner up with you for the coursework? I’d 
really like to work with another centaur on this. It 
wouldn’t be fair to come in this late and start work 
with a different magical creature. They’d think I was 
showing off.”

The centaur nodded, as if he was used to showing 
off and understood perfectly, but Loki got the 
impression that he just wanted to look cool. 
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“That is a fantastic plan,” the centaur said, “with 
only one drawback. I’m on a scholarship. I get free 
tuition so long as I excel. If I can get this wall built 
by 5pm then I’ll be top of the class. I need to be on 
top.”

Top of the class? Oh great! Now their individual 
goals were at odds and they would need to find a way 
to overcome this. Loki hadn’t been prepared for that 
complex a plot and he would now have to improvise 
by ruining CB’s life. “You’re not studying Advanced 
Monarchship, are you?” he asked, feeling his heart 
sink as he realised he was going to be the arsehole 
again. He was always a total arsehole.

“No, I’m studying World Building. Bricklaying 
is a compulsory subject on that degree course.”

“Why wouldn’t it be?”
 “Because it makes a whole lot of no sense at all.”
Loki frowned. “You make a valid point, I think. 

Possibly. Actually I’m not sure what you just said.”
“Hooray!” said the centaur.
Loki could think of several words that would suit 

his situation better right now. In fact, many of them 
were four lettered and very expressive. He now only 
had one option open to him: build his own wall, and 
destroy the centaur’s.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I can’t expect the narration 
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to keep calling you ‘centaur’ What’s your name?”
The centaur beamed at him proudly. “You may 

have heard of me because I’m an author. My name is 
CB Archer.”

Loki had not heard of CB, but as the god of 
mischief, he was in no doubt that CB would have 
heard of him. “I’m Loki,” he said, nodding a humble 
bow.

“I’ve heard of you!” CB said. “Your name is just 
below mine in the bathroom stall.”

Loki knew he should go away and start building 
his wall. It was 3pm now and he only had two 
hours to get it up before he would need to work on 
knocking CB’s down. A quick assessment of CB’s 
speed and the work he needed to complete indicated 
he’d be done with only minutes to spare. Loki might 
get away with distracting him rather than ruining his 
work entirely and destroying his chance of receiving 
the scholarship funds for his tuition. The college 
might take pity on him if he came second.

Loki didn’t like being a bastard. He’d had 
bastardness thrust upon him by a father who showed 
blatant favouritism to his brother and said brother 
who was so bloody nice and perfect that not even 
Loki could hate him fully, no matter how hard he 
tried. 



26

Somehow Loki always ended up plotting to take 
over Asgard, plotting revenge for imagined and 
real slights and plotting how to explain away the 
collateral damage. He’d accepted his lot in life, for 
the most part, but occasionally he broke the mould.

Perhaps it was because CB was so cute, perhaps 
it was that he would undoubtedly possess a horse 
cock, but Loki decided to do everything he could to 
offer CB the kindness of others. He’d save his own 
kindness for himself. 
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One hour and forty-five minutes later, Loki was 
looking at his work. Deciding he had to do 
something a little more creative than simply 

fixing up some of  the campus damage, he decided 
to upgrade the gardens at the back of  the royal halls. 
In no time at all he’d added a built in barbecue area 
with arched sides filled with decorative herringbone 
brickwork and a matching pizza oven with space for 
wood storage beneath. If  he’d had more time he’d 
have put in a brickwork patio, but he couldn’t spare 
the minutes.

Surveying his work, Loki considered he might 

◊     Chapter 3    ◊

G I D D Y - U P, 
H O R S E Y !
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come top of the class without using any schemes. He 
felt an odd sensation in his breast, which soon moved 
up to his lips, stretching them across his face as if in 
a smile. 

Wait! It was a smile! Loki felt... he knew the 
word, it was on the tip of his tongue... he felt pride 
in his accomplishment, and with it came happiness. 
It even triggered a little generosity in him, as he 
considered that CB perhaps had created something as 
marvellous as he had. Then he dismissed that thought 
as preposterous and went to distract the centaur from 
his last few bricks.

CB turned to him as he approached, recognising 
the hooves again. Though he looked at Loki his big 
strong hands kept working on building his wall.

“Hello!” he said cheerfully. Loki could see he 
only had two bricks left to go, giving him a good 
reason to be happy, though Loki too was feeling more 
confident than ever now. A second look confirmed 
CB’s wall was well constructed, but it didn’t have the 
panache Loki’s outdoor kitchen boasted.

“Don’t worry, I haven’t returned to trouble you 
to be part of your team. I’ve finished my work, but 
I wouldn’t mind watching you for a few minutes, 
if that’s all right. I do like to see another handsome 
centaur at work or play.”
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CB blushed. It was the sort of blush that might 
be described as a shade six or seven, were this a 
fanfic set within a different series. As it was, this 
was a blushy enough blush to convey that CB quite 
liked the attention he was receiving. It was enough to 
distract him from his labour.

“Aw, thanks Loki,” he said, putting a brick into 
place and forgetting to pick up the last one.

Loki grinned at him. “That’s quite all right. You 
know, while I was working, I began to wonder, what 
does CB stand for?” 

Loki’s silver tongue was about to suggest it stood 
for cutest blush when CB said, “Centaur Barry.”

“How charming. What else could it have been?”
“Cum bucket,” CB said.
“Oh, I didn’t mean—”
“Complete bottom.”
“Right.”
“And Canadian Baconcake.” At this, CB flexed 

his firm centaur muscles.
Loki licked his lips. “There are a lot of layers to 

those initials,” he said.
“I’m a world builder. Layers on layers. Get them 

up!”
The last was delivered with a wink. Loki realised 

CB enjoyed a good sex pun. “I prefer going down,” 
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he said.
“Oh my!” CB said. “Goodness! Well! That’s a 

complicated manoeuvre with our bodies.”
It was pretty complicated, now Loki thought 

about it. Mounting would be easier. Loki decided 
that, regardless of CB’s wall, he would happily 
give the centaur what he was looking for. Loki had 
allowed himself to be mounted by far less attractive 
horses than CB.

Loki turned around and swished his tail across 
CB’s torso. “You know an easier one?” he asked, 
looking over his shoulder. 

CB, who’d called himself Complete Bottom, 
seemed to be contradicting that himself as he looked 
over Loki’s horsey behind with undisguised glee. 
“This is easy,” he said. “I don’t normally like easy 
things, butt for you I’ll make an exception.”

Loki swore he’d heard an extra T in that ‘but’. 
Surely he’d misheard. Perhaps it was a D.

“You did say you are top of the class...” he said, 
trotting off around the other side of the wall in search 
of a little more privacy.

CB followed eagerly, the combination of 
double entendre and a pretty much open invitation 
to bang being too much for him to resist. Centaurs 
were highly sexed creatures and Loki had known 
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this would prove an excellent distraction method. 
Everything was going according to plan.

“I know a place,” CB said, taking off at a gallop 
when he’d caught up with Loki. They raced through 
the grounds to the Centaur Fraternity gardens: 
Psi Nu Tau. Instead of a house, the centaurs had a 
beautiful glade with an orchard and a delightful 
water feature—a waterfall and a stream running in a 
never ending magical loop through the garden. It was 
a beautiful place for the centaurs to frolic in nature, 
have loud drunken parties, and have sex with each 
other in the bushes. 

Loki looked up at the position of the sun and 
realised he had a full twelve minutes before the 
deadline for their work. To some that would seem 
like nothing at all, but Loki knew from experience 
that horsey lovers, be they centaur or otherwise, 
weren’t into foreplay and rarely tried to make the 
experience last. It was quick and dirty, and to be fair, 
if Loki had wanted more than that right now he’d 
have turned himself into a cute butch and headed for 
the sports field. But he needed more, or, at least, he 
needed to waste a little more time.

“This is nice,” Loki said, galloping around the 
garden and splashing into the water, soaking his 
clothes. CB stopped to remove his modesty blanket 
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it and hung it on the branch of one of the trees. Now 
he wore nothing but a smart watch on his wrist. Loki 
disposed of his own  t-shirt and blanket magically, 
while CB wasn’t looking. He picked his way carefully 
through the stream, then got back up onto the land 
and started to gallop again.

This was how centaurs were meant to be. Hoofing 
around as nature intended, chasing about a beautiful 
glade. Loki almost wished he was a Greek god 
instead of Norse, noting a small Palladian folly in 
the corner of the garden that might prove a good spot 
to be worshipped. It certainly looked like a small 
temple, and a better thing than his followers had 
ever given him. Not that he didn’t like large lumps 
of carved stone, but in his youth, the Greeks often 
seemed to have ornate temples, shining marble, and 
all the virgins you could ever wish for.  Not that he 
cared for virgins, but a constant stream of starry eyed 
lovers never went amiss.

For now he had CB, who was chasing him joyfully 
around the glade. “Come here,” he said giggling, no 
doubt at the word ‘come’.

“Make me come!” Loki replied. He was quite 
enjoying the puns which, he thought, really were the 
highest form of humour known to man. He also found 
being chased by CB was particularly pleasing. The 
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exertion of the exercise aroused him, and the effort 
CB was going through to have him was flattering. 

After several minutes chasing around the garden, 
Loki finally slowed down. He stopped beneath 
an apple tree and devoted a little bit of magic to 
preparing his body, relaxing his behind and making 
it slick. It was lucky he had those powers because he 
couldn’t have reached to do so otherwise and he’d 
have relied on CB for any preparation he required. 
That wasn’t something he could guarantee.

CB arrived, pulling to stop directly in front of him 
and granting him a kiss. Again, Loki was flattered at 
CB’s attention. Perhaps CB liked him for more than 
his centaur body.

Normally there would be groping, but as neither 
of them could reach anything worth grabbing, Loki 
let the kiss continue alone. Another few minutes 
passed and then CB stepped back and plucked an 
apple from the tree.

“For you,” he said.
“For me?” Something about the simple gesture 

made Loki’s heart melt. Knowing he was a god, most 
people would never bother to gift him something as 
simple as an apple. They were usually too wary of 
him to give him anything at all. “Thank you.”

CB smiled, the warmest, most beautiful smile 
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Loki had ever seen. “You’re going to need something 
to bite down on.”

Tender moment trashed, Loki stuck the apple 
in his mouth and let CB come up behind him. CB 
mounted his back but couldn’t find entrance when he 
wanted it. 

CB was much bigger than Loki had anticipated. 
He would have to shapeshift his backside into a larger 
butt, plus create more lubricant from thin air. That 
wasn’t normally a problem, but Loki was too excited 
now to want to faff around with magic.  To Hel with 
it! He shifted his lower half to the body of a mare 
and everything slotted into place without the extra 
ounce of effort. CB didn’t seem to know or care, and 
they ran such a race together that Loki wondered if 
he might be pregnant again at the end of it.

Afterward, happily sated, CB withdrew. He was 
a little unsteady even with four legs and he took hold 
of a branch of the tree. “That was great!” he said. 
“Your ass is so large and yielding. You have got to 
meet the other guys.”

Of the two of them, Loki definitely had the silver 
tongue, but he still felt CB had a certain rugged 
charm. He was also acutely aware that, should he 
be looking at the father of his next child, said father 
would need gainful employment and a degree might 
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hasten that.
“What’s the time?” he asked. “Did you finish 

your wall?”
Of course, Loki knew full well that CB hadn’t. 

CB didn’t even respond, just galloped off stark naked 
towards his wall.

The campus clock began to chime.
Dong!
CB was by out of the glade and running through 

the quad.
Dong!
CB leapt the wall!
Dong!
CB smeared mortar.
Dong!
CB inserted the final brick.
Dong!
It was five o’clock.
Loki trotted off to the royal garden, arriving just 

in time to find Dr. Guine waiting for him.
“Ah, Loki!” he said. “You look different. And 

naked.”
Loki shifted back into the body of a fully clothed 

Aesir, adopting his usual princely uniform. “This 
isn’t magic. I’m a shapeshifter. This is all me.”

“I see. Well, there’s no trace of magic on your 
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work so I think I can let this slide.” Dr. Guine walked 
around, admiring the brickwork from every angle and 
nodding his head. “You know, these constructions 
are really rather impressive. I had my doubts about 
you, but—”

This was a single T ‘but’ and Loki didn’t want to 
hear it. “They look beautiful but they’re not working,” 
he said hastily. “The project is unfinished.”

Dr. Guine frowned. “Unfinished? But why would 
you put the fuel in the oven and grill if it didn’t work? 
Why stock the condiments?” He picked up a pot of 
pepper and gave it a shake as if to prove his point.

The merest sprinkle of pepper shot out of the pot 
and into the air. Loki didn’t avoid it because he didn’t 
know he had to. What was the worst thing a bit of 
pepper could do to him? Make him sneeze?

“Atchoo!”
Flames shot out of Loki’s nose. He stumbled 

back, stunned, while the grill and pizza oven both 
roared into life, the fuel catching immediately in 
the intense flame of his sneeze. That bloody dragon 
Barb had passed on whatever sort of magical upper 
respiratory infection she had.

“Bless you,” Dr. Guine said, stepping well out 
of his way. Then his jaw dropped, revealing a set 
of perfectly white fangs. “Mr Laufeyson, these are 
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working perfectly! Congratulations.” He began 
scribbling excitedly on his pad.

“Beginner’s luck, really,” Loki said, reaching 
out to stop the doctor’s pen before he could write 
anything too gushing. “I learnt everything I know 
watching CB. He deserves all the credit for this 
work.”

“Mr Archer will get plenty of credit for his own 
work, I assure you.”

“But if it comes down to it, you’ll remember his 
help when marking me. I know I need to come out 
top of the class, and I do really feel like I deserve 
it. But I don’t want him to lose his scholarship over 
this.”

The vampire removed his pen from Loki’s grip 
and gave him a sympathetic look. “Loki—may 
I call you Loki?—Loki, given the time and the 
tuition you’ve received, what you have produced is 
remarkable. You deserve every bit of praise you will 
get in your final report. However, Barry—shall I call 
him Barry?—Barry has been working solidly for six 
months. He built a wall half a mile long around the 
college, from scratch, installed six gates, decorative 
iron work, two mounted fountains, and hand carved 
every griffin, gargoyle and lion set into the wall. 
With the time allotted to you, you were never going 
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to be top of the class.” 
Loki had assumed CB had fixed up a section 

of a fancy wall that was already extant, doing so 
in only a technically well done but stylistically 
average manner. He had not anticipated losing fairly 
and squarely. “I see. Well, thank you for your time 
doctor.”

Dr. Guine gave him a nod. “That’s quite all 
right. Oh, by the way, Barb told me your brother has 
arrived. He’s waiting up in your room.”

Loki had started his day shoulder deep in a cow’s 
unmentionables, contracted a dragon’s nasty cold, 
given up two hours of his afternoon to building the 
sort of outdoor kitchen Jamie Oliver probably had 
wet dreams about, and finally sold all his principles 
out on a whim because of the slim possibility he was 
pregnant with a centaur’s baby.  So far, so awful. The 
news Thor had arrived was the perfect end to such a 
day.

The easiest thing to do would be to teleport into 
the room, make himself invisible and then stab Thor 
to death. Instead he trudged his way indoors and up 
to face his brother, who would no doubt try and be 
nice about the whole business. Git. 
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Up in his room, Loki found Thor rooting 
through the golden fridge, helping himself  to 
some golden apples.

“Brother!” he said, “How wonderful to see you.”
“I wish I could say the same.”
“Really? You must be getting soft.” He took 

a bite out of his apple and chewed it thoughtfully. 
“Barb called me, you know? Again.”

Loki slumped down on his golden throne and 
scowled at him. “There’s nothing wrong,” he said, 
unwilling to admit yet that he was on the verge of 
being kicked out of CUM. He’d tell Thor later, when 

◊     Chapter 4    ◊

T H U N D E R -
B O LT E D !
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they were both drunk and he wanted some sympathy 
or a fight—it could go either way depending on how 
he couched it. “Barb just wants an excuse to talk to 
you.”

“Clearly she’s a dragon of excellent taste, but I 
killed a particularly large dragon when I destroyed 
Surtur and I don’t think I could risk the family 
reunions.”

“Why? They can’t be any worse than ours.”
“Oh, Loki. You are a grumpy thing, aren’t you?” 

Thor said, cackling to himself. “Come here.”
Loki didn’t move so Thor walked behind the 

throne and wrapped him his arms around Loki’s neck 
from behind, choking him with his enormous biceps.

“Get off me!” Loki gasped, trying to get a bit of 
air into his lungs. “You know I don’t like hugs!”

Thor let go and came around to Loki’s side. He 
perched on one arm of the throne and took another 
bite of his apple. Mouth full, spraying bits of chewed, 
spit covered fruit as he talked, he said, “Barb’s a 
lovely dragonlady, but I think I ought to stick to 
humans, and maybe the odd Aesir. Though I must 
say, there are some very handsome... things?... in this 
university. I could have my head turned yet.”

Loki had always been the one with the reputation 
for fucking anything that would have him so he was 
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surprised by the admission from his brother. But, 
there were a lot of handsome things at the university. 
He’d sampled many himself.

The last he’d taste tested was probably receiving 
his top marks right now. Loki thought of him and 
decided he was okay with coming second to a centaur 
like CB. He was a nice guy, a brilliant worldbuilder, 
a connoisseur of sex puns, and he had an enormous 
penis. He deserved to be top of the class in every 
conceivable way.

Loki, on the other hand, was a prick. He knew it 
too, but now, having at least tried to do a good deed, 
he made peace with that fact. It was easier to accept 
his faults when he knew some good lurked within 
him too.

“Oh yes, many a handsome thing, male and 
female,” Loki said. In hushed tones he added, “I’ll 
miss them.”

A knock at the door interrupted them and Loki 
froze in his seat. Maybe Barb had sent someone 
to tell him he was off the course. Loki had noticed 
most students received updates on their progress via 
mobile phone, but he didn’t have one.

“Expecting someone?” Thor asked, leaving his 
perch on the throne’s arm and walking to the door.

“Shut up!” Loki hissed. “Wait for them to go 
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away.”
The knock on the door became a bang. “Loki? 

Are you in there?” It was CB!
“No!” Loki said, wondering how the centaur had 

found out he occupied the penthouse in the royal 
wing and what on Midgard he thought he was doing 
turning up unannounced.

“Yes he is!” Thor called, peeking through the 
peephole at CB. Loki thought he would open the 
door to him but instead Thor hurried to check himself 
in the mirror. “Loki, he is very cute. Is that your 
boyfriend?” he asked, smoothing his fingers through 
his long flaxen locks and then inspecting his teeth for 
stray pieces of apple peel.

“Nope, not a boyfriend.” Not likely to be one 
either since the foundation for their new casual 
relationship was built on lies. “I only met him today.”

“So, can you maybe introduce me?”
Perhaps the fish eye lens had somehow obscured 

CB’s lower body. “He’s a centaur. Handsome face, 
hot torso, body of a horse. A horse sized horse. All 
parts below the waist are extremely horsey. Do you 
understand what I’m saying?”

Thor contemplated this for a moment and then 
shrugged. “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Wait, 
you have tried it, haven’t you? Is it any good? Do 
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you think I’d find it doable?”
‘Doable’ was the perfect word to describe CB. “I 

think you’d find a way.”
The bang against the door became a louder bang 

against the door.
“Loki! Are you okay? Can you at least tell if you 

will be coming to Centaur Club?”
He sounded worried, in as much as his shouted 

question could sound worried after it travelled 
through a golden door and become vaguely muffled.

Loki dragged himself out of his throne and over 
to the door. The problem with lying was that you 
were always caught out eventually.

“About that,” he said as he opened the door. 
CB looked over his head, expecting him to be 

his centaur-form height, and then down at the Aesir 
body he currently inhabited.

“Surprise,” Loki said.
CB was surprised. He was also, Loki noted, still 

completely naked after their frolic in the glade. “Oh, 
that’s all right,” he said.  “I don’t mind that you’ve 
only got two legs and your cock will have shrunk to 
one third of the centaur size, or that you’ll probably 
want to climb on my back and ride me around like a 
pony. Or that you lied to me.” He frowned. “Actually, 
I do mind that last part.”
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They always did. “Ah, well. I am the god of 
many things, including lies, I’m afraid. But I have 
an adopted brother I could introduce you to and he 
doesn’t lie anywhere near as well as I do.”

Loki turned and pointed across the room at Thor. 
The bastard had seated himself in the throne and was 
grinning broadly. “Hello,” he said, waving.

CB’s jaw dropped as he looked at the hunky god 
of thunder. If hearts could have appeared in his eyes, 
they would have. “That’s your brother? Goodness. 
He’s a slice of all right cake.”

“If you like blond hair, healthy tans, and big, 
thick muscles,” Loki muttered.

“I do. Nods.”
“Did you just say ‘nods’? Forget it, of course you 

like blond hair and muscles.” He stood aside so CB 
could trot into the room. “Go on then. Ride off into 
the sunset with Thor.”

CB took a few steps forward and then turned 
back to Loki. “I’d like to. But he’s not a centaur, and 
despite being top of the class, I’m really more of a 
bottom. I mean, I’ll do pretty much anything so long 
as it’s hygienic and legal, but I wouldn’t want to give 
that up altogether to be with a human, or whatever 
your species are. As big as he is, I’m bigger. To be 
honest, I think we’d have problems both ways.”
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It seemed like nothing a bit of creative thinking 
couldn’t cure. Loki rested a hand on his chin in 
thought. “I understand your dilemma and I think 
you’ve got two options. One, I could shift you into 
another form—an elf perhaps, if you’re feeling like a 
bottom. Elves are always bottoms. Two, Thor could 
join the Animal Husbandry program.”

“What’s that?”
“You really don’t want to know, but you might 

well enjoy the training he receives, as a result.”
CB glanced back over at Thor and said, “Sign 

him up!”
“Very good. I’m glad to be of service. Oh, and 

I’ll see you in court for the child support payments.”
“Child support?”
“It’s hardly my fault you didn’t wear a condom.”
CB’s smart watch buzzed to say he’d received a 

text message. “It’s for you,” he said. “It says you’ve 
just received top marks in Bricklaying too! I got one 
of these too. Apparently there’s two tops and one 
hundred bottoms in the class this semester! I don’t 
think there’s ever been that many tops before.”

Loki snatched CB’s wrist and read the message. 
“For sacrificing your needs for the good of your 
people you have excelled in the requirements of the 
Monarchship degree course and receive full credits 
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for the class.”
“Hooray!” said CB.
“Well done, brother!” said Thor.
“No less than I deserve,” Loki said, trying not to 

beam. 
CB trotted over to Thor and introduced himself. 

Thor relaxed into the golden throne and flirted 
shamelessly. Loki decided to go out.

Walking through the garden, he reflected it had 
been an interesting first term at CUM. For the most 
part it had been pointless and stupid, but the last 
few hours had proved fruitful. He’d passed a unit, 
guaranteed himself entry to all the best parts that 
would follow, and had offloaded Thor onto CB. His 
brother always bothered him less when he had a love 
affair to distract him. The more time Thor spent here, 
the less time he spent watching his hold over Asgard. 
Yes, this would be absolutely perfect.

Strolling amongst the Hornemann’s Willowherb 
and the Melancholy Thistles, Loki spotted a beautiful 
woman. She was short, pleasantly plump, and dark. 
She couldn’t be any further from the blond centaur, 
but Loki was immediately smitten.

Transforming into a smart suit, he approached her. 
She was sat on the grass eating a box of champagne 
truffles and reading a book of erotic poetry. “Hello,” 
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he said, “I couldn’t help noticing the book you’re 
reading.”

She blushed, putting it aside. “Yes, it’s a bit filthy 
isn’t it?”

Loki shrugged. “I’m Loki, prince of Asgard, god 
of mischief, and student of CUM.”

“Hurrah!” she said. “I’m BC Fletcher, Princess 
of Bucks, goddess of fanfics, and also a student of 
CUM.”

“BC? What a pretty name,” Loki said, magically 
transforming his clothes into an “I ♥ BC” t-shirt. 
“Would you like to come to dinner? You look 
famished.”

“How did you know?” she asked, hauling herself 
up and taking his arm. Together they waddled to the 
nearest Michelin starred restaurant for dinner, drinks, 
and then it would be back to Loki’s palatial apartment 
for a night of passionate lovemaking.

◊     The End    ◊
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