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Chapter 1

The morning sun painted golden stripes across Benedict's shoulders as he moved inside Jynni with unhurried grace. His cock slid deep, then shallow, then deep again—not the frantic quota-meeting thrusts that usually filled their mornings, but something slower, something that made her pussy clench around him in grateful little pulses. She lay beneath him on the rumpled sheets of his lodge bed, pink hair spread like spilled candy across his pillow, her Admin jacket thrown somewhere near the door where it had landed the night before.

"You're being very unprofessional," she whispered against his mouth, her words breaking into a soft moan as he rolled his hips just right. "Taking your time like this. The cum collection schedule clearly states—"

He kissed her quiet, one hand sliding up to cradle her face while the other supported his weight. "Fuck the schedule."

"Language, Professor Horne." Her pussy squeezed him tighter, betraying how much she loved hearing him curse. "That's at least two demerits."

He laughed, the sound vibrating through both their bodies where they were joined. This was different from their usual encounters—no desk between them, no hurried extraction of his daily deposits before the next meeting. Just Benedict and Jynni, wrapped in morning light and each other, taking their sweet time because they could.

"I love how wet you get," he murmured, pressing kisses along her jaw. "Even without the urgency. Even when we're just..."

"Making love?" She finished the sentence he seemed too shy to complete, her hands sliding down his back. "Is that what we're doing, Sir?"

He paused mid-thrust, looking down at her with those earnest brown eyes that still held traces of the flustered biology teacher he'd once been. "I... yes. I think we are."

"Good." She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Then keep going. Nice and slow. I want to feel every inch of you."

He groaned, dropping his forehead to hers as he resumed his gentle rhythm. The slick sounds of their coupling filled the quiet room, punctuated by their shared breathing and occasional whimpers when he hit a particularly good angle. Jynni's hands roamed everywhere she could reach—through his tousled hair, across his chest, down to grip his ass and encourage his movements.

"You feel so good," Benedict whispered, his control starting to fray at the edges. "So perfect. God, Jynni..."

She could feel him getting close, the way his thrusts grew slightly erratic, how his breathing hitched. Instead of the usual efficient milking techniques she'd perfected over months of service, she simply held him tighter, clenching her pussy in slow, greedy pulses that matched his rhythm.

"That's it," she purred in his ear. "Fill me up, Benedict. Not for any quota. Just because you want to."

He came with a broken sound, pressing deep as his cock pulsed inside her. She moaned at the familiar feeling of his hot cum flooding her pussy, but this time she savored it differently—not as a successfully extracted resource, but as proof of their connection. He held her close through every spurt, face buried in her neck, whispering her name like a prayer.

They stayed connected afterward, neither wanting to separate. Benedict shifted slightly to take his weight off her but kept his softening cock nestled inside, sealed in by their combined fluids. Jynni traced lazy patterns on his back with her fingertips, occasionally clenching just to feel him twitch.

"We should schedule office hours for this," she said after a while, grinning up at him. "Mandatory cuddling sessions. Very important for faculty morale."

"I'll put it on the calendar." He kissed the tip of her nose. "Right between 'Magical Theory Lecture' and 'Afternoon Cum Collection.'"

"Speaking of which..." She glanced at the enchanted clock on his nightstand. "You're already forty minutes behind on your morning deposits. I'm a terrible assistant."

"The best terrible assistant." He started to pull out, then groaned as she clenched around him one more time. "Jynni, you keep doing that and we'll be here all morning."

"Promise?" She batted her eyelashes at him, then squeaked with laughter as he tickled her ribs in retaliation.

Their playful tussle was interrupted by a sharp crack of magic that made them both freeze. A parchment materialized in the air above the bed, stiff and glowing with official pomposity. It hung there for a moment before drifting down to land on Benedict's bare back.

"What the fuck?" He reached behind himself awkwardly, still buried inside Jynni, trying to grab the document.

She helped him, pulling the parchment around where they could both see it. The thing practically reeked of bureaucracy—heavy paper, unnecessarily ornate script, and a wax seal bearing letters neither of them recognized: G.R.O.U.T.

"Grand Rectification and Orderly Upbringing Taskforce," Benedict read aloud, squinting at the header. "Guidelines for Professional Demeanor, Succubus University Division, Effective Immediately."

"That sounds ominous." Jynni shifted beneath him, making them both gasp as the movement reminded them of their still-intimate position. "What kind of guidelines?"

Benedict scanned the document, his expression growing more incredulous with each line. "Let's see... 'Faculty members are encouraged to adopt less revealing attire during instructional hours.' 'Appropriate interpersonal spacing of no less than eighteen inches should be maintained between staff and students.' Oh, here's a good one—'Recommended moan-to-dialogue ratio during classroom instruction shall not exceed 1:4.'"

Jynni burst out laughing, the motion making her pussy squeeze around his cock in delightful pulses. "Wait, wait. Let me get my measuring tape. I'm pretty sure I'm violating at least four clauses just by breathing on your cock right now."

"Six clauses," Benedict corrected, unable to keep from grinning. "Seven if you count the 'excessive fraternization' bit."

"Fraternization? Is that what they're calling it now?" She pulled him down for a kiss, deliberately clenching her cum-filled pussy. "Because I've got your fraternization right here, dripping down my thighs."

He groaned against her mouth, cock twitching with renewed interest despite himself. "This has to be a joke. Some interdimensional committee with too much time on their hands."

"Probably." Jynni tossed the parchment aside, more interested in the way Benedict was starting to harden inside her again. "Though I do love the idea of you trying to maintain eighteen inches of space while I'm deepthroating you under your desk."

"That would be challenging," he agreed, beginning to rock his hips in tiny movements. "Might need to file for an exemption."

"'Dear G.R.O.U.T.,'" Jynni narrated in her most official voice, even as her breath hitched from his movements. "'Please excuse Professor Horne from interpersonal spacing requirements, as his assistant's mouth is permanently designated as cock storage. Signed, One Very Satisfied Administrative Liaison.'"

They dissolved into laughter, the memo forgotten as they lost themselves in each other again. Whatever bureaucratic nonsense was brewing could wait. Right now, they had more important deposits to make.

***

The first sign that something was terribly wrong came three days later, when Benedict found the succubus statue in the east courtyard wearing what appeared to be a tablecloth. The ancient sculpture—a masterwork of erotic art depicting a succubus mid-orgasm, back arched and wings spread in ecstasy—now sported an ill-fitting drape that flapped pathetically in the morning breeze. One marble breast peeked out from beneath the fabric, as if the statue herself was confused by this sudden bout of modesty.

Benedict stopped mid-stride, coffee mug frozen halfway to his lips. In his months at Succubus University, he'd grown accustomed to the campus's openly sexual atmosphere. Seeing it covered up felt fundamentally wrong, like finding pants on a classical Greek statue or a censorship bar across the Mona Lisa's smile.

"Hideous, isn't it?" A passing incubus professor shook his horned head. "They did the same thing to the Fountain of Eternal Ejaculation. Threw a tarp over the whole thing. You can still hear it spurting underneath, but now it just sounds... sad."

Over the following days, Benedict noticed more changes creeping across campus like an infection of propriety. In the faculty lounge, trays of sex-enhancement pastries had been replaced with stale donuts and lukewarm coffee. Pamphlets titled "The Virtues of Restraint" and "Modesty: A Magical Journey" appeared on every surface, their covers featuring fully clothed models who looked constipated rather than virtuous.

The students were the most affected. Benedict found them clustering in confused groups between classes, whispering about new policies that made no sense in a dimension literally powered by sexual energy.

"They measured the distance between me and my study partner during Advanced Oral Techniques," a young succubus complained to her friends. "Said we were violating 'appropriate interpersonal spacing.' How am I supposed to practice deepthroating from eighteen inches away?"

"I heard they're appointing modesty monitors," another student added, tail twitching anxiously. "To make sure our uniforms meet the new 'coverage requirements.' My tits don't fit in normal shirts! None of ours do!"

The atmosphere on campus grew increasingly bizarre—still sexual beneath the surface, but cautious, like everyone was waiting for someone to tell them the joke. Benedict saw students nervously adjusting their clothes, pulling down skirts that were designed to ride up, buttoning shirts that strained against their supernatural proportions. The air still tasted of arousal and magic, but now it was tinged with confusion and a growing sense of unease.

Benedict was contemplating the draped statue again, wondering if he should just rip the damn cloth off himself, when a commotion from the central hall drew his attention. The midday meal was typically a casual affair—students and faculty mingling freely, occasional moans punctuating conversations as people made use of the under-table service stations. Today, though, the hall fell silent as the main doors swung open.

Gina Lux entered like a force of nature wrapped in a funeral shroud.

Gone was the tiny crop top that barely contained her magnificent tits. Vanished were the micro-skirts that showed her perpetually wet pussy to anyone who cared to look. Instead, she wore what could only be described as an anti-sex garment—a high-collared, ankle-length modesty ensemble in institutional grey that looked like it had been conjured from the collective sexual regrets of an entire convent.

Her platinum blonde hair, usually a glorious mess that screamed "I just got fucked," was now pinned back in a severe bun that would make a librarian weep. Her hands were folded primly in front of her, and her face bore an expression of serene composure that was completely at odds with everything Benedict knew about her.

The silence in the hall was deafening. Forks stopped halfway to mouths. A student getting blown under table three forgot to muffle his moan, the sound echoing obscenely in the quiet before cutting off with an embarrassed squeak.

Gina glided to the front of the hall, her sensible flats clicking against the stone in a rhythm that somehow sounded disapproving. When she reached the podium, she turned to face the assembled crowd with a smile that would have been beatific if it hadn't been attached to Gina Lux's face.

"Good afternoon, everyone," she began, her voice carrying the same smug undertone it always had, but now wrapped in a layer of artificial sweetness. "I'm sure you're all wondering about my new appearance."

Someone in the back coughed. It sounded like "what the fuck" translated into respiratory distress.

"I've experienced a personal awakening," Gina continued, apparently oblivious to the collective shock. "After deep reflection and guidance from our new interdimensional partners at G.R.O.U.T., I've realized the error of my previous ways. The excessive sexuality, the constant arousal, the shameless manipulation of erotic energy for personal gain—all of it was simply a cry for help."

Benedict nearly choked on his coffee. This was the same woman who had once made him cum just by describing her breakfast in unnecessarily pornographic detail.

"I'm pleased to announce that I've accepted a position as campus liaison for the Grand Rectification and Orderly Upbringing Taskforce," she said, clasping her hands together like a nun about to lead prayer. "Together, we'll guide Succubus University into a new era of moral hygiene and corrective magical decency."

The phrase "moral hygiene" hung in the air like a fart at an orgy. Several students looked physically ill. A faculty member near Benedict whispered, "Did she just say 'corrective magical decency'? What does that even mean?"

"Change can be difficult," Gina acknowledged, her smile never wavering. "But I'm here to help. My office is now open for consultation on proper interpersonal conduct, appropriate attire modification, and techniques for channeling your sexual energy into more... productive pursuits."

She paused, scanning the crowd with eyes that should have been vacant with piety but instead held that familiar predatory gleam. "Remember, discipline isn't just about restraint—it's about finding new ways to achieve satisfaction within proper boundaries."

The way she said "satisfaction" made at least three students whimper involuntarily.

"That's all for now. Please enjoy your meal, maintaining appropriate spacing and volume levels as outlined in your new guidelines. May your afternoon be productive and appropriately modest."

She glided out the same way she'd entered, leaving behind a hall full of people who looked like they'd just witnessed their favorite porn star become a nun. The silence stretched for several long moments before erupting into frantic whispers.

Benedict watched her go, mind racing. Despite the conservative costume and sanctimonious speech, he'd seen that look in her eyes before—usually right before she did something spectacularly inappropriate with his cock. Whatever game Gina was playing, he was certain of one thing: this wasn't a genuine conversion to modesty.

The question was, what the hell was she really up to?

***

The G.R.O.U.T.-approved modesty shawl lasted approximately forty-seven seconds on Tess Clawthorne's body before she transformed it into something that would make a dominatrix blush.

Benedict watched from behind his desk as she sauntered into Human Intimacy Practicum, the grey fabric supposedly designed to "provide appropriate coverage for the chest and shoulder areas" already twisted into an elaborate harness that somehow emphasized her tits more than if she'd walked in topless. The shawl crisscrossed between her breasts, looped around her neck, and disappeared somewhere behind her back in a configuration that defied both physics and the manufacturer's intent.

"Miss Clawthorne," Benedict began, trying to maintain professorial authority despite the fact that her outfit was making his cock twitch with interest. "I don't think that's quite how the modesty shawl is meant to be worn."

"Oh?" She spun in a slow circle, making the fabric strain in new and interesting ways. "The instructions said to 'drape appropriately over areas of concern.' My tits are very concerning, Professor. They need extra support."

The class erupted in nervous laughter—the first genuine moment of levity they'd had since the new guidelines dropped. Other students began filing in, each sporting their own disasters of modest fashion. A cambion near the window wore what appeared to be a turtleneck with custom holes cut out for her breasts because the fabric simply wouldn't stretch enough. An incubus had somehow squeezed into regulation trousers that outlined his cock so clearly he might as well have been naked.

"This is insane," muttered a succubus in the front row, fighting with a cardigan that kept popping open every time she breathed. "My grandmother would die of shame if she saw me covered up like this. She didn't fight in the Liberation Orgies for me to hide my ass under polyester."

Benedict cleared his throat. "I understand everyone is... adjusting to the new requirements. Let's try to focus on today's lesson: tension and release in magical restraints."

"Perfect!" Tess bounded to the demonstration area, dragging a bewildered male student with her. "I'll show how this shawl creates the ideal tension distribution for sensation play."

Before Benedict could object, she'd managed to use the modesty garment to tie her volunteer to a chair, the fabric stretched between strategic points that had him moaning within seconds. The absurdity of using a G.R.O.U.T.-mandated modesty item for bondage wasn't lost on anyone, and soon the entire class was experimenting with creative reinterpretations of their required attire.

A succubus discovered that the "appropriate coverage" skirt worked better as a blindfold. Two students found that regulation shirts, when tied together, made excellent restraints. Someone figured out that the "interpersonal spacing" measuring stick handed out that morning was perfectly shaped for impact play.

The mood in the room shifted from frustrated confusion to something approaching their usual playful energy, albeit with an undercurrent of rebellion. Benedict let them explore, recognizing that this creative defiance was healthier than the creeping fear he'd seen spreading across campus.

"Remember," he said as the class wound down, students reluctantly untangling themselves and their creatively repurposed clothing, "the true lesson here is about adaptation. Sometimes the most restrictive circumstances can lead to the most... innovative solutions."

Several students grinned at him knowingly as they filed out, their modest attire already beginning to slip back into more familiar configurations. Tess was the last to leave, pausing at the door with her shawl now fashioned into what could generously be called a halter top.

"Same time Thursday, Professor?" She winked. "I'll wear the regulation ankle-length skirt. I have some fascinating ideas about hem modification for easier access."

After she left, Benedict gathered his papers and made his way through the winding corridors toward the upper library. The campus felt different in the late afternoon light—shadows seemed longer, and the usual ambient sounds of pleasure were muffled, as if the very walls were embarrassed.

The back alcove of the upper library had always been a haven for clandestine activities, though usually of a more carnal nature. Today, it served as a meeting point for what Benedict was already thinking of as "the resistance," though he'd die before saying that out loud.

Jynni was already there when he arrived, perched on the edge of a reading table in her standard admin jacket—though he noticed she'd safety-pinned it closed in a token gesture toward the new modesty requirements. The pins strained with every breath, threatening to pop free at any moment.

Mira sat in a high-backed chair like a queen holding court, her posture perfect and her expression suggesting she found this entire situation beneath her notice. She'd made no modifications to her usual attire, her tailored uniform still riding the knife's edge of dress code violation with calculated precision.

Tess had claimed an entire chaise lounge, sprawled across it with her shawl now serving as a pillow. Her regulation skirt had migrated up to mid-thigh, and she made no effort to adjust it when Benedict entered.

Lynari stood by the window, clutching a book on magical etiquette like a lifeline. Of all of them, she seemed the most affected by the changes, her usual oversized clothes now supplemented with even more layers that made her look like a very anxious eggplant.

"Thank you all for coming," Benedict began, settling into a chair that creaked ominously under him. "I thought we should discuss... the situation."

"The situation where Gina Lux dressed like a sexy librarian's evil twin and started preaching about moral hygiene?" Tess asked, examining her nails. "That situation?"

"It's affecting morale," Jynni said, fidgeting with one of her safety pins. "I've had three different faculty members ask if their cum deposits still count toward their quarterly reviews. Professor Threx from Tantric Theory actually asked if he should start collecting his samples in 'modest containers.' What does that even mean?"

"It means someone's playing a very calculated game," Mira observed, her red eyes narrowing. "Gina Lux doesn't have a modest bone in her body. I've seen her orgasm from filing paperwork. This sudden conversion is about as genuine as a unicorn's virginity."

Lynari shifted uncomfortably by the window. "The magical theory texts are being updated," she said quietly. "They're adding chapters on 'ethical energy channeling' and 'appropriate arousal management.' The equations don't even make sense. You can't separate lust from magic here—it would be like trying to remove wet from water."

"So what do we do?" Jynni asked, looking between them all. "Just pretend everything's normal while they drape tablecloths over our heritage and measure the distance between mouths and cocks?"

Benedict leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "For now, we observe. We gather information. Something about this whole G.R.O.U.T. organization feels off, and Gina's involvement makes it even more suspicious."

"You think she's playing them?" Tess sat up, suddenly interested.

"I think she's playing someone," Benedict replied. "The question is who, and to what end."

Mira stood gracefully, smoothing her skirt. "Then we play along, for now. Let them think their modest little revolution is taking hold. Meanwhile, we watch. We wait. And we prepare."

"Prepare for what?" Lynari asked, hugging her book tighter.

Mira's smile was sharp enough to cut glass. "For whatever game Gina Lux is really playing. Because when that woman starts covering up her tits and preaching restraint, you can be certain something far more interesting is about to be exposed."

The meeting broke up with a shared sense of purpose, if not clarity. As they filtered out of the alcove in ones and twos, Benedict caught Jynni's hand.

"You okay?" he asked quietly.

She smiled up at him, though worry creased her brow. "Just thinking about this morning. Before all this started. When things were simple."

"Fucking was never simple here," he pointed out, which earned him a genuine laugh.

"No," she agreed, going up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek. "But at least it was honest."

As they left the library together, maintaining the newly mandated eighteen inches of space between them, Benedict couldn't shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. Whatever was happening at Succubus University, whatever game Gina was playing, he was certain of one thing:

Things were about to get much more complicated before they got better.


Chapter 2

The air tasted wrong. Benedict stepped out of the faculty lodge and immediately felt it—a flatness that coated his tongue like cheap perfume sprayed over rot. The morning breeze, usually thick with the mingled scents of arousal and magic, now carried something synthetic and sour that made his sinuses burn. Grey vapor curled around the courtyard's edges, seeping from the mouths of carved lion heads that had once spurted enchanted lubricant during campus celebrations. Now they exhaled this thin, medicinal fog that made everything feel muffled and distant, like trying to fuck through a dental dam.

He watched the mist creep across the cobblestones, pooling in corners where students would normally gather for morning quickies before class. The vapor seemed almost alive, reaching ghostly fingers toward anyone who passed, leaving them slightly dimmer in its wake. A group of second-years walked by, their usual hip-swaying gait reduced to a mechanical shuffle. One of them—a succubus he'd seen deepthroat three cocks at once during orientation week—clutched her books to her chest like a shield, eyes downcast and glazed.

The libido-dampening mists. He'd read about them in the latest G.R.O.U.T. memo, but seeing their effect in person made his stomach turn. This wasn't just about covering statues or measuring interpersonal distances anymore. This was chemical warfare against the very essence of what made Succubus University function.

Benedict tried to catch the eye of a cluster of third-years near the Fountain of Eternal Ejaculation—or what used to be the fountain before someone had disconnected its magical pump and filled it with what appeared to be potpourri. These students were notorious for their insatiable appetites; just last week, they'd turned a pop quiz into an impromptu orgy that had generated enough lust mana to power the library's heating system for a month.

Now they stood in a loose circle, fully clothed, discussing something in monotone voices. When Benedict approached, one of them—a cambion with usually electric blue eyes—looked up at him with all the interest of someone watching paint dry. She yawned, revealing fangs that should have been glistening with arousal-induced saliva but were instead dull and dry.

"Morning, Professor Horne," she said, her voice lacking its usual purr. "Did you need something?"

"Just... checking in," Benedict managed, disturbed by her vacant expression. "How are you all feeling?"

"Fine." The word fell flat between them. "Very appropriate. Very decent."

The others nodded in synchronized agreement, like puppets on the same string. One of them actually pulled out a handkerchief to dab at his perfectly dry forehead, as if the very concept of sweating from exertion had become foreign.

Benedict backed away, nausea rising in his throat. These students should have been eye-fucking him by now, making obscene suggestions about his office hours, or at minimum adjusting themselves while thinking impure thoughts. Instead, they returned to their circle, discussing what sounded like proper note-taking techniques in voices devoid of any passion.

A soft humming made him turn. Floating beside him at shoulder height was a crystalline orb, glowing with pale blue light that pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat. He hadn't heard it approach—the thing moved with an eerie silence that made his skin crawl. Etched across its surface in pretentious script were the words: "Purity Orb - Conduct Observed Is Conduct Improved."

The orb bobbed gently, as if nodding in approval of his appropriate three-foot distance from the students. When Benedict scowled at it, the glow flickered slightly orange before returning to its serene blue. A surveillance device, then. Wonderful. As if the mists weren't enough, now they had floating magical nannies documenting every potentially inappropriate thought.

He walked faster, trying to outpace the orb, but it matched his speed effortlessly. Through the main quad, past the Hall of Sensual Studies where not a single moan escaped the windows. Past the Groves of Gratification where couples would usually be fucking against trees—now empty except for the creeping mist. The campus felt like a body drained of blood, all the vital warmth sucked out and replaced with this clinical chill.

The few students he passed moved like sleepwalkers, their natural grace replaced by stiff, mechanical movements. A pair of satyrs sat on a bench, a full foot of space between them, reading textbooks in silence. An incubus walked by in a turtleneck—an actual turtleneck—his usual magnificent cock outline completely hidden beneath layers of unfortunate fabric. Even the ambient sounds were wrong: no gasps of pleasure from hidden alcoves, no wet sounds of morning encounters, no breathless laughter. Just the whisper of that damned mist and the occasional electronic chirp from a Purity Orb.

Jynni waited outside his classroom, and Benedict's heart sank at the sight of her. Her usually bouncing pink pigtails hung limp against her shoulders. Her skin, normally flushed with perpetual arousal, had taken on a greyish cast. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her like a schoolgirl called to the principal's office, her admin jacket buttoned all the way to her throat.

"Hey," she said, and even that single word lacked its usual breathless quality.

"Jynni." He wanted to pull her close, to kiss the life back into her, but the Purity Orb hovering between them pulsed warning yellow.

She glanced at the orb, then back at him, and for a moment he saw a flash of the real Jynni in her eyes—frustrated, angry, desperately horny but unable to act on it. Then the mist curled around her ankles and the spark dimmed.

"I don't like how it smells," she muttered, looking down at her sensible flats—when had she started wearing flats? "Like... like someone boiled prudishness and made us breathe it."

"How do you feel?" He kept his voice carefully neutral, aware of their crystalline chaperone.

Her lower lip trembled. "I haven't even wanted to suck you since breakfast." The words came out in a broken whisper. "That's not normal, Benedict. I always want to suck you. It's my favorite thing. But now I just feel... flat. Like someone took all the color out of the world and left us with this grey nothing."

The Purity Orb chirped, apparently detecting emotional distress. It projected a small hologram: "Counseling Services Available for Adjustment Difficulties."

"Fuck off," Benedict told it, which earned him an orange pulse and probably a note in some cosmic file.

Jynni almost smiled at that—a ghost of her usual grin. "Careful. Two more infractions and you get a Modesty Mentor assigned."

"God help us." He looked at her dulled eyes, her slumped shoulders, the way she kept distance between them like magnetized poles reversed. "This can't continue."

"No," she agreed quietly. "It can't."

The bell rang for class—a new addition, apparently schedules were too erotic when announced by magical pulses—and Benedict steeled himself for whatever fresh horror awaited inside. But as he watched Jynni shuffle toward the door, moving like someone had replaced her bones with lead, he felt something hot and determined kindle in his chest.

They could pump their mists and float their orbs and measure their fucking distances. But they couldn't kill what lived between him and Jynni, between all of them. Not completely.

Not if he had anything to say about it.

***

The Human Intimacy Practicum classroom looked like someone had performed an exorcism on a brothel. Gone were the cushions and soft surfaces designed for practical demonstrations. In their place sat rigid wooden desks, each precisely eighteen inches apart, their surfaces bare except for copies of "Appropriate Gaze Management: A G.R.O.U.T. Guideline." The room's signature feature—a circular bed for group exercises—had been replaced with a podium that looked like it had been stolen from a particularly joyless church.

A Purity Orb floated near the ceiling, casting its pale blue judgment over everything. Every few seconds it would emit a soft chirp, like a smoke detector for inappropriate thoughts. The students filed in with all the enthusiasm of prisoners approaching the gallows, taking their assigned seats with mechanical precision. No one sat on anyone's lap. No casual touches as they passed. No whispered promises about what they'd do after class.

Benedict surveyed his students, his heart sinking further with each vacant expression. These were advanced practitioners—beings who could make someone cum with a properly executed sigh. Now they sat like mannequins, hands folded, eyes forward but not really seeing. The mist had followed them inside, clinging to their clothes and hair like an unwelcome perfume.

"Today we're covering emotional foreplay and erotic eye contact," Benedict began, trying to inject some energy into his voice. "Who can tell me why maintaining visual connection enhances magical resonance during intimate encounters?"

Silence. Not the eager, squirming silence of students too aroused to speak, but the dead silence of people who'd forgotten why the question mattered.

Finally, a young incubus raised his hand with all the enthusiasm of someone volunteering for a tax audit. "Because... because the manual says it increases efficiency by twelve percent?"

"That's—" Benedict paused, unsure how to respond to such a clinical answer. "Technically correct, but we're talking about more than efficiency. Eye contact creates vulnerability, connection, the building blocks of genuine arousal."

The Purity Orb chirped twice. Apparently "arousal" was approaching yellow-light territory.

"Let's try a practical exercise," Benedict continued, ignoring the floating narc. "Everyone pair up—maintaining appropriate distance—and practice holding your partner's gaze for thirty seconds. Focus on breathing together, feeling that connection build."

The students moved like they were underwater, eventually forming pairs with exactly eighteen inches between them. They stared at each other with all the passion of people reading ingredient lists. One succubus actually pulled out a ruler to ensure proper spacing, adjusting her position by millimeters.

"Tess," Benedict called out, desperate to salvage something from this disaster. "Why don't you lead the class in the paired breathing exercise? Show them how synchronization enhances the connection."

Tess Clawthorne stood slowly, her usual bouncing energy completely absent. The modesty shawl she'd transformed into a harness that morning had been forcibly returned to its intended configuration, hanging on her like a grey shroud. She moved to the front of the room with none of her characteristic hip sway, her neon yellow eyes dulled to the color of old butter.

"Right. Breathing." Her voice came out flat, stripped of its usual sing-song tease. "In for four. Hold for four. Out for four."

She began counting in a monotone that made Benedict's skin crawl. This was the same student who'd once made an entire classroom edge for forty minutes using just her voice. Now she sounded like a malfunctioning metronome.

"One. Two. Three. Four. Hold. Two. Three. Four." Her shoulders started shaking. "Out. Two. Three—"

Her voice cracked on the fourth count. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling down her pink cheeks as she tried to continue the exercise. "In. Two. Thr—I can't. I can't do this!"

She pressed her hands to her face, shoulders heaving with suppressed sobs. "It's all grey! Everything's grey and flat and I can't feel anything! I tried to touch myself this morning and it was like... like rubbing a stranger's elbow!"

The classroom erupted in uncomfortable shifting. Several students looked like they wanted to comfort her, but the eighteen-inch rule and the watchful Purity Orb kept them frozen. The orb itself flickered between colors, apparently unsure how to categorize an emotional breakdown about lack of arousal.

From her seat near the window, Mira Nox observed the scene with eyes like crimson ice. She hadn't moved once during the entire debacle, her perfect posture unchanged, but Benedict could see the fury radiating from her in waves. Her hands rested on her desk, fingers splayed, and he noticed the wood beneath them starting to smoke slightly—her rage literally burning through the furniture.

When she finally spoke, her voice cut through Tess's sobs like a blade through silk. "This is beneath us." Each word dripped with such disdain that the temperature in the room seemed to drop. "We are not broken dolls to be positioned and programmed. We are beings of pleasure and power, and this—" she gestured at the entire scene with one elegant hand, "—this is an insult to our very existence."

The Purity Orb went full orange, spinning in agitated circles. An automated voice announced: "Multiple infractions detected. Seditious sentiment. Excessive emotional display. Furniture damage."

"Oh, do shut up," Mira told it, and the orb actually wavered in its flight pattern.

Benedict made a decision. "Class dismissed." The words came out heavier than he'd intended. "We'll... we'll try again when conditions are more conducive to learning."

The students filed out in the same mechanical fashion they'd entered, though he caught glimpses of life in some of them—a clenched fist here, a bitten lip there, tears on more faces than just Tess's. As they left, he noticed a stack of forms tucked beneath the podium, their headers screaming in bureaucratic fonts: "Decorum Violation Demerit Forms - For Immediate Documentation of Inappropriate Conduct."

He was still staring at the forms, wondering if burning them would be worth whatever punishment G.R.O.U.T. had devised, when a sharp voice cut through his thoughts.

"Disappointing class management, Professor Horne."

Zira Thornhand stood in the doorway like judgment incarnate. The Modesty Monitor uniform she wore—sharp grey lines and militant shoulders—should have looked ridiculous on her muscular frame. Instead, it made her look like what would happen if an dominatrix joined the moral police. Her signature shaved undercut was now covered by a severe grey cap, but her eyes held the same dangerous edge they always had.

"Zira." He couldn't hide his surprise. "You're a—"

"Modesty Monitor, yes." She consulted her clipboard with the same intensity she'd once reserved for planning CBT sessions. "Your class exhibited multiple violations. Excessive emotional display. Attempted furniture damage. And you—" She looked him up and down with an expression that managed to be both clinical and predatory. "Your hips moved with intent when you walked to the podium. That's a warning."

"My hips moved with—are you serious?"

"Deadly." She made a mark on her clipboard. "The way a body moves broadcasts intention. Your hips suggested residual sexual confidence. That's a Category 3 violation of the Natural Movement Guidelines."

Benedict stared at her, searching for any sign this was an elaborate joke. But her face remained stone, even as something flickered in her eyes—frustration? Rage? Or was that just his desperate hope that somewhere under that grey uniform, the real Zira was screaming to get out?

"I'll try to walk more... neutrally," he managed.

"See that you do." She turned on her heel with military precision. "Oh, and Professor? Your little administrative assistant has been reported for 'excessive proximity' three times today. You might want to counsel her on appropriate spacing before she earns a full review."

She strode out, leaving Benedict alone with the silent Purity Orb and the smell of singed desk where Mira's rage had leaked through. He gathered his papers mechanically, trying to process the dystopian nightmare his workplace had become.

As he left, he noticed someone had already started filling out one of the demerit forms. In the space marked "Nature of Violation," someone had written in tiny, careful script: "Continued existence as a sexual being."

He couldn't tell if it was a joke or a confession.

***

The lodge felt like a sanctuary that had been violated. Even here, in what should have been their private space, the synthetic stench of the mists had crept in through window cracks and under doors. Benedict found Jynni sitting on the edge of their bed—not sprawled across it in her usual position of eager availability, not kneeling beside it ready to serve, but perched on the very edge like a bird afraid to fully land.

Her hands rested in her lap with unnatural stillness. In all his months at Succubus University, Benedict had never seen Jynni's hands completely still. They were always moving—stroking, reaching, playing with herself or adjusting her minimal clothing for better access. Now they lay folded like dead things, her fingers interlaced in a position that looked physically painful for someone whose default state was "ready to grab cock."

She didn't look up when he entered. Didn't bounce to her feet with offers of stress relief. Didn't even smile. She just sat there, still as a statue, wearing her buttoned-up admin jacket like armor against her own nature.

"Jynni?" He moved closer, each step feeling like walking through water.

She flinched when he sat beside her. Actually flinched, like his proximity was something to endure rather than celebrate. The bed dipped under his weight, but she didn't lean into him the way she always did, didn't immediately climb into his lap or nuzzle against his chest. The eighteen inches of mandated space felt like a canyon between them.

Benedict reached out slowly, telegraphing his movement, and gently stroked her thigh through her skirt. She flinched again, harder this time, and his heart cracked.

"I'm sorry," she whispered, still not meeting his eyes. "I don't know why I keep doing that. It's like my body forgot what touch means."

"It's not your fault. It's these fucking mists—"

"I don't think I can get wet anymore." The words tumbled out in a broken rush. She finally looked at him, and her eyes were glassy with unshed tears. "I tried, Benedict. In the bathroom between meetings. I touched myself the way I always do, thought about you, about your cock, about that thing you do with your tongue—nothing. Not even damp. It was like trying to start a fire with wet matches."

Her voice dropped to barely a whisper. "Everything smells like wet laundry and cold shame. Like someone took all the joy in the world and wrung it out in grey water."

Benedict's hands clenched into fists. This was beyond dystopian policies or conservative dress codes. They were chemically castrating an entire population, turning beings of pleasure into shame-filled shadows. The heat in his chest wasn't guilt now—it was rage, pure and focused.

"Do you remember," he said quietly, "that morning three weeks ago? When you came to collect the usual deposits, but we ended up just... being together?"

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. "You made love to me. Slow and sweet. No quotas, no efficiency metrics. Just us."

"Just us," he agreed. "That's what they can't take. They can pump their fucking mists and float their spy orbs, but they can't touch what's real between us."

"Can't they?" She gestured helplessly at herself. "Look at me. I'm broken. A sex liaison who can't get aroused. It's like being a fish that forgot how to swim."

Benedict stood abruptly, anger making his movements sharp. He paced to the nightstand where the old mana meter from the efficiency audit still sat—a souvenir Jynni had insisted on keeping because "it was where everything changed." The crystal sphere was dark now, no sexual energy to measure.

Or was it?

He turned back to Jynni, who was watching him with confused eyes. Despite everything—the mists, the oppressive atmosphere, the memory of his disastrous class—his cock was hard. Had been since he'd walked in and seen her hurting. Not from artificial arousal or succubus pheromones, but from the simple desire to comfort her, to fight for her, to burn down anyone who made her feel less than the perfect, eager, beautifully slutty creature she was.

"Give me your hand," he said.

She hesitated, then slowly extended her arm. He took her hand gently and pressed it against his erection through his trousers. Her eyes widened.

"You're..."

"Hard. Despite their chemicals and surveillance and fucking modesty monitors." He kept her hand pressed against him. "We're still here, Jynni. We don't need their permission."

She stroked him tentatively through the fabric, muscle memory returning in slow increments. "It feels different. Not like the automatic arousal from before. This is..."

"Real," he finished. "Defiant. Ours."

The mana meter on the nightstand flickered. Just barely—a faint pulse of light in the crystal that shouldn't have been possible with the dampening fields saturating everything. But there it was, growing brighter with each stroke of her hand.

Jynni saw it too. "We're generating energy. Through the mists."

"Because it's genuine." He leaned down, cupping her face with both hands. "They can suppress manufactured lust, but they can't kill actual connection."

She kissed him then, soft and slow, nothing like her usual hungry devouring of his mouth. This was tentative, exploring, like teenagers learning each other for the first time. When they parted, her eyes had lost some of their dullness.

The mana meter pulsed brighter.

"We can't just wait for this to pass," Benedict said, his mind racing. "We need to actively fight it. But the classrooms are monitored, the public spaces are drowning in mists..."

"We don't need their classrooms." Jynni's hand was still on his cock, stroking with increasing confidence as her natural instincts fought through the chemical suppression. "What if we bring the classroom to them?"

Benedict stared at her, pieces clicking into place. Private spaces. Encrypted channels. Real connection instead of performative fucking. Teaching truth instead of approved doctrine.

"Underground education," he breathed. "Bypass their entire system."

"Guerrilla sex ed." For the first time since morning, Jynni truly smiled. "Teach people how to find their genuine arousal again. Not the manufactured campus-wide orgy energy, but real, personal, defiant pleasure."

The mana meter was glowing steadily now, casting warm light across the grey-tainted room. Benedict kissed her again, deeper this time, and felt her respond with something approaching her old enthusiasm.

They were still here. Still them. And they were going to fight back the only way that made sense in a dimension powered by pleasure—by teaching others to reclaim theirs.

"Tonight," he said against her lips. "We start planning tonight."

"Yes." She nipped at his bottom lip, a flash of the old Jynni breaking through. "But first, I want to try something. If real connection can break through their mists..." She started unbuttoning her jacket slowly. "I want to see if making love still works."

The mana meter flared bright enough to chase shadows from the corners of the room.

***

The windows of Benedict's quarters had been covered with heavy fabric—not G.R.O.U.T.-mandated modesty drapes, but thick enchanted cloth that ate light and sound like a hungry animal. Lynari had arrived first, clutching an armload of technical manuals and modified resonance crystals, her lavender hands shaking as she traced soundproofing wards across the walls. Each sigil flared briefly before sinking into the wood, creating layers of magical insulation that would make their conversation undetectable to even the most sensitive Purity Orb.

By the time the others arrived, the room felt like a pocket universe—cut off from the surveilled campus, free from the omnipresent mists that dulled sensation and thought. Tess practically bounced through the door, her enforced modesty shawl already twisted into something that barely qualified as clothing. Mira entered with her usual predatory grace, pausing to test the ward strength with one elegant finger before nodding approval.

"No one followed me," she announced, settling into a chair like a queen taking her throne. "Though the Purity Orb outside the West Hall seemed personally offended by my walking speed. Apparently, there's a 'maximum acceptable hip rotation' now."

"Fucking ridiculous," Tess muttered, sprawling across the floor in a position that would have earned her multiple demerits. "You know they made me fill out a form explaining why I needed to breathe so deeply during yesterday's Meditation and Mindfulness session? I told them it was because their mists smell like someone's dead grandmother's potpourri drawer."

Jynni perched on the arm of Benedict's chair, close enough that their bodies touched—a small act of rebellion that would have been normal a week ago but now felt like a political statement. She looked brighter than she had in days, the enforced distance of the afternoon abandoned in the safety of their warded space.

"Lynari," Benedict said gently, "whenever you're ready."

The shy succubus stood, her oversized clothes making her look even smaller than usual. But when she began speaking about magical theory and resonance networks, her voice gained strength and clarity. She'd spread her materials across the coffee table—crystals, diagrams, equations that made Benedict's human brain ache just looking at them.

"The campus runs on a network of resonance circuits," she began, her fingers tracing paths across a map. "Every burst of sexual energy feeds into these channels, creating the magical field that powers everything from the lights to the dimensional barriers. G.R.O.U.T. has installed their Purity Orbs as parasites on this system, but they haven't changed the underlying infrastructure."

She picked up a modified crystal, its surface etched with runes so tiny they looked like frost patterns. "If we create our own transmission nodes—encrypted, peer-to-peer, bouncing between existing resonance points—we can piggyback on the network without triggering their monitoring systems."

"Like magical pirate radio," Tess said, sitting up with interest.

"Exactly." Lynari blushed at the attention but continued. "The broadcasts would be non-localized, meaning they don't originate from any single point the Orbs could track. And technically unmoderated because the content exists in the spaces between their detection parameters."

Mira leaned forward, her red eyes calculating. "What about range? Quality? If we're threading between their surveillance, won't the signal degrade?"

"That's where it gets interesting." Lynari pulled out another crystal, this one pulsing with soft pink light. "Sexual resonance is self-amplifying when it's genuine. The mists can dampen manufactured arousal—the kind generated by pheromone bombs or mass orgies. But real connection, actual desire between specific individuals... that creates a different frequency. Stronger. More persistent."

"The mana meter," Jynni breathed, understanding dawning on her face. "Earlier, when Benedict and I... it glowed through the mists because what we felt was real."

Lynari nodded enthusiastically. "Exactly! If we broadcast genuine sexual education, real intimacy instead of performative fucking, the signal will actually strengthen as people respond to it. Their own arousal will boost the transmission, creating a feedback loop of authentic pleasure that the dampening fields can't touch."

The room fell silent as they absorbed the implications. They weren't just planning to evade G.R.O.U.T.'s restrictions—they were going to use the very nature of Succubus University's magic against the organization trying to suppress it.

"It's brilliant," Mira declared. "Subversive on every level. But it needs the right branding. Something that captures what we're doing without triggering their keyword monitoring."

"'Fuck the System'?" Tess suggested with a grin.

"Too obvious," Benedict said. "And probably on their watch list."

"'Liberation Lessons'?" Jynni offered.

"Too political." Mira tapped one perfectly manicured nail against her lips. "We need something that sounds innocent enough to slip past casual monitoring but clear enough that our audience knows what they're getting."

They threw out suggestions for several minutes—everything from "After Hours Academy" to "Resonance Reclamation Project"—before Mira held up a hand for silence.

"Succ-U-Stream," she said simply.

The rightness of it settled over the room like a comfortable blanket. Their university's nickname, reclaimed and repurposed. Educational content that honored what Succubus University was meant to be.

"Succ-U-Stream," Tess repeated, rolling the words around her tongue like candy. "Fuck yes. I can work with that."

She was already pulling out scraps of paper, sketching designs with manic energy. "We start subtle—graffiti that looks like normal student vandalism but contains connection runes. QR codes etched in bathroom stalls that only activate for people whose arousal registers as genuine. Whisper campaigns in the residence halls about 'that thing you shouldn't watch but definitely should.'"

"No mass announcements," Mira added. "This spreads person to person, building anticipation. Make it feel exclusive, forbidden. Everyone loves a secret, especially a dirty one."

"What about content?" Benedict asked. "We can't just throw people into advanced techniques when they can barely maintain eye contact anymore."

"Start simple," Lynari suggested, her shyness returning now that the technical discussion was over. "Basic connection exercises. Breathing. Touch. Things that rebuild the foundation the mists have eroded."

"With practical demonstration," Jynni added, squeezing Benedict's shoulder. "Show, don't just tell. Let them see what real arousal looks like, sounds like. Remind them what they're fighting to reclaim."

The energy in the room had shifted from despair to determination. They had a plan, a method, a name. Now they just needed to execute it.

"When do we start?" Tess asked, practically vibrating with eagerness to begin her guerrilla marketing campaign.

"Tomorrow night," Benedict decided. "Give Lynari time to finalize the technical setup, let Tess start planting seeds. The first broadcast should be..."

"Intimate," Mira finished. "Personal. Everything their modesty mandates aren't. Show them what they're missing by starting with what they've lost—genuine connection between two people who actually want each other."

All eyes turned to Benedict and Jynni. She slid from the chair arm into his lap, broadcasting her answer before she spoke it.

"We'll do it," she said, her voice carrying traces of her old breathless excitement. "Benedict teaching while I demonstrate. Like office hours, but honest."

She cupped his face in her hands, looking at him with eyes that sparkled despite the lingering effects of the mists. "You're going to teach the truth. Even if we have to fuck it into them one room at a time."

The meeting broke up with whispered plans and shared determination. As the others slipped out into the night, returning to their surveilled spaces with new purpose, Benedict held Jynni close and felt the weight of what they were about to do.

They were going to teach a university full of sexual beings how to fuck again. Not just the mechanics, but the meaning. Not just the pleasure, but the power.

The revolution would be broadcast, one authentic orgasm at a time.

***

Benedict's hands trembled as he adjusted the modified resonance crystal for the third time. The makeshift studio—really just a corner of his bedroom cleared of everything except a comfortable chair and carefully placed candles—looked nothing like Succubus University's professional exhibition chambers. That was the point. This needed to feel real, intimate, like viewers were glimpsing something private rather than performed.

"Is the encryption holding?" he asked Lynari, who monitored her equipment from behind a screen of hovering runes.

"Signal's clean," she confirmed, her voice tight with nervous excitement. "The masking spell makes it look like standard dormitory background noise to the Orbs. As long as you don't suddenly start shouting revolutionary slogans, we should be invisible."

Jynni emerged from the bathroom, having shed her restrictive admin attire for a simple silk robe that actually covered more than her usual outfit but somehow looked more intimate. Her pink hair was loose around her shoulders, and she'd removed the industrial-strength makeup that had become standard since the modesty requirements—her face was clean, vulnerable, real.

"Ready?" she asked, though her voice carried a hint of the nervousness they both felt.

"No," Benedict admitted, pulling her close for a moment. "But that's probably good. If we're too polished, it defeats the purpose."

Lynari made a final adjustment to her crystals. "Broadcasting in ten seconds. Remember, the image edges will be blurred for anonymity, but your voices and... essential details will be clear."

They took their positions—Benedict in the chair, Jynni standing beside him. The crystals pulsed, and they were live.

"Good evening," Benedict began, his professor voice steadier than his hands. "Welcome to... well, whatever you want to call this. Underground education. Forbidden office hours. Or simply: remembering what we've been made to forget."

He paused, gathering his thoughts. Through the enchanted connection, he could feel attention focusing on them from across campus—tentative, curious, desperate.

"We're going to start with something simple tonight. Something that used to be as natural as breathing here, but has become almost impossible under current conditions. Connection. Real, genuine, chosen connection between two people who actually want each other."

Jynni moved then, gracefully sinking to her knees between his legs. Not in the performative way she might have for a quota collection, but slowly, maintaining eye contact the entire time. Her hands rested on his thighs, and even through his trousers, the warmth of her touch sent sparks through him.

"Eye contact increases magical resonance," she said softly, her words carrying through the broadcast with surprising clarity. "But not just any eye contact. It has to be real. You have to actually see the person you're with, not just look at them."

Her hands moved slowly, tracing patterns on his thighs as she spoke. "When I look at Benedict—really look at him—I see the man who was nervous his first day here but tried to hide it. Who makes terrible jokes when he's anxious. Who holds me like I'm precious even when I'm begging him to use me rough."

Benedict's breath hitched, and he knew the sound carried through the broadcast. Good. This was about honesty, not performance.

"When you see someone," Jynni continued, her fingers finding his belt, "truly see them, your body responds differently. Not the automatic arousal we're trained for, but something deeper. Slower. Watch."

She undid his belt with deliberate care, each movement unhurried. When she freed his cock—already hard from her proximity and words—she didn't immediately engulf it the way muscle memory demanded. Instead, she held it gently, like something worthy of reverence.

"See how he pulses when I touch him?" Her voice had dropped to barely above a whisper, but the enchantment carried every word. "That's not just physical response. That's recognition. His body knows mine, trusts mine. When you have that trust..."

She stroked him slowly, maintaining eye contact, and Benedict couldn't suppress his groan. This was completely different from their usual encounters—no frantic efficiency, no quota-meeting urgency. Just Jynni's hand on his cock and her eyes holding his like anchors.

"Breathe with me," she instructed, and he realized she was talking to both him and their audience. "Match your inhale to your partner's. Feel how it syncs your rhythms, builds anticipation. Sex isn't just friction—it's harmony."

Benedict found his voice, though it came out rougher than his usual teaching tone. "Notice how my hips want to thrust, to speed things up. That's conditioning. But this—" He placed his hand over Jynni's, slowing her strokes even more, "—this builds something different. Not just pleasure, but connection."

Across campus, in darkened dorm rooms and hidden alcoves, students huddled around modified crystals tuned to the bootleg frequency. A young succubus gasped as she felt wetness between her legs for the first time in a week—not the automatic lubrication of before, but genuine arousal born from watching real intimacy. Her roommate clutched her hand, tears streaming down her face as she remembered what desire felt like.

"When you're ready," Jynni continued, her professional educator voice contrasting beautifully with the intimate scene, "you can increase stimulation. But slowly. Tease yourself with the possibility. Make your body ask for it rather than assuming it's owed."

She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over Benedict's cock, and he couldn't help the way his hips lifted slightly off the chair. The camera didn't need to show every detail—the sound of his breathing, the way his fingers tightened on the armrests, told the story better than any close-up could.

"Please," he whispered, and that single word carried more eroticism than any pornographic demand.

Jynni smiled—the expression visible even with the blurred edges—and took him into her mouth with agonizing slowness. Not the practiced deepthroat of a trained professional, but the careful worship of someone savoring their lover. She moaned around him, the sound muffled but genuine, and Benedict's head fell back against the chair.

"That sound," he managed to say, his professor instincts kicking in even through the pleasure, "isn't performance. It's communication. She's telling me what she enjoys, guiding me to respond. Listen to your partner. Feel how they move, what makes them tighten or relax."

In a senior residence hall, two cambions who hadn't touched since the mists arrived reached for each other tentatively. Their hands shook as they tried to remember how to be gentle, how to want without consuming. In the library, a student hidden in the stacks pressed her hand between her legs and nearly cried at the responding pulse of need—faint but real.

Jynni pulled back, stroking Benedict with one hand while she spoke. "You don't have to cum quickly. You don't have to cum at all. Sometimes the journey is more important than the destination. Feel how his cock throbs in my hand? How his breathing changes when I twist my wrist just so? This is a conversation between bodies that trust each other."

She took him back into her mouth, deeper this time but still controlled, still connected. Benedict's hand found her hair, not to control but to caress, and the tenderness of the gesture made viewers across campus ache with recognition of what they'd lost.

The broadcast continued for another ten minutes—a lifetime in their sped-up world of efficient sexual transactions. When Benedict finally came, it was with a broken sound that spoke of emotional release as much as physical. Jynni swallowed slowly, maintaining eye contact, then kissed his softening cock with genuine affection.

"This is just the beginning," Benedict said as they wound down, his voice hoarse but determined. "Tomorrow we'll talk about rediscovering your own body when you're alone. Later this week, rebuilding trust with partners. But tonight, just... remember. Remember what it feels like to want. To choose. To connect."

The crystals dimmed, the broadcast ending, but across campus, the effects rippled outward. Students turned to each other with new eyes. Hands reached out tentatively. And in dozens of small, private resurrections, the spark of genuine desire began to rekindle.

The revolution had begun, one real orgasm at a time.

***

The morning sun revealed a campus in subtle rebellion. Benedict noticed it first in small things—the way students walked with slightly more swing in their hips, how eye contact lasted a heartbeat longer than it had the day before. But the first concrete sign of change hung from the eastern tower: a G.R.O.U.T. banner promoting "Modest Excellence" had been thoroughly defaced during the night. Someone with considerable magical talent had transformed the text to read "Molest Excellence" and added anatomically ambitious illustrations that would have been crude if they weren't so lovingly detailed.

The Purity Orbs circling the vandalism pulsed erratically, their usual steady blue flickering through orange and red like confused strobe lights. One actually sparked and dropped several feet before recovering, as if the conflicting magical signatures were giving it the equivalent of a migraine.

Benedict hid his smile behind his coffee cup and continued his morning walk. More signs appeared as he moved through campus—a group of first-years huddled together, passing something between them that glowed faintly pink. When they noticed him, they scattered like startled birds, but not before he caught sight of what looked like a hand-copied transcription of last night's broadcast, complete with illustrated margins.

Near the Fountain of Eternal Ejaculation (still criminally filled with potpourri), a succubus sat reading "The Virtues of Restraint" with intense concentration. It took Benedict a moment to realize she was holding it upside down and had her other hand moving rhythmically beneath her regulation skirt. When she caught his eye, she winked and turned a page with deliberate slowness, maintaining the facade of studious attention while clearly pursuing more intimate education.

The air still reeked of those damned mists, but something had changed in how people moved through them. Instead of the zombie shuffle of recent days, he saw students walking in pairs and small groups, leaning into each other's space just enough to violate the eighteen-inch rule without quite triggering the Orbs. Their voices carried undertones of suppressed excitement, like children sharing secrets in class.

"Seventeen distinct magical signatures accessed the broadcast," Mira reported when she swept into his office an hour later, looking immaculate despite probably having been awake all night monitoring the network. "By dawn, secondary resonance patterns suggested at least three times that number engaging in synchronized arousal activities."

She set a modified crystal on his desk, its surface swimming with data only she could fully interpret. "More interesting—we're seeing spikes in what I'm calling 'resistance mana.' Sexual energy generated specifically in defiance of the dampening fields. It has a different signature, sharper, more focused. The Orbs don't know how to categorize it."

"Is that why they're malfunctioning?"

"Partially." Her smile was sharp with satisfaction. "But I suspect our peer-to-peer encryption is also causing them processing conflicts. They're designed to monitor standard arousal patterns. When those patterns are wrapped in rebellion and transmitted through non-standard channels..." She shrugged elegantly. "Let's just say G.R.O.U.T.'s surveillance system is having a very bad morning."

As if to emphasize her point, the Purity Orb assigned to Benedict's office hiccupped, flashed neon green, and began listing violations in what sounded like ancient Sumerian before resetting with an embarrassed whistle.

Throughout the day, he noticed more signs of change. Students had started modifying their modest uniforms in tiny acts of rebellion—a button undone here, a hem rolled up there, safety pins arranged in patterns that looked innocent until you realized they spelled out "FUCK" in runic script. The behavioral changes were subtle but cumulative, like watching ice begin to crack before a thaw.

In his afternoon class (Practical Arousal Theory, though he'd been forced to rename it "Appropriate Energy Management"), a student raised her hand with an observation that would have been unremarkable a week ago but now felt revolutionary.

"Professor," she said, her voice carefully neutral, "I was reviewing the textbook's section on 'ethical energy channeling,' and I noticed the equations don't account for genuine desire. Wouldn't that create a null result in practical application?"

The class held its breath. Even asking about genuine desire was pushing boundaries. Benedict chose his words carefully, aware of the Purity Orb hovering overhead like a prudish disco ball.

"An excellent observation. Perhaps we should explore that discrepancy through... independent research. Outside sources often provide alternative perspectives on established theory."

The knowing looks exchanged around the room suggested his meaning was perfectly clear. The Orb chirped uncertainly but didn't flag the exchange—apparently, academic doublespeak fell outside its parameters.

After class, Benedict found his usual route to the library blocked by a crowd gathered around the statue of Succubus University's founder. The modest tablecloth that had covered her for days lay in shreds at the statue's base, and someone had painted her marble nipples bright pink with what appeared to be enchanted lipstick that pulsed with its own light. A new addition caught his eye—tiny words etched into the base that hadn't been there that morning: "Succ-U-Stream: Your Body, Your Choice, Your Pleasure."

The Modesty Monitors were trying to disperse the crowd, but their hearts clearly weren't in it. One of them—a severe-looking incubus Benedict recognized from Advanced Bondage—kept "accidentally" blocking his colleagues from reaching the statue while muttering about proper documentation procedures.

By the time Benedict reached his office, the sun was setting and the campus practically hummed with suppressed energy. He could feel it in the air—not the thick, obvious arousal of before, but something more electric. Anticipation. Purpose. The feeling of a pot about to boil over.

He almost missed the scroll pinned to his wall, probably because the dagger holding it in place was bedazzled within an inch of its life. Classic Tess—even her threats sparkled. The parchment unfurled to reveal her message in glittering ink that changed colors as he read:

"MORE. TONIGHT. SAME TIME?

PS - Loved the eye contact emphasis. Made me remember what it felt like to actually SEE someone while fucking. Nearly cried, then definitely came.

PPS - I'm teaching tomorrow's guerrilla class on creative modesty subversion. Did you know regulation scarves make EXCELLENT restraints? The Orbs can't complain about us wearing MORE clothing.

PPPS - Check the illustration, I'm particularly proud of the way I captured your cock."

Below the text was indeed a surprisingly artistic rendering of the previous night's broadcast, focusing on the emotional connection rather than explicit detail. She'd somehow managed to make stick figures look tender. Underneath, she'd drawn a winking mana crystal with anatomically improbable but undeniably enthusiastic breasts, signed with a lipstick kiss that smelled like cinnamon and trouble.

Benedict carefully folded the message and tucked it away. Through his window, he could see students moving across campus with new purpose. Some headed to evening meals, but others slipped away in pairs and small groups, carrying the tell-tale glow of modified crystals barely concealed under regulation robes.

The revolution was spreading, one authentic connection at a time. And tomorrow night, they'd push even further.

He pulled out his planning materials for the next broadcast, mind already racing with possibilities. If last night was about remembering how to connect, tomorrow would be about reclaiming their power. G.R.O.U.T. wanted them ashamed and separate.

They were going to be magnificent and united instead.

The Purity Orb in his office gave one last confused chirp before shorting out entirely, raining harmless sparkles across his desk. Benedict swept them into the trash with satisfaction.

The resistance was just getting started.


Chapter 3

The study cell beneath the library archives hadn't been used in decades, which made it perfect for treason. Dust motes danced in the light from Lynari's spell-work, each particle catching fire as it drifted through the complex web of enchantments she'd woven in the air. The stone walls sweated with old magic and older secrets, their surfaces scarred with equations from students long graduated—or expelled—for pushing boundaries the university no longer remembered existed. Benedict pressed his back against the cool stone and tried not to think about how many feet of earth and censorship separated them from the Purity Orbs above.

Lynari knelt in the center of the enchantment circle, her lavender skin gleaming with perspiration that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with the sheer complexity of what she was attempting. Her oversized sweater had long since been discarded, leaving her in a thin camisole that clung to her small frame as she leaned forward to adjust a particularly delicate rune. The crystal core before her pulsed with unstable energy, threatening to either solidify into their salvation or explode into evidence of their rebellion.

"Steady," Mira murmured from her position at the circle's edge, her hands glowing red as she fed carefully measured pulses of her own sexual energy into the matrix. Where Lynari's magic was all precision and theory, Mira's was pure controlled power—the difference between a scalpel and a sword, both equally necessary for this particular surgery. "The resonance is climbing. If you can lock the encryption before it peaks..."

Lynari's fingers moved in intricate patterns, each gesture leaving trails of light that wove themselves into the growing spell. Benedict watched, mesmerized by the transformation in the usually shy succubus. Here, in her element, surrounded by magical theory made manifest, she moved with the confidence of a master conductor directing a symphony only she could hear. Her usual stammering uncertainty had been replaced by focused intensity that was, he realized with surprise, deeply attractive in its competence.

"Almost," she breathed, her voice steady despite the sweat beading on her forehead. "The key is layering the obfuscation between the carrier waves. See how the purple strand wraps around the gold? That's desire-energy masked as background thaumic radiation. To the Orbs, it'll read as—there!"

The crystal core flashed brilliant white, then settled into a steady, subtle glow that seemed to exist just at the edge of perception. The enchantment circle's lines faded from view but Benedict could still feel them, thrumming with hidden power like a heart beating beneath floorboards.

Lynari sat back on her heels, chest heaving as she pushed her glasses up her nose with a shaking hand. "It's done. The node is active and..." She paused, visibly switching from magical focus to social interaction, her confidence dimming but not disappearing entirely. "Um, technically what we're doing isn't broadcasting in the legal sense. It's emotionally synchronous ambient projection using pre-existing sympathetic connections."

Benedict blinked. "In Common Lust-tongue, please?"

A tiny smile played at Lynari's lips. "We're not sending signals out. We're creating a magical space that people who are already aroused can... sink into. Like a shared dream, but conscious. The Orbs monitor for transmission signatures, but this is more like..." She gestured helplessly, struggling to translate magical concepts into mundane language.

"Like opening a door that was already there," Mira supplied smoothly, rising from her position with characteristic grace. "The desire exists. We're simply providing a room where it can breathe freely." She examined the invisible enchantment with obvious approval. "Elegant work, Lynari. I particularly admire how you've woven the consent protocols into the base structure."

"Well, I thought—that is, it seemed important that people choose to connect. The whole point is genuine desire, so forcing the connection would be..." Lynari trailed off, blushing.

"Antithetical to our entire purpose," Mira agreed. "And legally speaking, much harder to prosecute. One can hardly arrest someone for choosing to feel something they already felt."

The heavy door to the study cell burst open with enough force to send decades of dust cascading from the ceiling. Tess bounded in like chaos personified, her modesty shawl twisted into what might generously be called a tube top but looked more like she'd been attacked by fabric and won.

"Did I miss the evil mastermind meeting?" She skidded to a stop just outside the now-invisible circle, proving she had more magical awareness than her perpetual state of barely-contained anarchy suggested. "Because I've got three Modesty Monitors playing tag trying to figure out how I keep losing my regulation underwear in their office coffee pots."

Benedict pinched the bridge of his nose. "Tess, we're trying to build a subtle resistance network—"

"And I'm trying to make those grey-suited fuckers question their life choices. Multi-tasking!" She plopped down cross-legged, somehow managing to flash everyone despite wearing more clothes than usual. "So this is the secret broadcast hub? Looks like a dusty basement. Perfect! No one suspects dusty basements."

"It's protected by twelve layers of misdirection spells," Lynari said, a hint of pride creeping into her voice. "Even if someone did suspect, they'd find themselves thinking about meal schedules or remembering urgent appointments elsewhere."

"Wicked." Tess leaned forward, eyes bright with mischief. "So when do we start making the whole campus wet again? Because I've got a list of locations for graffiti that'll make people think dirty thoughts in study halls. Nothing builds revolution like inappropriate arousal during Theoretical Ethics."

Mira moved to the ancient desk in the corner, pulling out a leather journal filled with her meticulous notes. "The node is active, but we need to establish broadcast protocols. Scheduled sessions to build anticipation. Random bursts to keep G.R.O.U.T. off-balance. And we need to expand—this node can support the west quarter of campus, but we'll need at least three more for full coverage."

"I can handle the technical construction," Lynari offered, then immediately looked like she wanted to take it back. "I mean, if you trust me to—"

"You just built an undetectable magical broadcast system that runs on genuine arousal and technical loopholes," Benedict interrupted gently. "I think we trust you."

The smile that bloomed on Lynari's face was worth every risk they were taking. Around them, the node hummed with potential, waiting to carry their message of authentic pleasure to every corner of their oppressed campus.

"Right then," Tess said, bouncing to her feet with renewed energy. "Let's go make the school horny again. For academic purposes, of course. Very rebellious, extremely educational academic purposes."

As they prepared to leave their underground sanctuary, Benedict felt the weight of what they'd started settling on his shoulders. But it was a good weight, the kind that came from carrying something worth protecting. In a dimension powered by pleasure, they were building a network powered by something even stronger—genuine connection, freely chosen and fiercely defended.

The revolution had its infrastructure. Now it was time to use it.

***

The camera crystal hummed with barely-contained anticipation, its modified surface catching candlelight like faceted promises. Benedict had rearranged his lodge's sitting room three times before settling on simplicity—just his favorite armchair, warm lighting from enchanted candles that would never drip or flicker out of frame, and a soft rug where Jynni now knelt, preparing herself with the focus of a priestess approaching an altar. She'd chosen to wear nothing but one of his shirts, unbuttoned, the white fabric framing her body like parentheses around a particularly lovely sentence.

"Ready?" Lynari's voice came through a small communication crystal, tinny but clear. She was managing the technical side from the basement node, ensuring their signal would slip through G.R.O.U.T.'s surveillance like water through fingers.

Benedict nodded, then remembered she couldn't see him. "Yes. And Lynari? Thank you. For all of this."

"Just... help them remember," came the soft reply before the crystal dimmed, leaving them in broadcast silence.

The recording crystal pulsed once, twice, then held steady. They were live.

"Good evening," Benedict began, his professor voice carrying warmth instead of its usual nervous energy. "Welcome to what we're calling Succ-U-Stream, though really it's just a conversation. A reminder. A return to what we knew before fear taught us to be strangers to our own bodies."

He paused, letting his words settle into the connection. Through Lynari's magical network, he could feel attention gathering—tentative, hopeful, desperate. Students huddled in darkened rooms, faculty locked behind office doors, all of them leaning toward this promised revelation.

"Tonight, we're going to talk about presence. About being fully here, in your body, with your pleasure. Not rushing toward orgasm like it's a deadline, but dwelling in each sensation like it's home." He gestured to Jynni, who hadn't moved from her kneeling position. "My beautiful assistant is going to help demonstrate, but remember—this isn't performance. This is practice."

Jynni looked up at him then, and the expression on her face made his chest tight. Gone was the efficient cum-collector, the cheerful administrative liaison who treated his cock like a beloved office supply. In her place knelt a woman who saw him, wanted him, chose him—not for quotas or magical requirements but because his pleasure had become inextricable from her own.

She reached out slowly, hands settling on his thighs with the weight of birds landing. "When you touch someone," she said, her voice carrying that breathy quality that had nothing to do with affectation and everything to do with genuine arousal, "start with intention. Feel the warmth through fabric. Notice how muscles tense or relax. You're not just touching body parts—you're greeting a whole person."

Her hands moved in slow sweeps, mapping the territory of his thighs while maintaining eye contact. Benedict's breath deepened without conscious thought, his body responding to her reverent attention. His cock stirred, pressing against his trousers, and Jynni smiled—not the performative grin of a succubus scoring points, but the soft pleasure of a lover witnessing desire.

"Breathe with me," she instructed, though it wasn't clear if she was talking to Benedict or their audience. Maybe both. "In through your nose, feeling your belly expand. Hold for a moment at the top—not straining, just pausing to notice fullness. Then out through your mouth, letting everything soften."

They breathed together, the simple rhythm creating intimacy more profound than any frantic grinding could achieve. Benedict felt his awareness narrow to Jynni's hands, her eyes, the shared expansion and contraction of their lungs. Somewhere in the back of his mind, his professor instincts noted this was exactly what the pre-mist textbooks had described—sympathetic resonance building through conscious connection.

"When you're present," Jynni continued, her fingers finding his belt buckle, "every action becomes sacred. Watch." She undid the buckle with deliberate slowness, the metallic click loud in the hushed room. "I'm not just removing an obstacle. I'm unwrapping a gift. Approaching the divine."

Benedict groaned softly as she freed his cock, already hard and leaking. The cool air kissed his heated skin, making him twitch. Jynni wrapped her hand around him like she was holding something precious, her touch light enough that he had to resist the urge to thrust up into her grip.

"See how he pulses?" Her thumb swept across the head, gathering precum with devastating gentleness. "That's communication. His body telling mine what feels good, asking for more without words. When you're truly present, you can hear these conversations."

She brought her thumb to her mouth, tasting him with closed eyes like a sommelier sampling fine wine. The sight made Benedict's hands grip the armrests, knuckles white with the effort of staying still, letting her lead this dance.

"Please," he managed, the word escaping without thought.

"Yes," she breathed, leaning forward until her breath ghosted over his cock. "That's the secret they don't want us to remember. It's okay to want. To need. To ask." She pressed a kiss to the base, then another slightly higher, mapping him with her mouth. "And it's sacred to answer."

When she finally took him into her mouth, it was with agonizing slowness. Not the efficient deepthroat of quota collection, but a gradual welcoming that made Benedict see stars. She hummed around him, the vibration traveling through his entire body, and he couldn't stop the broken sound that escaped his throat.

Across campus, the effects rippled outward like stones thrown in still water. In a dorm room, a young succubus who hadn't felt anything in days gasped as warmth bloomed between her legs—not the automatic lubrication of before, but genuine wetness born from witnessing real intimacy. Her roommate reached for her hand, and they clung to each other, relearning what skin meant.

In the faculty tower, a Modesty Monitor stood frozen in a supply closet, hand pressed between her legs as she watched the bootleg stream on a confiscated crystal. She should report this, should sound the alarm, but instead she found herself matching Jynni's rhythm, chasing sensation she'd thought the mists had stolen forever.

"That's it," Benedict managed to say, his teacher instincts still functioning despite the pleasure. "Notice how—oh fuck—how the pleasure builds in waves. Not just in your genitals but—" He had to pause as Jynni did something with her tongue that made coherent thought difficult. "—but throughout your whole body. Pleasure is holistic. Integrated. Holy."

Jynni pulled back just enough to speak, her hand maintaining slow strokes. "When you worship someone like this, you're not just giving pleasure. You're returning them to themselves. Reminding them they deserve to feel good. That their body is a temple, not a machine."

She took him deep then, past her gag reflex, holding him in her throat while maintaining eye contact. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes—not from discomfort but from the intensity of connection. Benedict's hand found her hair, not to control but to caress, to thank, to worship in return.

The crystal's glow pulsed with their shared rhythm, carrying their demonstration to every corner of campus that had ears to hear. In darkened rooms and hidden spaces, bodies remembered themselves. Hands reached for their own skin with newfound reverence. Partners turned to each other with eyes that truly saw.

When Benedict finally came, it was with a sound that spoke of surrender rather than conquest. Jynni swallowed slowly, maintaining the ritual pace, then kissed his softening cock with genuine affection before tucking him away with the same care she'd used to reveal him.

"This is resistance," Benedict said hoarsely as they wound down. "Not just getting off, but remembering why pleasure matters. Why connection can't be legislated away. Keep practicing. Keep feeling. Keep choosing each other."

The crystal dimmed, broadcast ended, but the ripples continued. Across campus, in defiance of mists and monitors, pleasure bloomed like flowers in cracked concrete.

The revolution was no longer theoretical. It was wet, gasping, and beautifully alive.

***

Tess Clawthorne's dorm room looked like a craft store had fucked an anarchist's manifesto and given birth to glittering chaos. Enchanted lipsticks in shades from "Fuck the System Fuchsia" to "Rebellious Red" covered every surface, their tips carved into precise rune-shapes that would make a calligrapher weep with envy. She hummed while she worked, occasionally pausing to test a sigil on her own skin—the bathroom mirror behind her already bore the ghostly afterimage of lips spelling out "YOUR PLEASURE IS YOUR POWER" in letters that only appeared when someone was aroused.

"Perfect," she muttered, holding up a tube of what looked like ordinary lip gloss but pulsed with barely-contained magical energy. This batch was special—the runes would only activate when drawn in spaces of enforced modesty, glowing brighter the more oppressive the atmosphere. G.R.O.U.T. had accidentally given her the perfect canvas with their sterile bathroom renovations.

She stuffed her supplies into a regulation bookbag that she'd modified with hidden pockets, because what kind of amateur revolutionary didn't customize their gear? The Purity Orb assigned to her floor buzzed past her door, and she blew it a kiss that made it sputter and spin. They still hadn't figured out how to categorize aggressive friendliness.

The first target was the main library's third-floor bathroom—a high-traffic area where stressed students went to cry about their suppressed libidos in private. Tess slipped inside during the post-lunch lull, every movement calculated to look accidental while being anything but. She'd learned that if you moved like you belonged somewhere, most people's brains simply edited you into the background.

The pristine white walls practically begged for defilement. Tess uncapped her first lipstick and went to work, her hand moving in practiced swoops. The runes took shape quickly—a pair of lips wrapped around something that could be a wand or could be something else entirely, depending on your perspective and arousal level. Underneath, in flowing script that would only appear when someone's pulse quickened: "Tune In. Get Off. Succ-U-Stream Tonight."

She was adding flourishes to the design when the door opened. A young cambion entered, took one look at Tess balanced on the sink adding detail work to magical graffiti, and froze.

"Shit," the student breathed. "I mean—I didn't see anything. I'm not here. You're not here. None of this is—"

"Relax." Tess hopped down, grinning. "You look stressed. Been feeling a little... dry lately?"

The cambion's eyes darted between Tess and the graffiti, which was starting to shimmer as her emotional state shifted. "The mists make everything feel like cardboard. I tried to masturbate yesterday and fell asleep halfway through. That's not normal!"

"Definitely not normal." Tess pressed a small crystal into the girl's hand—one of Lynari's encrypted receivers, modified to look like a study aid. "Tonight. Midnight. Find somewhere private and tune in. Tell your friends, but be subtle about it."

The cambion clutched the crystal like a lifeline. "Is it true? What they're saying about the broadcasts? That people are actually feeling things again?"

"Honey," Tess winked, adding a final flourish to her artwork, "after tonight, you're going to feel everything."

She left the bathroom whistling, leaving behind a convert and a piece of magical graffiti that would make at least a dozen students question their enforced celibacy. Phase one: complete.

The library itself required more subtlety. Tess had prepared special editions of various magical theory books, their pages hollowed out to hold whisper runes. She moved through the stacks like a perverted fairy godmother, slipping her modified texts between legitimate volumes. A student reaching for "Principles of Thaumic Balance" would find instead "Practical Applications of Pleasure Magic," its pages embedded with runes that whispered suggestions about tuning into frequencies that didn't officially exist.

She was particularly proud of the one she slipped into the Modesty Monitor training section—a fake manual on "Proper Behavioral Correction" that actually contained illustrated instructions for achieving orgasm through breath work alone. The whisper runes on that one were programmed to activate only when someone was alone and frustrated, offering helpful suggestions about where to find real relief.

But the true masterpiece of her campaign was the panty drops. Tess had spent hours enchanting regulation underwear with delayed-activation runes that would make the fabric progressively more uncomfortable the longer someone tried to enforce modesty policies. She'd tested them on herself first—after about an hour, they felt like wearing guilt made of sandpaper.

The G.R.O.U.T. administrative office was her final target. She sauntered in wearing her most innocent expression, which on Tess looked about as convincing as a wolf in a wool sweater.

"Delivery for the Modesty Enforcement Division!" She chirped, hefting a box that definitely didn't contain what the label claimed.

The secretary—a harried-looking pixie who'd clearly given up on understanding her job—waved her through without looking up. Tess scattered her special panties throughout the mail system with strategic precision. In-boxes, out-boxes, the coffee machine filter for some reason. Each pair was tagged with official-looking documentation about "updated comfort standards" that would dissolve into very different messages once body heat activated the ink.

By the time she left, humming innocently and occasionally skipping (because nothing said "harmless student" like skipping), her modified underwear had been distributed throughout the entire enforcement hierarchy. In about three hours, every Modesty Monitor in the building would be squirming in their seats, subconsciously associating their discomfort with their oppressive policies.

The effects of her campaign became visible almost immediately. Students passed crystals between them like sacred secrets, eyes bright with anticipation. Study groups suddenly needed a lot of private rooms for "focused revision." The library's whisper runes did their job too well—at least three students had to be gently extracted from the stacks after getting so absorbed in breathing exercises they forgot about their actual classes.

Benedict noticed the change during his afternoon walk with Jynni. The campus hummed with suppressed energy, like a guitar string wound too tight and starting to vibrate on its own. Students who'd been shuffling like zombies now moved with purpose, even if that purpose was pretending to study while actually planning their viewing parties.

"Look," Jynni whispered, squeezing his hand despite the eighteen-inch rule. "She did it. That beautiful chaotic menace actually did it."

A group of students huddled near the fountain, passing around what looked like a textbook but glowed faintly pink at the edges. One of them glanced up, caught Benedict's eye, and quickly looked away—but not before he saw the smile tugging at her lips.

"The Orbs are going to lose their minds," Benedict murmured, watching one float past overhead, its color cycling through confused oranges and yellows as it tried to process the ambient excitement.

"Good." Jynni's grip tightened. "Let them choke on their own confusion. Tonight, people remember what it feels like to choose their pleasure."

Across campus, in places both hidden and bold, Tess's graffiti pulsed with gathering power. The whisper runes grew louder as more students discovered them. And in the G.R.O.U.T. offices, the first Modesty Monitor started shifting uncomfortably in her seat, wondering why her regulation underwear felt like it was staging a revolution against her skin.

The underground was no longer underground. It was everywhere, written in lipstick and whispered through books, carried in crystals and worn like uncomfortable secrets.

The school was getting horny again, one subversive act at a time.

***

Gina Lux's office had been transformed into a monument to institutional sterility. Gone were the silk cushions and ambient mood lighting that had made her previous workspace a den of barely-professional seduction. In their place stood rigid furniture in governmental grey, walls lined with G.R.O.U.T. banners proclaiming "MODESTY IS DIGNITY" and "RESTRAINT BRINGS REWARD" in fonts that managed to be both bold and joyless. The air smelled of industrial cleaning solution and disappointment.

She sat behind a desk that looked like it had been designed by someone who hated both comfort and joy, her platinum hair scraped back in a bun so severe it pulled her features into an expression of permanent disapproval. The modesty uniform she wore covered everything from neck to ankle, but she'd had it tailored—because even institutional grey could have good lines if you knew the right seamstress.

The crystal console before her flickered with data streams from Purity Orbs across campus, their inputs creating a real-time map of arousal levels that should have been flatlining under the mists' influence. Instead, she watched pulsing hotspots bloom like flowers across the display—brief flares of genuine lust that the dampening fields couldn't quite suppress.

"Interesting," she murmured, fingers dancing across the console's surface to isolate the patterns. The surges weren't random. They followed communication lines, spreading peer-to-peer rather than radiating from a central source. Someone had been very clever about their distribution method.

A Purity Orb floated beside her desk, maintaining its standard surveillance pattern until suddenly it wasn't. The thing sputtered, flashed through a rainbow of error colors, then began listing violations in what sounded like backwards Latin before crashing into her waste basket with an embarrassed wheeze.

Gina stared at the smoking remains of the Orb, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow rising. In her weeks of playing the converted modesty enforcer, she'd never seen one malfunction so dramatically. Whatever was happening on campus was strong enough to overload G.R.O.U.T.'s supposedly infallible surveillance network.

She pressed a crystal on her desk. "Send in Monitor Thornhand. Immediately."

While she waited, Gina pulled up additional overlays—foot traffic patterns, mana collection rates, even the bathroom usage statistics (because apparently that was something G.R.O.U.T. tracked now). Everything pointed to an underground movement that was spreading with viral efficiency. Her lips twitched in what might have been irritation or might have been something else entirely.

Zira entered with military precision, her Modesty Monitor uniform somehow making her look more dangerous rather than less. The severe grey lines emphasized her muscular frame, and the regulation cap did nothing to soften the predatory assessment in her eyes. She stood at attention, but Gina could see the tension thrumming through her—a warrior forced into a bureaucrat's clothes.

"You summoned me?" Zira's voice was carefully neutral, but there was an edge to it that spoke of barely-leashed violence.

"We have a situation." Gina gestured to the flickering console. "Unauthorized arousal spikes. Coordinated. Growing. Someone is circumventing our dampening protocols."

Zira moved closer to examine the data, and Gina caught a whiff of her scent—still sharp with metal and leather despite the regulation soap she was required to use. Some things couldn't be washed away with policy changes.

"The patterns suggest peer-to-peer transmission," Zira observed, her analytical mind engaging despite her obvious distaste for the work. "Encrypted. Sophisticated. This isn't random student horniness—it's organized resistance."

"My thoughts exactly." Gina leaned back in her uncomfortable chair, studying Zira with eyes that gave away nothing. "I need you to double the purity patrols. Search the dorms. Confiscate any unauthorized crystals or magical devices."

"That could take weeks—"

"Then you'd better start immediately." Gina's voice carried the kind of authority that made strong people weak, even wrapped in modesty's boring packaging. "Pay special attention to the faculty quarters. And if you encounter Professor Horne..."

She paused, letting the sentence hang in the air like a blade waiting to drop. Zira's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly.

"What about Professor Horne?"

"Watch his hips." The words came out perfectly professional, but something flickered in Gina's eyes—amusement? Hunger? It was gone before Zira could categorize it. "His gait patterns have been... irregular. Confidence in movement often indicates other forms of confidence. Document everything."

Zira's hands clenched behind her back, the only sign of her internal struggle. "You want me to monitor how a human walks?"

"I want you to do your job, Monitor Thornhand." Gina's tone could have frozen hell. "Unless you're having difficulty adapting to your new position? I could always recommend someone more... enthusiastic about enforcement."

The threat hung between them, heavy with implication. Zira had been one of Succubus University's most talented dominants before the new policies. Now she was reduced to measuring skirt lengths and documenting hip sway. They both knew she stayed because the alternative—leaving her students to face this alone—was unthinkable.

"I'll begin immediately," Zira said through gritted teeth. She turned to leave, then paused at the door. "The students are suffering. You know that, right? Whatever game—"

"There is no game." Gina's mask of professional detachment was perfect. "There is only policy. And those who enforce it."

Zira left without another word, her footsteps echoing with barely controlled violence. Gina waited until she was certain the Monitor was gone before allowing her expression to shift. The cold professionalism melted away, replaced by something far more complex—calculation mixed with anticipation, frustration tempered by dark amusement.

She turned back to the console, studying the patterns with new intensity. The mana surges weren't just organized—they were beautiful. Whoever was orchestrating this understood the deep mathematics of desire, how to make it spread like wildfire through connection rather than compulsion. It was elegant. Subversive. Arousing in its intelligence.

Her fingers found the secret drawer in her desk, the one shielded from all surveillance. Inside lay a single crystal, modified with her own considerable skills to tap into frequencies G.R.O.U.T. didn't know existed. She'd been monitoring the underground movement since its first tentative broadcast, watching it grow from desperate experiment to coordinated resistance.

The latest surge formed a pattern on her screen—multiple connection points lighting up simultaneously, creating a shape that made her breath catch. A heart. The fucking amateurs had accidentally arranged their broadcast nodes in the shape of a heart over the west wing.

"Sloppy," she murmured, but her tone held something that might have been fondness. "Brilliant, but sloppy."

She could shut them down now. One report to her G.R.O.U.T. handlers and the revolution would be strangled in its crib. But as she watched the heart pulse with gathered arousal, spreading its message of authentic pleasure through hidden channels, Gina made a decision.

She deleted the pattern from the official logs, replacing it with randomized noise that would take weeks to decode. Then she pulled up Zira's patrol schedules and subtly adjusted them, ensuring they'd always be just slightly out of sync with the broadcast times.

"Let them think they're winning," she said to the empty office, her smile sharp as cut glass. "Let them grow bold. Sloppy. Overconfident."

But even as she played the long game, something in her chest twisted at the thought of genuine pleasure spreading through campus again. She'd been playing her role so long she'd almost forgotten what it felt like to want without calculation, to touch without agenda.

Almost.

The revolution didn't know it yet, but it had just gained its most dangerous ally—one who would either shepherd it to victory or destroy it utterly, depending on which served her purposes best.

Gina Lux was many things, but predictable had never been one of them.

***

The feedback crystal glowed soft amber in Benedict's hands, warm with the accumulated emotions of dozens of viewers. He sat in his armchair—the same one from the broadcast, now returned to its usual corner—and let the messages wash over him. Each one felt like a small resurrection, proof that their rebellion was more than just defiance. It was healing.

"I thought I was broken." The words appeared in shimmering script above the crystal, voiced by someone who chose to remain anonymous. "The mists made me feel like a doll with its stuffing removed. Empty. Wrong. But watching you hold her hand, seeing how you looked at each other... I remembered. I touched myself for the first time in two weeks and actually felt it. Not just physical sensation but meaning. Thank you."

Another message bloomed, this one in shakier script: "My partner and I haven't kissed since the policies started. We were afraid of the Orbs, afraid of demerits, afraid of our own wanting. Tonight we kissed for an hour. Just kissed. It felt like coming home."

Benedict's throat tightened. He'd expected gratitude for the sexual instruction, for the tips on circumventing arousal dampeners. He hadn't expected this raw vulnerability, these confessions of rediscovered humanity. Each message was a reminder that they weren't just teaching people how to fuck again—they were teaching them how to feel.

"Third-year cambion here. Used to average six orgasms before breakfast. Since the mists? Nothing. Tried everything—toys, meditation, even those awful G.R.O.U.T. 'satisfaction through service' workshops. But watching you ask permission, hearing her say yes like it mattered? That did it. Came so hard I cried. Still crying. Good tears though."

The crystal pulsed with another message, this one accompanied by a magical signature he recognized—one of his own students, too shy to speak in class but brave enough to share this: "Professor, I know it's you. Your voice, your hands, your terrible jokes even during sex. Thank you for risking everything to remind us we're more than just magical batteries. P.S. - Your hip movement has definitely improved since the surveillance started. Rebellion looks good on you."

He was still smiling at that when Jynni slipped into the room, closing the door with a soft click that somehow conveyed exhaustion. She'd changed out of the modesty-compliant outfit she wore in public, back into one of his shirts and nothing else. The fabric hung loose on her frame, making her look smaller, more vulnerable than the enthusiastic administrator persona she wore like armor.

"Rough day?" He set the crystal aside, opening his arms in invitation.

She crawled into his lap without hesitation, curling against his chest like she was trying to disappear inside his embrace. "Three more Purity Orbs followed me between meetings. I think they're getting suspicious of how often I need to 'check supplies' in rooms that happen to have dampening wards."

Her voice was muffled against his shirt, but he could hear the strain in it. The constant performance of modesty, the careful distance they maintained in public, the weight of keeping their resistance secret—it was wearing on both of them.

"The feedback is incredible," he offered, stroking her hair. "People are remembering how to feel. How to want. How to choose."

"I know." She lifted her head to look at him, and her eyes were bright with unshed tears. "But they need more than just broadcasts. They need to see us, touch us, know we're real. Some of them are so damaged by the mists they can barely remember their own names, let alone how to generate authentic arousal."

Benedict cupped her face gently, thumbs brushing across her cheekbones. "We're doing what we can. Lynari's working on more nodes. Tess has half the campus looking for hidden crystals. Mira's organizing safe spaces for practice sessions."

"It's not enough." The words came out broken. "It'll never be enough until those fucking mists are gone and people can breathe again."

He didn't argue because she was right. Their underground broadcasts were triage, not a cure. They could teach technique and connection, but they couldn't undo the chemical violation of the dampening fields. Not yet.

"Hey," he said softly, tilting her chin up. "Look at me."

She met his eyes, and he saw everything there—frustration, exhaustion, fear, but underneath it all, the fierce love that had sustained them through all of this. His brilliant, devoted, endlessly giving Jynni who had thrown herself into resistance with the same enthusiasm she brought to everything else.

"I need you," he said simply. "Not for a broadcast. Not for the resistance. Just for me. Right now. Is that okay?"

Her smile was small but real. "Always."

They moved together without urgency, hands relearning familiar territory. Benedict unbuttoned the shirt she wore with careful attention, revealing her body inch by inch like a gift he'd never tire of unwrapping. She helped him out of his clothes with the same reverence, pausing to press kisses to newly exposed skin.

When they came together, it was different from their performances. No camera crystal to capture their connection. No audience to educate. Just Benedict and Jynni, finding each other in the quiet space between revolution and rest.

He entered her slowly, watching her face for every flicker of pleasure. She wrapped her legs around him, holding him deep, and they stayed like that for long moments—connected, breathing together, remembering why they'd started this fight in the first place.

"I love you," she whispered against his mouth. "Not because you're leading a rebellion. Not because you're brave enough to teach what they're trying to kill. Just because you're you."

He moved inside her with gentle purpose, each thrust a promise, each withdrawal a question she answered by pulling him back. Their lovemaking was quiet, intense, focused entirely on each other rather than any greater purpose. In a dimension that had turned sex into either forbidden shame or political statement, they carved out space for simple intimacy.

When she came, it was with a soft cry muffled against his shoulder, her pussy clenching around him in waves that seemed to pull his own orgasm from somewhere deep in his chest. He filled her with pulse after pulse, holding her tight as they shuddered through the aftershocks together.

They stayed intertwined afterward, neither wanting to return to the world of resistance and surveillance and carefully measured distances. But eventually, Jynni stirred, pressing a kiss to his jaw.

"Tomorrow?" she asked, and he knew she meant another broadcast, another risk, another small victory against the forces trying to drain their world of joy.

"Tomorrow," he agreed. "And the day after. And every day until people remember they deserve to feel pleasure without shame."

She smiled, the expression transforming her face from tired to determined. "Good. Because I have ideas for the next lesson. Something about reclaiming public spaces. Subtle exhibition as an act of revolution."

"Of course you do." He laughed, the sound warming the room better than any enchantment. "My beautiful anarchist."

They dressed slowly, preparing to return to their public roles—the nervous professor and his inappropriately devoted assistant, maintaining proper distance while planning to burn down everything that kept them apart. But for now, in this quiet moment, they had each other.

The revolution could wait another hour. Right now, they were just Benedict and Jynni, choosing pleasure in a world that wanted them to forget it existed.

And that, perhaps, was the most revolutionary act of all.


Chapter 4

The Purity Orbs had multiplied overnight like prudish cell division, filling the air with twice the surveillance and none of the subtlety. They floated in synchronized pairs now, circling each other in tight orbits that created overlapping fields of moral scrutiny. Their pale blue glow had intensified to an almost medical brightness, casting harsh shadows that made every gesture look suspicious and every shadow seem like it might be hiding something inappropriate. Students walked with their shoulders hunched, arms pressed tight to their sides, trying to take up as little space as possible while the doubled orbs hummed overhead like a swarm of chaste wasps.

The morning raids started at dawn. Modesty Monitors swept through the dorms in coordinated waves, their grey uniforms making them look like a tide of institutional disapproval flooding through the halls. They carried detection wands that crackled with violet energy, designed to locate "unauthorized resonance materials"—which apparently included everything from modified crystals to particularly suggestive poetry.

"Room inspection! Open immediately!" The commands echoed through corridors as doors were thrown open, students stumbling out in regulation nightwear that covered everything but dignity. A young incubus tried to hide a crystal under his mattress, but the detection wand screamed like an offended aunt, and the Monitor confiscated it with surgical efficiency.

In another room, they found a hand-drawn diagram of erogenous zones hidden inside a textbook on Theoretical Ethics. The student protested it was for "academic purposes," but the Monitor simply tagged it for destruction and moved on. Love letters, massage oils, even a pillow that had been hugged too enthusiastically—all of it swept up in the nets of expanding prohibition.

The quad should have been bustling with morning traffic, but under the doubled surveillance, it felt more like a prison yard during inspection. Students moved in careful straight lines, maintaining regulation spacing, their natural grace replaced by mechanical efficiency. The air itself felt thinner, as if the Orbs were somehow filtering out anything that might lead to inappropriate thoughts.

Zira Thornhand stood near the defunct Fountain of Eternal Ejaculation, her Modesty Monitor uniform immaculate but her face betraying the strain. Sweat beaded on her forehead despite the cool morning air, and her hands clenched and unclenched at her sides in a rhythm that spoke of internal war. She was watching a group of students with the intensity of a hawk studying mice, but there was something desperate in her gaze, like she was looking for a reason not to pounce.

A cambion student walked past, and her sneeze—entirely involuntary—came out with a slight vocalization that could, if one were incredibly paranoid, be interpreted as sensual.

Zira moved faster than thought, closing the distance between them in two strides. "You there. Stop."

The student froze, eyes wide. "I—Monitor Thornhand, I just sneezed—"

"That was not just a sneeze." Zira's voice carried the kind of forced authority that came from following rules you despised. "That was an unnecessarily sensual respiratory expression. Are you attempting to circumvent arousal suppressions through weaponized allergens?"

"What? No! I have hay fever!"

"Hay fever." Zira repeated the words like they were a confession. Her jaw worked as she visibly struggled with the absurdity of her position. "And I suppose next you'll claim that your breathing pattern is 'just asthma' and your hip movement is 'a medical condition.'"

The student looked close to tears. Around them, other students had stopped to watch, maintaining their regulated eighteen inches but leaning in with shared sympathy. The Purity Orbs circled lower, recording everything.

"Three demerits," Zira finally ground out, her voice catching on the words. "Report to Realignment Services for a workshop on appropriate respiratory expression."

As the student fled, Zira remained standing in the quad, her body rigid with the effort of maintaining control. A muscle in her jaw jumped repeatedly, and her breathing had taken on a quality that she would have cited another for—shallow, quick, decidedly not regulation-compliant.

Benedict observed this scene from across the quad, his heart sinking at how quickly their world was shrinking. He needed to get to his office, needed to check in with the others about countermeasures, but the path took him past the administrative wing where Zira's office was located.

As he approached, he heard sounds that made him slow his pace. Through the thin door came the unmistakable sound of labored breathing, punctuated by what could only be described as aggressive affirmations.

"I am... in control of my... responses." Zira's voice, muffled but intense. "My body serves... the greater good. Pleasure is... is chaos. Order is... satisfaction."

There was a sharp crack, like a palm hitting glass, followed by a strangled sound that Benedict recognized all too well—the noise someone made when fighting their own body's needs. He could picture her in there, standing before a mirror, trying to wrestle her dominant nature into submission through sheer force of will.

"Restraint brings... brings reward," she continued, but the words broke apart into something between a sob and a moan. "I don't need... I don't want... I am not my desires, I am not my desires, I am not—fuck!"

Benedict hurried past, the sound of Zira's private battle following him down the corridor. Whatever game was being played here, the casualties were mounting.

The final blow came with the installation of the Anti-Smut Dampening Fields. G.R.O.U.T. technicians in hazmat-style robes moved through the west wing like they were handling toxic waste, setting up crystalline projectors at key intersections. The devices looked medical, clinical—like something designed to sterilize rather than protect.

When they activated, the effect was immediate and brutal. The air in the west wing went dead, not just mist-dampened but completely sterile. It felt like breathing in a hospital, all antiseptic emptiness where warmth should be. Students caught in the field stopped mid-step, looks of confusion giving way to something closer to grief.

A couple holding hands suddenly jerked apart as if shocked. The simple pleasure of skin contact had been severed, replaced by a sensation they later described as "touching through rubber gloves filled with shame." One of them reached out again, desperate to reconnect, but pulled back with a whimper when the field made even the attempt feel wrong.

In the weeks before the mists, the west wing had been notorious for its ambient arousal—generations of students fucking in every corner had left a resonance that made even walking through the area a mildly erotic experience. Now it felt like a tomb. The very walls seemed to recoil from touch, and the air tasted of nothing at all.

A professor teaching Introduction to Sensual Dynamics simply stopped mid-lecture, staring at his students as they sat frozen in their seats. The subject matter—already neutered by G.R.O.U.T. guidelines—became impossible to teach when even gesturing felt like moving through thick oil. He dismissed the class with tears in his eyes, unable to continue the charade of teaching passion in a space that killed it.

By noon, the west wing was essentially abandoned. Students and faculty fled to other parts of campus, but everyone knew it was just a matter of time. If G.R.O.U.T. could do this to one section, they could do it everywhere. The revolution wasn't just facing resistance—it was facing extinction.

The entire campus held its breath, waiting for someone, anyone, to push back against the tightening noose. In her office, Gina Lux watched the compliance reports with an expression that could have meant anything.

The game had changed. The question was whether the players could adapt fast enough to survive it.

***

The emergency meeting took place in a maintenance tunnel that smelled of industrial cleaner and desperation. Lynari had called them together with a series of coded knocks that roughly translated to "everything's fucked but I have an idea." She stood before them now, her usually neat appearance disheveled from running, clutching an armload of what appeared to be ordinary cleaning supplies but hummed with barely-contained magical energy.

"Mobile nodes," she gasped out, still catching her breath. "If we can't broadcast from fixed positions, we go guerrilla. Constantly moving. Untraceable."

She held up an enchanted duster that looked like it had been loved too hard by a very confused mop. The handle was wrapped in copper wire that sparked occasionally, and the feathers—were those even feathers?—seemed to exist in several dimensions at once.

"I've modified janitorial equipment. Nobody questions maintenance staff, and the magical signature reads as standard cleaning charms." Her hands shook slightly as she demonstrated, but her voice grew stronger with each technical detail. "The resonance crystals are woven into the bristles. When you dust, you're actually creating micro-broadcast points that last for about thirty minutes before dissipating."

Mira examined one of the modified brooms with professional interest. "Brilliant. The G.R.O.U.T. sensors are looking for stationary signals. This is like... magical graffiti that erases itself."

"Exactly!" Lynari's face lit up with the pure joy of someone whose batshit idea was being taken seriously. "And the best part—the janitor's closets all have old dampening wards to prevent students from fucking in them. Which means—"

"They're already shielded from Purity Orbs," Benedict finished, understanding dawning. "We can broadcast from there without triggering surveillance."

Which was how, twenty minutes later, he found himself pressed against a shelf of toilet paper in the third-floor supply closet while Jynni tested the modified crystal's placement. The space was cramped, barely large enough for two people to stand, let alone perform educational pornography. A bucket of grey water that probably violated several health codes sat in the corner, and the air tasted of industrial-strength prudishness mixed with lemon.

"This is ridiculous," Jynni muttered, trying to find an angle where the crystal could capture them without also documenting the exciting world of paper towel storage. "How are we supposed to inspire authentic arousal when I keep getting poked by a mop handle?"

"We adapt," Benedict said, though he was having his own challenges with a shelf corner digging into his lower back. "Besides, there's something to be said for desperation as an aphrodisiac."

She gave him a look that managed to be both fond and exasperated. "Only you would try to make a supply closet sound romantic."

But as they settled into position—Jynni straddling him in reverse on a reinforced crate of cleaning supplies—something shifted. The danger, the absurdity, the sheer wrongness of having to hide their connection... it all crystallized into determination that felt like foreplay.

The crystal pulsed to life, and Benedict felt the now-familiar sensation of consciousness expanding through Lynari's network. Somewhere out there, desperate students were tuning in, needing hope as much as instruction.

"Good evening," Jynni began, her professional voice at odds with how she was grinding against him through their clothes. "Tonight's lesson is about maintaining connection under... challenging circumstances."

She reached between them, freeing his cock with practiced efficiency. The space was so tight that every movement had to be deliberate, controlled. There was no room for the sprawling passion of their previous broadcasts—this was intimacy compressed into its essential elements.

"Sometimes," she continued, sinking onto him with a soft gasp that the crystal faithfully transmitted, "we can't have everything we want. The space, the time, the freedom. But desire... desire finds a way."

Benedict's hands found her hips, guiding her into a rhythm that the squeaky crate protested but supported. The angle was different from their usual—deeper, more intense, forcing them to move together rather than perform for an audience.

"Notice how the constraints change things," he managed to say, his professor instincts somehow still functional. "Limited space means more... internal movement. Clenching. Grinding rather than thrusting."

Jynni demonstrated with a roll of her hips that made them both gasp. The crystal pulsed brighter, picking up their building arousal and broadcasting it through hidden channels. In dorm rooms and empty classrooms, viewers leaned closer to their own crystals, feeling the echo of genuine need.

"When you can't scream," Jynni whispered, very aware of the thin door between them and discovery, "you learn to communicate through breath. Through muscle. Through—oh fuck, right there."

The instructional facade cracked as Benedict hit a particularly good angle, but that only made it more real. This wasn't a polished performance—it was two people stealing pleasure in a world trying to deny it to them. The desperation added urgency to every movement, every whispered endearment, every muffled gasp.

"The key is—" Jynni's lesson dissolved into a whimper as Benedict's thumb found her clit, working in tight circles. "The key is remembering that even the smallest rebellion matters. Even a quickie in a closet is a victory against those who would—would make us—"

Her words fragmented as her orgasm approached, and Benedict took over the instruction even as his own control frayed. "What she's trying to say is—fuck, you're tight—is that authentic pleasure can't be regulated away. It finds the cracks in their system and—and grows there like—"

The door slammed open with enough force to rattle every shelf. Zira Thornhand stood in the doorway like an avenging angel dressed by a committee, her Modesty Monitor uniform stretched tight across shoulders that trembled with either rage or something else entirely. Her eyes went wide, taking in the scene—Benedict fully dressed except for his very absent trousers, Jynni still impaled on his cock with her skirt hiked up, a definitely non-regulation crystal glowing between them.

For a moment, nobody moved. The crystal continued recording, capturing what might have been the most awkward silence in Succubus University history.

"I—" Zira's voice cracked. "Inappropriate use of... of..."

"Linen!" Jynni squeaked, grabbing a nearby towel and waving it like the world's least convincing prop. "We were conducting an emergency inventory of... of terrycloth absorbency! For the... moisture... situation..."

Benedict's hips twitched involuntarily, still buried inside her, and Jynni's attempt at an innocent expression shattered into a very different kind of face. Zira's eyes tracked the movement, her pupils dilating despite herself.

"He has a cramp," Jynni tried again, her voice pitched high with panic. "Pleasure-based physical therapy! Very medical! Doctor's orders! Would you like to see a note?"

Zira stood frozen in the doorway, her face cycling through expressions like a Purity Orb having a breakdown. Professional duty warred with obvious arousal warred with what might have been jealousy. Her hand gripped the door frame hard enough to crack wood.

"Get. Dressed." Each word came out like she was pulling them from a deep place. "If I find you in here again, I'll—"

She never finished the threat. Instead, she spun on her regulation heel and stormed off, leaving the door wide open. They could hear her muttering as she retreated, something about "fucking inventory" and "medical my ass" and what sounded suspiciously like "lucky little shits."

Benedict and Jynni stayed frozen for another heartbeat before scrambling apart. The crystal's glow was fading—apparently even magical equipment had performance anxiety—but the message had been sent. Somewhere across campus, viewers were processing what they'd just witnessed: not just instruction but proof that desire could survive anywhere, even in a supply closet that reeked of pine-sol and fear.

"Next time," Jynni panted as they hastily rearranged clothing, "we're using the basement."

"Next time," Benedict corrected, pecking her on the lips as they prepared to flee in opposite directions, "we're making sure the door actually locks."

They slipped out separately, leaving behind only a crystal hidden among cleaning supplies and the lingering scent of unexpected rebellion. The revolution had gotten messier, more desperate, but it was still alive.

Even if it occasionally got caught with its pants very literally down.

***

The G.R.O.U.T. banner hanging from the Administration building looked respectable from a distance—forty feet of grey fabric proclaiming "EXCELLENCE THROUGH RESTRAINT" in letters that could crush joy from across campus. Up close, however, it told a different story. What appeared to be morning dew was actually enchanted glitter that formed decidedly anatomical patterns when the light hit just right. The letter R in RESTRAINT had been modified with sparkles that turned it into a crude but enthusiastic cock, complete with animated droplets that seemed to pulse with their own rhythm.

Tess admired her handiwork from the roof, empty vials of what she'd labeled "Jizz Glitter™" scattered around her like spent ammunition. The enchantment had taken her all night to perfect—the glitter would be invisible to Purity Orbs, reading as simple moisture, but to anyone with even a spark of suppressed desire, it would shine like pornographic morse code.

"Art terrorism," she murmured to herself, packing up her supplies. "Or terrorist art. Either way, G.R.O.U.T.'s going to need a lot more banners."

Her next stop was the study room she'd reserved under the name "Prudence Chastely," which should have been a clue but apparently wasn't. The space was already filling with students drawn by her carefully worded flyers: "Purity Study Group - Learn to Embrace Restraint and Other Useful Skills!" The emphasis on "other" had been subtle enough to pass Orb inspection but obvious enough to attract the right crowd.

"Welcome, welcome!" Tess bounced into the room wearing her modesty uniform so properly it looked like satire. "I'm so glad you've all come to learn about... restraint."

She winked on the last word, and half the room relaxed fractionally. The other half still looked confused but desperately hopeful. A mix of students filled the space—nervous first-years clutching regulation notebooks, older students with the hollow eyes of the perpetually unsatisfied, even a few faculty trying to look like they'd wandered in by accident.

"Now, the first principle of restraint," Tess began, pulling down a chart that appeared to show proper posture but was actually a guide to finding g-spots from various angles, "is knowing exactly what you're restraining. Can't control what you don't understand, right?"

She spent the next thirty minutes delivering what sounded like a G.R.O.U.T.-approved lecture on self-control while actually teaching advanced masturbation techniques. Every example of "inappropriate behavior to avoid" came with detailed instructions that she demonstrated with hand gestures just ambiguous enough to deny.

"And remember," she said, passing out what looked like purity pledge cards but were actually encrypted crystal frequencies written in disappearing ink, "true restraint comes from within. Practice these exercises in private. Really... wrestle with your impulses. For hours if necessary."

The students left with new understanding and hidden crystals, spreading out across campus to share what they'd learned. Tess watched them go with satisfaction before heading to her next performance.

The enchanted tunic had been her masterstroke of textile rebellion. She'd woven the spells into the fabric itself—stare at it too long with any hint of desire, and the threads would simply give up. It was modesty that punished the modest, prudishness that revealed prudishness.

She wore it to the busiest part of campus during lunch rush, walking with exaggerated propriety past crowds of students. At first, nothing happened. Then a repressed cambion let his gaze linger on where her breasts pushed against the fabric, and—

RRRRRIP.

A seam split from collar to waist, revealing a flash of pink skin and absolutely nothing underneath. Tess gasped in theatrical shock, clutching the fabric together while somehow making the situation worse. The cambion went red and looked away, which caused another seam to split as the magic interpreted his embarrassment as redirected desire.

"Oh no!" Tess wailed, loud enough to draw more attention. "My modesty! Someone please don't look while I fix this!"

Of course, everyone looked. The tunic responded to the collective attention by essentially giving up on existence. Within minutes, Tess was holding together scraps while performing an elaborate dance of trying to cover herself that revealed more than it concealed. Purity Orbs swarmed the area, but their sensors couldn't process what was happening—technically, she was trying to maintain coverage. The fact that physics and magic were conspiring against her wasn't her fault.

A Modesty Monitor finally threw a blanket over her, which Tess accepted with gracious embarrassment while mentally calculating how many students had just remembered what skin looked like when it wanted to be seen.

Her piece de resistance came that evening in the West Dorm common room. She'd announced it as "An Interpretive Dance About Magical Repression," which sounded artistic enough to avoid pre-emptive shutdown. A small crowd gathered, mostly out of morbid curiosity.

Tess began in full modest attire, moving with mechanical precision to represent life under G.R.O.U.T.'s policies. Her body language spoke of constraint, of natural grace forced into unnatural patterns. The dance was actually beautiful in its tragedy, showing how oppression turned fluid motion into stuttering stops.

Then the music shifted—a throbbing beat she'd commissioned from a sympathetic student DJ who understood that bass lines could be revolutionary. Tess's movements changed, fighting against invisible restraints, her body remembering its own rhythm. The modest clothes became obstacles she battled, each gesture a small rebellion.

The transformation was gradual, hypnotic. Students leaned forward as she moved from representation to reality, her body warming to its own motion. The dance became less about showing oppression and more about despite—despite the rules, despite the watchers, despite everything trying to contain her, she moved.

When the orgasm hit, it wasn't planned. The music, the movement, the sheer joy of using her body freely after days of constraint—it all crystallized into a climax that made her cry out and collapse to her knees. The room erupted in gasps, then spontaneous applause. Someone was sobbing. Someone else was definitely touching themselves under their regulation robes.

The Purity Orbs went insane, flashing every color in their spectrum before two actually collided and fell sparking to the floor. Tess lay there panting, tears streaming down her face, as students surrounded her with contraband tissues and illegal hugs.

"Art," she gasped when she could speak again. "It's all... for the art."

Benedict found her two hours later in an empty classroom, straddling a levitating citrus press while she hand-lettered pamphlets with her free hand. The mechanical rhythm of the press matched her movements as she wrote, her face flushed with concentration and arousal.

"Get Off & Get Even: A Practical Guide," he read from her completed stack. "Subtle."

"Subtlety is for people who aren't cumming on kitchen equipment," Tess replied without missing a stroke, both of pen and press. "Besides, look at the illustrated margins. Very educational."

Benedict did look, then wished he hadn't. Tess had somehow made stick figures obscene, complete with helpful arrows and enthusiastic captions. The G.R.O.U.T. logo had been reimagined in ways that would make their legal department weep.

"This can't possibly be helping the resistance," he said weakly.

"Everything helps the resistance." She gasped, grinding down harder on the press. "Every orgasm is a vote against tyranny. Every moan is a battle cry. Every—oh fuck—every drop of cum is revolutionary!"

She came with a cry that probably violated several noise ordinances, then immediately went back to lettering without even cleaning up. The dedication was either admirable or concerning, possibly both.

"Want one?" She held up a completed pamphlet, still panting. "I'm doing a special edition with scratch-and-sniff panels. The 'Eat Out The Establishment' section smells like pussy and justice."

Benedict took the pamphlet, because refusing felt more dangerous than accepting. As he left, Tess was already starting another round, her hand never stopping its careful calligraphy.

The resistance had many faces, but perhaps none quite as chaotically committed as a pink-skinned succubus turning office supplies into sex toys while creating pornographic propaganda.

It was, he had to admit, art.

***

Mira Nox's magical bugs were works of art that no one would ever appreciate, mainly because they were designed to be invisible until they'd already ruined your day. She crafted them in the pre-dawn hours when the campus slept fitfully under chemical suppression, her fingers weaving interference patterns that would make a chaos mathematician weep with envy. Each bug was unique, targeted to a specific Purity Orb's resonance frequency, designed to create maximum confusion with minimum trace.

The first wave hit during morning inspection rounds. A Purity Orb hovering over the dining hall suddenly began flashing "ORGASM DETECTED" over a tray of oatmeal. When the Modesty Monitor rushed to investigate, it switched to "MULTIPLE PARTNERS ENGAGED" while pointing at a very confused elderly janitor eating alone. By the time three Monitors had converged on the scene, the Orb was identifying the salt shakers as "ACTIVE EROGENOUS ZONES" and suggesting immediate quarantine.

Across campus, similar malfunctions bloomed like flowers. Orbs accused empty benches of hosting orgies, identified regulation textbooks as hardcore pornography, and in one memorable instance, declared the statue of the university's founder to be "CURRENTLY CLIMAXING—EVACUATION RECOMMENDED."

The beauty of Mira's bugs wasn't just their effect but their subtlety. Each malfunction could be explained as a calibration error, a minor glitch in the system. But dozens of minor glitches created major doubt. If the Orbs couldn't tell the difference between a geology textbook and an erotic novel, how could they be trusted to monitor actual behavior?

From her office—she'd claimed an abandoned tower room that everyone forgot existed—Mira monitored G.R.O.U.T.'s internal communications through methods that would have earned her expulsion if anyone knew she possessed them. Their detection algorithms were sophisticated but predictable, looking for patterns that matched pre-programmed definitions of "inappropriate magical resonance."

So she gave them patterns to chase. Using a network of micro-transmitters no bigger than dust motes, she created false arousal signatures that led investigators in elaborate circles. A spike of lust energy in the East Library would be traced to the West Dormitory, then to the faculty lounge, then somehow to the middle of the lake where it would dissipate just as Monitors arrived with detection equipment and confusion.

Her masterwork was a recursive algorithm that made faculty robes register as suspicious based on how efficiently they moved. The more purposefully someone walked, the more likely they were flagged for "potential concealment of inappropriate gaits." Within hours, professors were shuffling uncertainly through hallways, trying to move less efficiently to avoid detection. The sight of the Ancient Languages department attempting to walk without purpose was worth every hour of spellwork.

But her most careful work went into protecting the actual resistance. She mapped every Succ-U-Stream broadcast, every underground meeting, every whispered exchange of contraband crystals. Then she created mirror patterns—false positives that would draw attention away from real activities. When Benedict broadcast from the supply closet, she generated matching signatures from six empty rooms. When students gathered to share crystals, she made it appear that similar gatherings were happening in two dozen locations simultaneously.

The empty gym after midnight seemed like an odd place for a meeting, but Mira had her reasons. The space was shielded from Orbs by old athletic protection wards, and the echo of past exertions created a kind of magical white noise that masked conversation. She waited in the center circle, posture perfect, looking like she was posing for a statue titled "Disdain in Repose."

Benedict entered cautiously, still not entirely comfortable with these clandestine meetings despite their necessity. Mira didn't acknowledge him at first, letting him approach while she finished inscribing a containment circle with one perfectly manicured nail. Only when the circle closed with a soft chime did she look up.

"You're broadcasting too regularly," she said without preamble. "Tuesday nights at eleven, Thursday afternoons, Sunday mornings. Patterns are death in guerrilla warfare."

"Nice to see you too," Benedict muttered, but he took the criticism seriously. Mira didn't waste words on pleasantries.

"I've been monitoring G.R.O.U.T.'s response times." She produced a crystal that projected a complex timeline in the air between them. "They're getting faster. Your supply closet adventure nearly ended very differently. If Monitor Thornhand had arrived ninety seconds earlier, she would have found you mid-broadcast instead of mid-fuck."

Benedict flushed at the memory. "We're being more careful now."

"Careful isn't enough." Mira reached into what appeared to be shadow itself and withdrew three items. "You need to be smart."

The first was a pocket-sized orb that looked like polished obsidian but felt warm to the touch. "Silence field generator. Military grade, pre-empire. Creates a dead zone thirty feet in diameter. No sound in, no sound out, and more importantly, no magical signatures escape."

The second was a simple band that could have been jewelry if jewelry occasionally flickered between dimensions. "Cloaking token. Won't make you invisible, but it makes you... forgettable. People's eyes slide past you unless they're specifically looking for you. Useful for those hallway encounters you seem prone to."

The third made Benedict's breath catch—three rings of different sizes, made of what looked like crystallized moonlight. "Orgasm restraint rings. Since you broadcast instructional content, I assume you understand the value of... prolonged demonstrations. These will let you edge indefinitely without losing control. The magic is synced to your conscious will—you come when you decide to, not when your body demands it."

Benedict stared at the items, their implications both practical and deeply personal. "This is incredibly generous—"

"It's not generosity." Mira's voice could have frosted windows. "It's investment. The resistance needs your broadcasts to continue. These tools will help ensure they do." She paused, then added with surgical precision, "Besides, your premature ejaculation during the supply closet incident was audible three rooms away. Consider the rings a public service."

He wanted to protest that he hadn't—that the situation had been—but Mira's expression suggested arguing would be both futile and beneath them both.

"What do you want in return?" He asked instead, because Mira Nox never gave anything freely.

Her smile was sharp enough to draw blood. "Continue doing exactly what you're doing. But better. Smarter. Stop thinking like a teacher giving remedial lessons and start thinking like a general waging war through weaponized pleasure."

She turned to leave, then paused at the circle's edge. "Oh, and Benedict? Your assistant's enthusiasm is admirable but predictable. Maybe try featuring other dynamics. Power exchange. Sensation play. Edge torture." Her eyes glowed faintly in the dim light. "Some of us remember what real desire looks like, and we're hungry for more than vanilla missionary with feelings."

The circle dissolved as she stepped through it, leaving Benedict alone with three impossible gifts and the distinct feeling he'd just been handed both salvation and challenge in equal measure. The tools hummed with power in his hands, each one a reminder that the resistance had allies in unexpected places.

Even ice queens, apparently, could burn for revolution.

***

The restricted archive lived in the basement of the library like a forgotten secret, its shelves heavy with texts too dangerous for modern eyes. Ancient scrolls lined the walls in climate-controlled cases, their surfaces crawling with scripts that shifted between languages when observed directly. The air tasted of old leather and older magic, thick with the accumulated knowledge of centuries when pleasure and power were considered the same thing.

Benedict had chosen this place carefully. The archive's natural magical dampening—designed to keep volatile texts from interacting—would mask their broadcast until it was too late to stop. Jynni moved between the shelves like a ghost made of pink hair and determination, setting up ritual candles at cardinal points. Their light turned her skin golden, shadows playing across her body as she worked.

"The resonance down here is different," she murmured, adjusting the broadcast crystal's position between two particularly dense magical references. "Older. Like the walls remember when sex was considered sacred."

They'd prepared more carefully this time, using Mira's silence orb to create an additional buffer against detection. The restraint rings caught the candlelight on Benedict's hand, their presence a reminder of control in a situation that threatened to spiral beyond it. But as Jynni turned to face him, her eyes bright with purpose and love, he knew this broadcast would be different from all the others.

"Ready?" she asked, though the question carried weight beyond technical preparation.

He nodded, settling into the chair they'd positioned in the circle of candlelight. The crystal pulsed to life, its glow mixing with the flames to create something altogether warmer than either alone.

"Good evening," Benedict began, his voice carrying the particular resonance that came from speaking in sacred spaces. "Tonight, we're going to explore something that G.R.O.U.T. fears more than any physical act—intimacy under pressure. The kind of connection that grows stronger when the world tries to tear it apart."

Jynni moved to him with deliberate grace, her hands finding his shoulders, tracing the tension held there. "When everything external becomes hostile," she said, her voice like honey poured over steel, "we turn inward. Not as escape, but as affirmation. We create our own space through presence."

She straddled him slowly, maintaining eye contact as she settled into his lap. They were both still clothed, but the barrier felt gossamer-thin, less like obstruction and more like anticipation made manifest. Her hands framed his face as she spoke to their invisible audience.

"Start here. With seeing. Really seeing who you're with." Her thumbs traced his cheekbones with reverent attention. "In a world that wants to make us strangers to ourselves, witnessing each other becomes revolution."

Benedict's hands found her waist, holding her steady as they breathed together. The archive's silence wrapped around them like a living thing, making every small sound—cloth shifting, breath catching—feel monumental. When Jynni finally freed his cock, her movements carried the weight of ritual.

"Under pressure," she whispered, positioning herself above him, "every choice matters more. Watch."

She sank onto him with agonizing slowness, their shared gasp echoing in the magical quiet. But instead of moving immediately, she stayed still, internal muscles fluttering as she adjusted to his presence inside her. Their eyes never broke contact, and in that gaze was everything they couldn't say aloud—the fear, the defiance, the desperate need to stay connected despite forces trying to tear them apart.

"This is what they're trying to kill," Benedict managed, his voice rough with emotion. "Not just pleasure, but presence. The choice to be fully here with another person, consequences be damned."

Jynni began to move then, but her rhythm was unlike any they'd shared before. Slow, deep, each rise and fall a conscious decision rather than automatic response. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him steady as they maintained that devastating eye contact.

"Tell me," she breathed, and though she was ostensibly speaking to their audience, her focus never wavered from his face. "Tell me what you see."

"I see you," Benedict responded, the words coming from somewhere deeper than his teaching persona. "I see the woman who brings me terrible coffee every morning because she knows I'll drink it anyway. Who reorganized my entire filing system using a method only she understands. Who believes in this—in us—enough to risk everything."

Her rhythm faltered, emotion making her movements erratic. "Keep going," she whispered, and he wasn't sure if she meant his words or their bodies. Maybe both.

"I see strength that looks like submission but isn't. Intelligence that hides behind enthusiasm. The most beautiful form of rebellion I've ever known." His hips rose to meet hers, the angle making them both shudder. "I see my partner. My equal. My love."

The last word broke something in both of them. Jynni's carefully controlled pace shattered as she rode him with sudden desperation, her professional broadcast voice dissolving into wordless sounds of need. Benedict's hands gripped her hips, the restraint rings glowing as they helped him maintain control despite the intensity.

"This is—" Jynni tried to return to instruction, but Benedict could feel her orgasm building, inevitable as gravity. "This is what authentic connection—oh fuck, Benedict, I can't—"

"Let go," he urged, one hand moving between them to find her clit. "Show them what it means to choose completely."

She came with a cry that the archive's ancient walls seemed to amplify rather than absorb, her whole body contracting around him in waves that triggered his own release despite the rings' influence. The choice to come was conscious, deliberate—not taken from him by sensation but given freely to the moment.

The mana surge that followed was unlike anything their previous broadcasts had generated. It erupted from their joined bodies like a visible shockwave, racing through the broadcast crystal and into Lynari's network with the force of a magical tsunami. The candles flared to twice their height, flames reaching toward the ceiling in impossible spirals. Books rattled on their shelves, some falling open to pages that hadn't been read in centuries.

Outside the archive, every Purity Orb within a hundred yards suddenly shrieked in electronic agony before exploding in showers of smoking components. The one directly above the archive simply ceased to exist, leaving only a smell of ozone and bureaucratic failure.

Benedict and Jynni clung to each other as the wave passed, both trembling from more than physical release. The broadcast crystal's glow was fading, but they could feel the echo of their transmission racing through hidden channels, carrying something more powerful than instruction—proof that love could survive even this.

Miles away, in an office that smelled of industrial cleaner and hidden agenda, Gina Lux watched her console light up like a city under bombardment. The mana surge readings were off the scale, creating patterns her equipment wasn't designed to process. Where mundane arousal registered in neat measurement units, this was something else entirely—wild, uncontainable, infectious.

"UNAUTHORIZED ORGASM WAVE DETECTED" flashed across her screen in letters that seemed personally offended by their own existence. Secondary readings showed the surge spreading through the network, triggering sympathetic responses in every viewer. Not just arousal, but connection. Not just pleasure, but purpose.

Gina leaned back in her uncomfortable chair, fingers steepled as she studied the data with the focus of a chess master seeing checkmate six moves ahead. The surge's point of origin was obscured by the archive's natural dampening, but she didn't need exact coordinates. She knew who was responsible. Had known from the beginning.

"Enough," she whispered to the empty office, her voice carrying undercurrents that would have made even G.R.O.U.T.'s handlers nervous. "They want climax? I'll give them a grand finale."

She reached for her secured communication crystal, the one that connected directly to G.R.O.U.T.'s enforcement division. But instead of activating it, she paused, studying the mana surge's beautiful chaos one more time. Her lips curved in a smile that belonged on something with more teeth.

"But not yet," she amended, setting the crystal aside. "Let them think they've won. Let them grow bold with success. The best endings always come when you think you're safe."

She pulled up facility schedules, mapping infrastructure weak points with the patience of a predator who knew the prey was already trapped. Whatever game she was playing, it was about to enter its final phase.

The revolution had just triggered something far more dangerous than discovery—it had triggered Gina Lux's full attention.

And everyone knew that when Gina paid attention, things got very interesting indeed.


Chapter 5

The skywriting appeared like a disease spreading across the morning sky, each letter formed from grey vapor that seemed to suck the color from the clouds around it. Students stumbled out of dormitories, still rubbing sleep from their eyes, only to freeze as the message took shape above them. The words hung there with the weight of a death sentence written in bureaucratic font: "GRAND PURITY PAGEANT - MANDATORY ATTENDANCE - TODAY AT SUNSET."

Before anyone could process what they were seeing, crystal orbs erupted from the administration building like a swarm of sanctimonious wasps. They weren't the usual Purity Orbs—these were larger, more aggressive in their movements, and they screamed. The sound wasn't quite a siren, wasn't quite a hymn, but something worse: a triumphant fanfare played in a minor key that made everyone who heard it feel vaguely ashamed of having genitals.

The lead orb positioned itself above the central quad and began to speak in Gina Lux's voice, magnified to reach every corner of campus. "Beloved members of our temporarily wayward community," she began, each word dripping with false sweetness, "tonight marks a new chapter in Succubus University's journey toward appropriate excellence. Join us for an evening of modest celebration as we showcase the virtues of restraint and announce a permanent solution to our... behavioral challenges."

The orb pulsed with each word, its grey light washing over the assembled students like judgment made visible. "Featured presentations will include testimonials from successfully reformed students, demonstrations of proper platonic interaction, and the grand unveiling of our new Purity Ward—a revolutionary magical infrastructure that will cleanse our beloved institution of arousal pollutants once and for all."

A collective shudder ran through the crowd. Someone in the back actually whimpered. The very air seemed to grow thicker, more oppressive, as if the announcement itself was already beginning to suppress what little authentic desire had survived the mists.

"Attendance is mandatory," the orb continued, now circling like a predator identifying the weakest in the herd. "Proper modest attire required. Any attempts to engage in inappropriate conduct before, during, or after the pageant will result in immediate enrollment in our new Permanent Purity Program." The threat in those last three words was clear—this wasn't just about temporary suppression anymore. This was about erasure.

The secondary orbs took up the message, dispersing across campus to ensure no one could claim ignorance. They invaded classrooms, dormitories, even the bathrooms, their tinny voices creating an echo chamber of forced virtue that made thought itself feel dirty. "Purity is not just policy," they chanted in unison, "Purity is destiny. Embrace your better nature. Tonight. Sunset. Mandatory."

In his office, Benedict stood frozen at the window, watching the skywriting dissolve into wisps that somehow made the sky itself look ashamed. The crystal in his hand—one of their encrypted broadcast devices—had gone cold the moment Gina's announcement began. Worse, it was leaking. Thin streams of sickly-sweet vapor rose from hairline cracks in its surface, carrying the distinctive smell of the anti-aphrodisiac mists concentrated into weaponized form.

His cock, which had maintained at least some interested firmness despite the campus-wide suppression, actually retreated. Not just softened—retreated, as if trying to hide from the chemical assault. The sensation was beyond uncomfortable; it was existentially wrong, like watching part of himself being erased in real-time.

"Fuck," he breathed, setting the damaged crystal carefully on his desk. The mist continued to leak, creating a small cloud of enforced celibacy that made even looking at his own hands feel inappropriately sensual.

The door burst open hard enough to rattle the empty picture frames—he'd removed all his photos after the third Purity Orb flagged them for "excessive emotional attachment displays." Jynni stood in the doorway, her pink hair limp with sweat, her chest heaving from having run across campus. She looked at him, then at the leaking crystal, then back at him with eyes that held the kind of desperation usually reserved for natural disasters.

"Did you see—" she began.

"I saw."

"The permanent ward—"

"I know."

She closed the door and leaned against it, her usual bouncing energy completely absent. "If she gets that ward up, no one will cum again. Not even us." The words came out in a broken whisper, each one carrying the weight of everything they stood to lose. "It's not just suppression anymore. It's... it's magical castration. Chemical and enchanted lobotomy combined. We'll forget why we ever wanted to touch each other."

Benedict moved to her, careful to avoid the expanding cloud from the damaged crystal. When he touched her face, she didn't flinch—progress—but she didn't lean into it either. The mists were winning, inch by stolen inch.

"The timing isn't coincidental," he said, analytical mind engaging despite the horror. "She knows about the broadcasts. About the surge. This is her response—total lockdown before we can build enough momentum to matter."

"So what do we do?" Jynni's hands found his, gripping tight enough to hurt. "How do we fight a public spectacle designed to shame everyone into submission?"

Benedict felt something shift in his chest—not the uncomfortable heat of guilt this time, but something harder, angrier. His cock might be trying to hide, but his determination was very much present and accounted for. The same rage that had carried him through weeks of oppression crystallized into something sharp enough to cut.

"We don't fight the spectacle," he said, voice steady despite the mist trying to crawl up his nose and convince him he'd never had a sexual thought in his life. "We use it. She wants a public display? We'll give her one she'll never forget."

"Benedict..." Jynni's eyes widened as she caught the edge in his voice.

"She's going to stand on that stage and preach purity to hundreds of magically suppressed beings." His hands tightened on hers. "But stages work both ways. She'll be exposed, vulnerable, focused on her performance. If we can hit her then, when she thinks she's won..."

"You want to make Gina Lux cum in front of the entire university." It wasn't a question. Jynni's voice held a mix of awe and terror that perfectly captured the audacity of what he was suggesting.

"I want to make her cum so hard it breaks every ward she's ever built." The words came out with more venom than he'd known he possessed. "Right on her big, fake-modest stage."

The leaking crystal finally gave up, crumbling into powder that reeked of institutional soap and broken dreams. But in the ruins of their careful plans, something new was taking shape. Not just resistance anymore—revenge.

They had hours until sunset. Hours to plan the most important orgasm in Succubus University history.

***

Lynari looked like she'd been mauled by a pack of particularly amorous research materials. Her usually neat lavender hair stuck up at angles that defied both gravity and dignity, her oversized sweater was inside-out, and there was a suspicious stain on her glasses that looked like it might be either ancient ink or something decidedly more biological. She clutched a scroll to her chest like a life preserver, her whole body vibrating with the kind of energy that came from either too much magical exposure or a really good orgasm. Possibly both.

"I found it," she gasped, stumbling into the safe house's main room where the others had assembled for emergency planning. "I actually found it. The source code. The spell's fundamental structure. I had to go so deep into the restricted section that I'm pretty sure I met books that predate the concept of clothing."

She spread the scroll on the table with shaking hands, revealing text that seemed to writhe on the page like it was trying to escape being read. The language was old—older than the university, older than most known civilizations, written in symbols that looked like someone had tried to fuck the alphabet into submission and partially succeeded.

"It's brilliant," Lynari continued, her usual shyness burned away by academic excitement. "Horrible, but brilliant. The entire suppression network isn't powered by external magic at all. It's psychosomatic—a parasitic spell that feeds on its own victims."

Benedict leaned forward, trying to parse the shifting text. "Explain it like we're not magical theorists having very bad days."

Lynari pushed her stained glasses up her nose, leaving another smudge. "Right. So. Every time someone under the spell feels desire and can't act on it, that frustrated energy gets absorbed into the network. Every denied orgasm, every suppressed thought, every moment of wanting something you can't have—it all becomes fuel for the very thing keeping you from having it."

"That's fucking diabolical," Mira breathed, for once showing genuine surprise.

"It gets worse," Lynari continued, pointing to a diagram that looked like a star being tortured. "The strongest power sources are the spell's own agents. The people enforcing the suppression are constantly surrounded by what they're denying themselves. Their frustration is magnified, concentrated. They become batteries of repressed desire, powering their own imprisonment."

The room fell silent as the implications sank in. Tess was the first to speak, naturally.

"So what you're saying is..." she began, a grin spreading across her face like sunrise over a particularly dirty thought, "the key to breaking the spell is to make its biggest enforcer cum her brains out?"

"Essentially, yes." Lynari's cheeks flushed purple. "If we can overwhelm the primary node—in this case, Gina Lux—with genuine release, the feedback would cascade through the entire network. Every suppressed desire would demand satisfaction simultaneously. The spell wouldn't just break; it would invert, possibly creating the single largest simultaneous orgasm in recorded magical history."

"I volunteer as tribute!" Tess's hand shot up like she was in the world's most inappropriate classroom. "I will take one for the team. I will eat Gina out so thoroughly she forgets what prudishness means. I'll make her cum so hard she'll need a new personality!"

Mira's hand connected with the back of Tess's head with a satisfying smack. "You can't just assault her with enthusiasm and expect results. Gina Lux has spent weeks building the most powerful sexual suppression ward in history. She's not going to crumble because you waggle your tongue at her."

"My tongue has won awards!"

"From who?"

"Your mom, probably."

Mira raised her hand for another smack, but Benedict's quiet voice cut through their bickering. "I know how to break her."

Everyone turned to stare at him. He sat very still, hands folded on the table, looking at something none of them could see. When he spoke again, his voice carried an edge they'd never heard before.

"During the efficiency audit. When she was... evaluating my performance. She made me submit forms while she rode me. Made me recite compliance codes while she edged herself on my cock." His jaw tightened. "But I was watching her. Learning her. She has tells—little things she does when she's close. The way her breathing changes when you call her a 'good little form-filler.' How she clenches when you whisper that she's 'serving the greater good so well.'"

Jynni's hand found his under the table, squeezing gently. The others exchanged glances, suddenly understanding that Benedict's humiliation had cut deeper than they'd realized.

"She gets off on the contradiction," he continued, voice steady despite the color in his cheeks. "Being in control while submitting to the system. Having power while following rules. If we can weaponize that—make her feel like coming is the ultimate act of compliance—she won't be able to stop herself."

"That's..." Mira paused, visibly recalculating her opinion of the human professor. "That's actually brilliant. Psychosexual warfare using her own conditioning against her."

"Plus," Tess added, bouncing in her seat, "we'll be doing it in front of everyone! Public humiliation and involuntary orgasm? It's like all my favorite things combined!"

Lynari clutched the scroll tighter, looking between her teammates with growing anxiety. "This is really what we're doing? Planning to sexually assault the most powerful person on campus in front of the entire university?"

"It's not assault if she comes willingly," Mira said with clinical precision. "And she will. Her body has been storing weeks of denied pleasure. We're simply going to remind it what it's been missing."

"With extreme prejudice," Tess added helpfully.

Benedict stood, the movement sharp enough to draw everyone's attention. There was something different about him—something harder, more focused. The nervous professor who'd stumbled through his first days at Succubus University was gone, replaced by someone who'd been pushed too far and decided to push back.

"We have until sunset," he said. "That gives us maybe six hours to plan the most important orgasm in this university's history. Everyone in?"

The response was immediate and unanimous. Even Lynari, despite her obvious nerves, nodded firmly. They were really doing this—planning to break their oppressor through weaponized pleasure.

As they began to strategize, Benedict felt something stir that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with justice. Gina Lux had taken his humiliation and turned it into systematic oppression.

He was going to return the favor, with interest, in front of everyone she'd tried to control.

***

The magical model of the pageant stage flickered to life on the table, complete with tiny illusions of Modesty Monitors that looked like especially judgmental chess pieces. Mira had constructed it from memory and stolen surveillance data, each detail painfully accurate down to the positioning of Purity Orbs and the podium where Gina would stand to deliver her triumph. The miniature venue looked like a funeral parlor had fucked a courthouse and produced something that hated joy on principle.

"Right," Benedict said, studying the layout with the intensity of a general planning invasion. "We need synchronized action across multiple vectors. Gina's expecting resistance, but she's expecting it to be desperate and chaotic. We give her precise, coordinated arousal warfare instead."

He placed a small figure representing himself near the crowd's center. "I'll anchor the main ritual here, channeling collective arousal through a modified resonance framework. Think of it as crowdsourcing an orgasm—every bit of genuine pleasure in that audience gets collected and aimed directly at her."

"Like a bukakke but with feelings," Tess offered helpfully.

"Please never say that again," Mira muttered, but she was already calculating angles and positions. "The ritual will need amplification. Those Purity Orbs will try to interfere the moment they detect coordinated arousal."

"Leave the Orbs to me," Tess said, pulling out a satchel that clinked with suspicious promise. "I've been working on something special." She produced what looked like a standard G.R.O.U.T. welcome bag—the kind they'd been handing out at every mandatory virtue seminar. "Except these contain my little friends."

She dumped the contents onto the table. Instead of the expected pamphlets on "The Joy of Celibacy," the bags contained what appeared to be innocent massage stones. Smooth, palm-sized, with G.R.O.U.T.'s official seal stamped on each one.

"Vibrating butt plugs," Tess announced proudly. "Disguised as 'posture improvement stones.' The instructions will tell people to place them against their lower back for 'spinal alignment during extended sitting.' But once activated by the ritual's resonance..." She grinned wickedly. "Let's just say everyone's posture is about to get very, very attentive."

"How many did you make?" Benedict asked, equal parts impressed and terrified.

"Three hundred. I haven't slept in two days and I may have permanently damaged my relationship with several craft stores, but every seat in that venue will have one."

"Subtle," Mira said, which from her was high praise. "What about Gina herself? She won't be random audience member. She'll be shielded, warded, probably wearing enough protective magic to deflect a small apocalypse."

"That's where I come in," Jynni said, her voice carrying unusual steel. "Gina made a mistake during those... efficiency sessions. She let me watch. Let me learn exactly what phrases made her breath catch, which words made her clench even when she was trying not to."

She produced a crystal no bigger than a pearl, its surface swirling with captured whispers. "Subliminal praise track. I've recorded everything that worked—every 'good girl' that made her hips stutter, every 'serving so well' that made her bite her lip. During her speech, this will feed directly into her subconscious. She'll hear her own submission reflected back at her in stereo."

"Psychological warfare," Benedict murmured, looking at Jynni with new appreciation. "Using her own conditioning as a weapon."

"She conditioned herself to get off on being the perfect servant of order," Jynni said, and there was something sharp in her smile. "So we're going to praise her right into losing control. Every word she speaks about purity, she'll hear me whispering what a good job she's doing. How well she's serving. How proud the system must be of its perfect, obedient enforcer."

Mira leaned over the model, placing markers with surgical precision. "I'll handle crowd control and ward disruption. The moment the ritual begins, those Orbs are going to scream. I need maybe ninety seconds to overload them with false signatures." She looked at Lynari. "Can you maintain the spell matrix that long?"

Lynari fidgeted, her lavender cheeks darkening. "About that. The ritual is... complex. It requires the caster to maintain perfect harmonic resonance while parsing a twelve-phrase incantation in Old Lusterian. And by harmonic resonance, I mean..."

"You need to be getting off while chanting," Benedict translated.

"Continuously. Without losing rhythm or pronunciation." Lynari's voice dropped to barely above a whisper. "It's essentially conducting an orchestra while orgasming. One missed note and the whole thing collapses."

The room fell silent. Everyone understood the weight of what she was volunteering for—to be vulnerable, exposed, responsible for the spell's integrity while in the throes of pleasure.

"Can you do it?" Mira asked, not unkindly.

Lynari straightened, pushing her glasses up with determination. "I've been training."

Tess's eyebrows shot up. "Training? Our shy little theorist has been practicing combat cumming?"

"I—yes." The admission came out in a rush. "Every night since we started this. Building stamina, working on my focus. I can cum and conjugate simultaneously now. Maintained a level-nine resonance wave for forty-three minutes yesterday while reciting the entire elemental binding codex."

"Holy shit," Tess breathed. "That's the hottest thing I've ever heard."

"The point is," Lynari continued, clearly desperate to move past the personal revelations, "I can do it. But I'll need protection. Once I start, I can't stop or defend myself."

"Leave that to me," Benedict said firmly. "You focus on the spell. We'll make sure nothing interrupts you."

He looked around the table at his unlikely army. A submissive administrator turned psychological warrior. A chaos agent with a bag full of secret sex toys. A former dominatrix applying military tactics to arousal. A shy theorist who'd turned herself into a magical sex weapon. And him—a human professor who'd learned to weaponize humiliation.

"So to summarize," he said, allowing himself a dark smile. "We're going to sync-fuck an entire auditorium, overload their prudishness enforcer with her own psychological conditioning, and break the spell holding this entire university hostage. All while pretending to attend a purity pageant."

"When you put it like that," Mira observed, "it sounds completely insane."

"Good thing we're not sane anymore," Tess chirped. "Sanity is for people who haven't been chemically cockblocked for weeks."

They spent the next hour refining details, each element clicking into place with the precision of a well-oiled machine. Or perhaps more accurately, a well-lubed one. Positions were assigned, contingencies planned, escape routes mapped for when—not if—everything went gloriously to hell.

As they prepared to disperse, Benedict caught each of their eyes in turn. "Six hours until showtime. Everyone knows their role?"

The nods were firm, determined. They were really doing this—turning Gina's moment of triumph into her public undoing.

"Then let's go make history," he said. "Or at least make sure history includes the word 'orgasm' a lot more than G.R.O.U.T. intended."

They scattered into the afternoon, each carrying their piece of the plan. Operation G.R.O.U.T.-gasm was in motion.

***

The practice room reeked of sage and sex, a combination that would have been impossible weeks ago but now felt like the smell of revolution. Lynari had drawn the ritual circles with meticulous care, each line glowing with soft purple light that pulsed in rhythm with an unseen heartbeat. The main feedback circle dominated the center, its intricate patterns designed to collect and channel sexual energy like a magical lightning rod.

Benedict lay in the circle's heart, naked except for the restraint rings that gleamed on his cock like promises. The stone was cold against his back, but Jynni's hands on his chest were warm, grounding, real. She straddled his torso, not his cock—this wasn't about their pleasure but about calibrating his control.

"Remember," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his skin that made his breath hitch, "you're not just channeling your own arousal. You're becoming a conduit for everyone's. You need to stay hard, stay focused, but not cum until the exact moment."

"No pressure," he managed, trying for humor despite the weight of what they were attempting.

"I'll help," she promised, shifting so her wet pussy pressed against his stomach. The contact was electric, intimate without penetration, connection without completion. "Breathe with me. In... hold... out..."

Across the room, Tess had positioned herself on a glowing rune, legs spread wide, completely naked except for the enchanted toys she was testing. "For calibration," she'd insisted, though her moans suggested she was enjoying the process more than strictly necessary. "How else will I know if the resonance frequency is right?"

"Less enthusiasm, more precision," Mira commanded from her position at the control matrix. Her hands moved through the air, weaving magical threads visible only to those attuned to power. "We need sustained build, not quick release. Think orchestra, not drum solo."

"I can do both!" Tess protested, then gasped as the toy inside her pulsed. "Fuck, that's—okay, orchestra. I'm a very rhythmic orchestra."

In the eastern corner, Lynari knelt within her own circle, surrounded by floating texts that displayed the incantation in three ancient languages. She was naked from the waist down, her fingers moving between her legs with the same precision she brought to spellwork. Her breath came in controlled measures, each exhale carrying a word of power.

"*Lusterin amat vivicus,*" she began, the ancient tongue rolling off her lips like honey. "*Corporis desiderium libertas.*"

The air grew thick as the practice ritual engaged. Benedict felt it immediately—a pull in his chest, his cock, his bones. Not just his own arousal but the echo of the others', their pleasure filtering through the magical framework and pooling in his body. Tess's abandoned joy, Mira's controlled power, Lynari's focused need, Jynni's devoted attention—it all flowed into him, through him.

"That's it," Jynni whispered, watching his cock twitch and pulse with collected desire. "You're doing so well. Taking it all in. Being so good for us."

The praise hit differently in this context, and Benedict gasped as he realized why. These were the words that had broken through Gina's defenses—the simple acknowledgments of service that she craved like air. He let himself sink into the memory of that day, pushing past humiliation to the tactical knowledge hidden beneath.

"She liked being told she was serving," he said, voice rough with arousal and memory. "Not just doing her job, but serving something greater. When I said she was 'such a good little form-filler,' she clenched so hard I thought she'd break my cock."

Jynni's hips rolled against his stomach, spreading her wetness over his skin. "What else?"

"Control through submission." The words came easier now, his mind parsing the experience with new clarity. "She got off on following rules while making others follow them. The perfect servant who earned power through obedience. When I whispered that her efficiency reports were 'exactly what the system needed,' she came so hard she forgot her own name."

"*Potentia in submission,*" Lynari chanted, her scholarly voice somehow maintaining clarity despite her increasing breathlessness. "*Libertas in servitium.*"

The magical energy spiked, and Benedict's back arched off the stone. He could feel Lynari's approaching orgasm like a tide in his blood, Tess's joy like sparks under his skin. But he held on, the restraint rings glowing brighter as they helped him channel without releasing.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Tess panted, her calibration having evolved into something much more intense. "It's working! I can feel everyone, everything. It's like—like we're all fucking the air together!"

"Maintain formation," Mira ordered, but her voice had lost its usual ice. Sweat beaded on her forehead as she managed the increasingly complex energy patterns. "Lynari, you're at seventy percent capacity. Can you sustain through climax?"

"Watch me," the shy succubus gasped, then proved it by continuing the incantation even as her body shuddered through release. "*Consensus in ecstasis, voluntas in—in—oh fuck—in perpetuum!*"

The practice surge erupted through the room like a magical orgasm made visible. Energy raced through the ritual lines, collected in Benedict's circle, built to a crescendo that should have demanded release. But he held it, contained it, shaped it with will and those blessed rings. His cock was so hard it hurt, purple with need, leaking steadily onto his stomach. But he didn't cum. Not yet.

"Direct it," Jynni urged, her own control fraying as the magical feedback threatened to overwhelm her. "Show us where it goes!"

Benedict raised one hand, pointing at a practice dummy they'd positioned to represent Gina. The collected energy flowed from him in a visible stream, striking the mannequin with enough force to knock it backward. The impact point glowed white-hot before the dummy simply... melted, reduced to a puddle of wax and regret.

"Holy shit," Tess breathed, having collapsed in a puddle of her own. "We actually did it. We weaponized an orgy."

Lynari was shaking, tears streaming down her face, but she was smiling. "The conjugation held. Even through multiple peaks. I can do this."

"We all can," Mira said, and for once her voice held something like warmth. "That was... acceptable."

From Mira, that was basically a declaration of love.

Benedict finally let himself soften, the collected energy dissipating safely through the practice circles. Jynni curled against his chest, both of them sticky with sweat and other fluids. Around them, their unlikely team caught their breath, processed what they'd just accomplished.

"Tomorrow," Benedict said to the ceiling, to the universe, to anyone listening, "we do this for real. We take all that collected denial and frustration and weaponized shame, and we shove it so far up G.R.O.U.T.'s ass that Gina Lux forgets what prudishness means."

"Poetry," Tess giggled from her puddle.

They cleaned up slowly, reluctantly. The practice had bonded them in ways that went beyond the sexual—they'd shared not just pleasure but purpose, not just orgasms but absolute trust. Tomorrow they'd walk into Gina's carefully constructed trap and turn it inside out.

"We're going to fuck her free," Benedict said quietly as they prepared to leave. "All of us. Together."

The words hung in the air like a vow. Tomorrow, the Grand Purity Pageant would become something else entirely: the Grand Public Pissing on Prudishness.

They could hardly wait.

***

Dawn came like a reluctant witness, painting the sky in shades of grey that seemed fitting for a day when propriety would die screaming. The lodge felt different this morning—charged with the kind of energy that preceded either victory or catastrophe, possibly both. They'd agreed to meet here one last time, to center themselves before walking into Gina's carefully orchestrated trap and detonating it from within.

Jynni moved through the familiar space with unusual quiet, setting out tea that no one would drink, arranging chairs that no one would sit in. The domestic rituals seemed to calm her, each small action a declaration that there would be an after, that life would continue beyond whatever happened at sunset. Her pink hair caught the weak morning light as she worked, and Benedict found himself memorizing the sight—his brilliant, brave, impossibly devoted partner preparing for war with teacups.

"Stop looking at me like you're saying goodbye," she said without turning around.

"I'm not—"

"You are." She finally faced him, and her eyes held storms. "We're going to win, Benedict. We're going to make that uptight bitch cum so hard she'll need a new personality, and then we're going to come home and fuck until the neighbors complain. So stop with the tragic hero face."

He crossed to her in two strides, pulling her into an embrace that said everything words couldn't. She melted against him, all her determined strength focusing down to this single point of contact. They breathed together, finding that synchronized rhythm that had become their anchor.

"I love you," he said simply. "Whatever happens—"

"I love you too," she interrupted. "And what happens is we win. We have to. I refuse to live in a world where I can't deepthroat you during faculty meetings."

Despite everything, he laughed. Trust Jynni to find the perfect balance of sentiment and sexuality.

Mira entered without knocking, because knocking was for people who weren't planning revolution. She carried a garment bag that somehow managed to look ominous despite being powder blue. "Your pageant attire," she announced, pulling out a robe that was regulation G.R.O.U.T. grey but had been tailored within an inch of its life.

"How is grey fabric predatory?" Benedict asked as she helped him into it.

"It's not the color, it's the confidence." Her hands adjusted the fit with practiced efficiency. "You're going to walk into that venue like you own it. Like public sexual humiliation is your specialty. Which, technically, it now is."

"Inspiring," he muttered, but he had to admit the robe fit perfectly. It managed to be completely modest while somehow emphasizing every line of his body. "Where did you even get this?"

"I have a very conflicted seamstress who owes me several favors." Mira stepped back to assess her work. "There. You look like a professor who's about to teach the most important lesson of his career."

"Sex ed through weaponized orgasm," Tess chimed in, bouncing through the door with her arms full of "welcome bags" that clinked suspiciously. "My favorite subject!"

She'd dressed for the occasion in a modesty uniform that had been modified so many times it barely resembled its original form. The skirt was technically regulation length but split so high that walking would be an adventure. The top covered everything required but was held together by what appeared to be hope and strategic safety pins.

"Testing the dress code already?" Mira observed.

"I prefer to think of it as pre-gaming the rebellion." Tess set down her bags with exaggerated care. "Three hundred little friends, all ready to buzz their way to freedom. I've been whispering sweet nothings to them all morning. They're very excited about their debut."

Lynari was the last to arrive, and she looked transformed. Gone was the oversized sweater and nervous hunch. She wore a simple shift dress that actually fit her petite frame, and her lavender skin seemed to glow with inner light. The scroll containing the ritual was clutched in her hands, but she held it like a weapon rather than a shield.

"I'm ready," she said simply, and they all knew she meant more than just magically.

They arranged themselves in a loose circle, five unlikely revolutionaries bound by weeks of shared danger and discovery. The morning light slanted through the windows, painting them in shades of gold and shadow. For a moment, no one spoke, each lost in their own preparation.

"We've all changed," Benedict finally said, looking at each of them in turn. "This place, these policies, they tried to break us. Make us smaller. Shameful." He felt heat building in his chest—not arousal this time, but pure determination. "Instead, they made us into this. Whatever happens today, I'm proud to stand with all of you."

"Don't get sentimental on us now," Mira said, but her usual ice was noticeably absent.

"Fuck that, get all the sentimental!" Tess countered. "We're about to fingerbang fascism! That deserves some emotions!"

"Eloquent as always," Lynari murmured, but she was smiling.

Jynni took Benedict's hand, then reached for Lynari's. One by one, they connected, forming a circle that had nothing to do with magic and everything to do with choice. They stood there, breathing together, feeling the pulse of shared purpose that ran between them like blood.

"For the university," Mira said formally.

"For the orgasms," Tess added, predictably.

"For the truth," Lynari whispered.

"For each other," Jynni said firmly.

Benedict looked around the circle one last time, seeing not just allies but family. His voice carried the weight of every humiliation, every small rebellion, every moment of connection they'd stolen from a system designed to destroy them.

"Let's go make the prudest bitch on campus cum her entire personality out."

They broke apart, gathering weapons disguised as welcome gifts, sex toys masquerading as medical aids, and determination sharp enough to cut through any ward. The Grand Purity Pageant awaited, designed to be the final nail in pleasure's coffin.

Instead, it would be the stage for the greatest sexual rebellion in Succubus University's history.

Time to teach Gina Lux what happened when you tried to bottle lightning—it always found a way to explode.


Chapter 6

The Grand Auditorium had been murdered and replaced with its own corpse. Where burgundy velvet once caught candlelight like promises whispered in the dark, grey linen now hung in severe lines that absorbed light rather than playing with it. The air tasted wrong—peppermint where musk should be, astringent cleanness where the ghost of a thousand orgasms once lingered. Even the architecture seemed apologetic, columns that had witnessed centuries of debauchery now wrapped in modest fabric like they'd been caught naked and were trying to cover their shame.

Students filed in with the enthusiasm of prisoners approaching their own execution. Each step measured, each movement calculated to avoid triggering the Purity Orbs that swarmed overhead like mechanical hornets. The orbs had multiplied for the occasion, their blue light creating a grid of surveillance so complete that even thoughts felt exposed. They hummed in harmonics that made teeth ache and arousal wither, turning the simple act of finding a seat into navigation through a minefield of potential violations.

Benedict moved with the crowd, his ceremonial robes hanging heavy as guilt. The fabric was regulation grey, cut to obscure rather than enhance, but underneath he burned. The cock ring Mira had given him weeks ago pressed against his flesh with each step, a secret rebellion that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. It wasn't just metal anymore—Lynari had modified it during their preparation, turning it into a magical anchor that would tether him to the ritual circle hidden beneath the stage. Every throb sent whispers through the connection, letting him feel Jynni's nervous energy, Tess's barely contained excitement, Mira's icy focus.

He found his assigned seat—seventh row, center section, perfect sightlines to the stage. Around him, faculty and students settled onto benches that had been modified for the occasion. Gone were the subtle curves that accommodated bodies in various states of arousal. These were flat, hard, designed to discourage any position but rigid attention. Someone behind him shifted, and he heard the faint crinkle of hidden crystals. The resistance was here, scattered through the audience like seeds waiting for water.

The stage itself had become an altar to denial. Where performers once writhed in elaborate displays of magical sexuality, a single podium now stood like a monument to loneliness. Behind it, a massive G.R.O.U.T. banner proclaimed "PURITY IS POWER" in letters that seemed to judge everyone who read them. The fog machines Gina had installed coughed out regular bursts of that damned peppermint mist, creating clouds that rolled across the stage and into the audience. Benedict's cock, which had maintained hopeful firmness despite weeks of suppression, actually tried to retreat as the chemical deterrent washed over him.

Then she entered, and the temperature dropped another ten degrees.

Gina Lux moved like verdict made flesh. Her silver gown caught the sterile light and threw it back weaponized, each fold calculated to deny rather than entice. The fabric covered her from throat to floor, but somehow that made it worse—the absence of skin became its own statement, prudishness elevated to art form. Her platinum hair was scraped back so severely it pulled her features into an expression of permanent disapproval. She didn't walk to the podium; she processed, each step a small conquest over the space.

"Welcome," she began, and her voice filled the auditorium without magical amplification. Pure projection, pure control. "Tonight, we celebrate not what we are, but what we shall become. Tonight, we leave behind the sticky fumbling of our animal nature and ascend to something greater."

Benedict felt his jaw clench. The words were honeyed poison, each one crafted to make the audience complicit in their own oppression. Around him, students sat with shoulders hunched, trying to make themselves smaller, less noticeable. The Purity Orbs dipped lower, scanning the crowd with increased intensity as if Gina's presence had sharpened their hunger for violations.

"For too long," Gina continued, gripping the podium with white knuckles that betrayed the only sign of tension in her perfect facade, "this institution has wallowed in the myth that pleasure equals power. That orgasms are offerings. That our bodies are temples to be worshipped rather than vessels to be controlled."

A student three rows ahead made a sound—quickly stifled—that might have been disagreement or despair. A Purity Orb immediately swooped down, bathing her in accusatory blue light until she froze into perfect stillness. Gina smiled, the expression sharp enough to draw blood.

"But we know better now, don't we? We've learned that true strength comes from restraint. That real power lies not in the spasm of release but in the dignity of denial." Her voice rose, gaining the cadence of a revival preacher selling abstinence to the naturally lustful. "Tonight, I will show you the future. A future where this university stands as a beacon of propriety. Where our graduates are known not for their sexual prowess but for their moral fortitude."

The cock ring pulsed harder, and Benedict felt the shift like electricity in his bones. Beneath the stage, the ritual circle was activating. He sensed rather than heard his team moving into position—Jynni's determination, Lynari's focused fear, Mira's clinical precision, Tess's chaotic joy. The connection thrummed between them, invisible to the Orbs but growing stronger with each synchronized heartbeat.

"Lustful deviation," Gina pronounced, each word a nail in pleasure's coffin, "synchronized moaning, the base rutting that has infected these halls for generations—all of it ends tonight. We will burn out this disease with the cold fire of purity. We will—"

She paused, just for a moment, her hand tightening on the podium. Something flickered in her eyes—a shadow of doubt, perhaps, or maybe just the first whisper of what was building beneath her feet. Benedict felt the full ritual lock into place, reality holding its breath before the plunge.

The show was about to begin.

***

Above and below, the pageant split into two realities—one of enforced propriety, the other of unleashed purpose. Gina's voice carried across the auditorium like a scalpel cutting away the last traces of joy, each word designed to shame and diminish. But beneath the stage, in a chamber that officially didn't exist, revolution took the shape of bodies moving in sacred synchronicity.

"The sin of synchronized moaning," Gina continued, her silver gown catching the light like armor, "has infected this institution for too long. Students coupling in groups, sharing pleasure like common currency, reducing themselves to beasts rutting in—in heat."

The tiny catch in her voice might have been passion for her subject. Might have been.

Below, Benedict lay in the center of the ritual circle, naked except for intention and the cock ring that now hummed with gathered energy. Lynari knelt beside him, her lavender hands glowing as she completed the preparatory blessing. Her touch was clinical yet tender, spreading oil that shimmered with trapped moonlight along his shaft. Each stroke inscribed invisible runes of connection and conduit, turning his cock into a lightning rod for the collective unconscious.

"You're the anchor," she whispered, her usual stutter absent in the sacred space of spellwork. "Everything flows through you. Every suppressed want, every denied need. Can you hold it?"

Benedict nodded, not trusting his voice. The oil tingled like champagne bubbles against his skin, making him achingly hard despite the mists that still clung to the air above. He could feel the weight of what they were attempting—not just to make one woman cum, but to shatter the entire architecture of imposed shame.

Jynni moved between his legs with the focused grace of a priestess approaching an altar. She'd stripped to nothing, her pink hair loose around her shoulders, her body glowing with the same oil that blessed his cock. When she looked at him, her eyes held everything—love, determination, and a wild joy that G.R.O.U.T. had tried so hard to kill.

"For the university," she murmured, then took him into her mouth with reverent slowness.

Above: "We must purge ourselves of the belief that bodies are meant for pleasure. That skin hungers for skin. That the meeting of flesh is anything more than biological accident bearing moral consequence."

Below: Jynni's mouth became a prayer, her rhythm matching the pulse of Lynari's chant. She didn't just suck cock—she worshipped it, channeled through it, made it the focal point of a magic that reached back to when sex and sorcery were the same word. Her tongue traced the runes Lynari had drawn, activating each one in sequence.

Mira stood at the cardinal points, hands weaving through air that shimmered with possibility. She whispered trigger phrases pulled from weeks of observation, from Benedict's humiliation and Gina's carefully documented responses. "Such efficient service. So productive. Meeting every metric. Good girl. Good little form-filler. Serving the system so well."

The words floated upward on threads of magic, designed to burrow into Gina's subconscious like seeds of her own destruction. Each phrase chosen for its previous effect, weaponized and returned with interest.

Tess had claimed the eastern point, straddling a stool that vibrated with magical resonance. She'd modified it herself, naturally, turning simple furniture into a sex toy that would make inventors weep with envy. As she ground down, her pussy creating wet sounds that provided percussion for Lynari's chant, she laughed—bright, defiant, joyous. Her pleasure wasn't just personal; it was political, each roll of her hips a middle finger to the forces trying to steal their joy.

"Fuck yes," she gasped, tossing her head back. "This is for every time they made us walk with our legs closed. Every—oh shit—every modest nod when we wanted to scream. Every dry, shameful night in our dry, shameful beds!"

Above: "The future I envision is one of clarity. Where arousal is recognized as the enemy of achievement. Where students channel their energy into proper pursuits instead of—of base friction and fluid exchange."

Gina's hand gripped the podium harder. A bead of sweat appeared at her temple despite the climate control. Her thighs pressed together beneath the silver gown, a movement so slight only those watching for it would notice. But Benedict noticed, even from below, through the connection that linked them all.

Lynari's chant grew stronger, her scholar's voice finding rhythms that predated written language. "*Luxuria est veritas, veritas est luxuria.*" The words pulled from texts that G.R.O.U.T. had tried to burn, knowledge they'd tried to bury. With each syllable, the energy in the circle built, a rising tide of everything the mists had tried to suppress.

Benedict groaned as Jynni took him deeper, her throat opening to accept him completely. The sensation shot through the ritual circle, magnified and transformed. His pleasure became a carrier wave, gathering fragments of arousal from every person in the auditorium who'd been denied too long. The student who'd been scanned for making a sound. The faculty forced to sit in rigid attention. Every tiny spark of rebellion, of want, of human need—it all flowed into him, through him.

"That's it," Mira murmured, monitoring the energy levels with professional intensity even as her own arousal built. "The resonance is climbing. Lynari, second verse. Tess, increase amplitude. Jynni..."

But Jynni needed no instruction. She'd found the perfect rhythm, her mouth and hands working in concert to build Benedict's pleasure without letting him crest. Edge magic, they'd called it in the old texts. Riding the wave without letting it break. She pulled power from his denial, fed it into the growing storm.

Above, Gina's voice cracked almost imperceptibly. "We must—must remember that our bodies are not toys for mutual entertainment. They are vessels of—of responsibility and..."

Below, the ritual hit its first harmonic. Energy raced up through the floorboards, through stone and spell, seeking its target with unerring accuracy. It found Gina's magical signature, that carefully maintained aura of control, and began to whisper against it. Not attacking—seducing. Reminding her body of every pleasure she'd denied, every orgasm she'd refused in the name of policy.

The mana flowed like honey made of starlight and sin, pooling in places Gina had forgotten existed. Her nipples tightened beneath the modest gown. Her pussy, dry for weeks under chemical suppression, remembered what it meant to want. Deep in her core, muscles that had been locked in rigid control began to soften, to prepare, to remember their true purpose.

"Discipline," Gina said, but it came out wrong. Too breathy. Too much like a moan. "We must have dis—"

The word shattered in her mouth as the first real wave hit, Tess's orgasm sending a surge of pure fuck-you energy straight up through the magical matrix and into Gina's desperately maintained control.

The revolution had found its rhythm. Now it was time to make it sing.

***

The word "discipline" died in Gina's throat, replaced by a sound that had no place in a purity pageant. Her hands, white-knuckled on the podium, trembled as she fought to wrestle back control. But control was already a memory, dissolved by the waves of concentrated lust flowing up through the stage like water through a broken dam.

"D-dihhhh..." She tried again, her perfect posture wavering. A flush crept up from beneath her high collar, painting her throat pink despite the cold air. "Dissss..."

The word wouldn't come. Instead, what emerged was a breathy exhale that carried through the auditorium's perfect acoustics, reaching every ear as clearly as her prepared speech. Students shifted in their seats, sudden attention replacing the glazed compliance of moments before. Something was happening. Something unprecedented.

"Spllll—" The attempt at "discipline" fragmented completely, her voice catching on invisible hooks of pleasure. Gina's eyes widened, pupils dilating as she gripped the podium like it was the only solid thing in a world suddenly gone liquid.

In the crowd, Benedict felt the connection surge through the cock ring, hot and electric. Every stuttered breath from Gina fed back through the ritual circle, confirming their magic was finding its mark. Around him, students leaned forward, Purity Orbs beginning to flash in confused patterns as they detected arousal signatures where none should exist.

Below, Jynni pulled back just enough to speak, her breath ghosting over Benedict's wet cock. The words she whispered were barely audible, but magic carried them directly to Gina's hindbrain, bypassing conscious defenses entirely.

"You're so productive," she murmured, the praise dripping with honey and poison. "Such a good little form-filler. Look how well you're serving the system."

Above, Gina's entire body clenched. The modest silver gown, designed to hide every curve, betrayed her as her nipples hardened into points visible even through the thick fabric. A thin sheen of sweat made her face glow under the harsh lights, and her carefully scraped-back hair began to escape its severe binding.

"We must—must maintain..." She forced words through clenched teeth, but they emerged wrong, too high, too desperate. "Our stan-standards of..."

A moan. Unmistakable, undeniable, it rolled through the auditorium like thunder. Gina's hand flew to her mouth, but too late. The sound had escaped, hanging in the air like evidence of a crime. A Purity Orb directly above her sputtered, its blue light flickering through orange and red as it tried to process what its sensors insisted was impossible.

The audience stirred like a creature waking. Whispers started in the back rows, spreading forward in waves. Students who'd been beaten down by weeks of chemical suppression suddenly found themselves leaning forward, breathing deeper, remembering what it felt like to want. The resistance crystals hidden throughout the crowd began to warm, responding to the rising energy.

Below, Benedict arched as Jynni took him to the base again, her throat working around him in rhythm with Lynari's increasingly powerful chant. His memories of Gina flooded through the connection—not just the humiliation, but the specific details that had broken through her control. The way she'd gasped when he'd called her efficient. How her pussy had clenched when he'd praised her filing system mid-fuck. Every weapon she'd given him, now aimed back at her with magical precision.

"Such perfect service," Jynni continued between deep, worshipful sucks. "So good at following rules. The system must be so proud of its model enforcer."

Mira's hands wove faster, pulling those memory threads and braiding them into irresistible compulsion. Tess was beyond words now, grinding on her enchanted stool with abandon, her pleasure adding raw power to the working. Every moan, every gasp, every drop of wetness became fuel for the spell racing upward.

Gina swayed visibly, her hips beginning to move in tiny, unconscious circles. The motion was subtle at first, barely noticeable, but in an auditorium full of beings trained to recognize arousal, it might as well have been a neon sign. Her breath came in pants now, each exhale carrying a hint of vocalization that made the Purity Orbs spin in increasingly frantic patterns.

"The future—" She tried to return to her speech, but her voice broke completely on the word. "The fff—"

Her thighs pressed together hard, visible even through the heavy gown. The fabric, enchanted to maintain perfect modest lines, began to cling as her body temperature spiked. Sweat darkened the silver material under her arms, between her breasts, along her spine. She looked like someone in the grip of fever, but everyone watching knew better.

A student in the third row giggled—shocked, delighted sound quickly stifled. But it spread, nervous laughter rippling through sections of the audience as their brains tried to process what they were seeing. Gina Lux, architect of their sexual suppression, was getting desperately, visibly horny in front of the entire university.

"Order!" she gasped, but it sounded more like begging than command. "We must maintain—maintain—"

Below, Benedict's cock pulsed as the ritual approached its crescendo. He could feel Gina's defenses crumbling through the connection, each barrier falling faster than the last. The careful walls she'd built between her public face and private desires were dissolving, leaving her raw and exposed to the very energies she'd tried to banish.

"Almost there," Mira reported, voice tight with effort and her own building arousal. "The resonance is approaching critical. When it peaks—"

"When it peaks," Lynari interrupted, her chant never faltering despite speaking, "she breaks. Completely."

Tess's laughter rang out, bright and filthy. "Fuck yes! Break the prudish bitch! Make her remember what her pussy's for!"

The words shouldn't have carried beyond their hidden chamber, but magic had its own ideas. Several students in the audience gasped as the sentiment somehow reached them, not as sound but as feeling. The raw rebellion of it, the joy of fighting back, infected the crowd like benign plague.

Gina must have felt it too, the shift in her audience from cowed to curious to hungry. Her eyes darted across the crowd, seeing faces transformed by hope and arousal where only resignation had been. The Purity Orbs were going haywire now, some smoking, others spinning in place, a few simply dropping from the air as their circuits overloaded.

"Please," she whispered, and the word carried perfectly through the sound system. But please what? Please stop? Please continue? Please remember who they were before the mists?

Her legs visibly trembled, knees threatening to buckle. One hand left the podium to press against her stomach, then lower, the gesture unconscious but unmistakable. She was trying to hold back an orgasm through sheer will, and losing badly.

The silver gown, despite all its enchantments, began to show evidence of her body's rebellion. A growing damp spot appeared where her thighs met, the fabric darkening with shameful honesty. Her nipples stood out like accusations, and her face had gone from pink to deep red to something beyond color—pure, desperate need made visible.

"I can't—" she gasped, both hands now gripping the podium as her hips rocked openly. "This isn't—I don't—"

Below, Benedict felt the moment arrive like thunder in his bones. Every thread of the ritual pulled taut, ready to snap. Jynni deep-throated him one last time, Tess screamed her joy, Mira spoke the final trigger phrase, and Lynari's chant reached the syllable that would bring it all crashing down.

Time balanced on the edge of revolution, waiting for one last push to tip into glorious chaos.

***

The auditorium tilted into bedlam like a ship taking water. Gina dropped her speech scroll, the carefully prepared propaganda floating forgotten to the floor as her hands clutched at her chest, her stomach, the podium—anything to anchor herself against the storm building in her core. The crowd's murmur rose to a roar, students standing, pointing, some laughing with shocked delight while others stared in awe at the impossible scene unfolding.

"She's actually—"

"Is this real?"

"Holy fuck, look at her—"

The voices blended into a symphony of disbelief and growing excitement. Purity Orbs sparked and spiraled, some crashing into each other as their programming fought against readings that shouldn't exist. One directly above Gina simply gave up, displaying "ERROR: IMPOSSIBLE AROUSAL DETECTED" before bursting into a shower of crystalline fragments that rained down like perverted snow.

Below, the ritual reached its point of no return.

Tess came first, because of course she did. Her orgasm wasn't just physical release but ideological victory, every nerve ending firing in celebration of this massive fuck-you to authority. She ground down on the enchanted stool with abandon, pussy clenching around nothing but magic and intention.

"FUCK YES!" she screamed, loud enough to echo through the floorboards. "TAKE THAT, YOU PRUDISH CUNTS! THIS IS WHAT JOY SOUNDS LIKE!"

Her climax sent a torrent of raw, chaotic energy into the ritual circle. It tasted like rebellion, like laughter during sex, like every inappropriate thought she'd ever had distilled into pure magical potential. The surge raced through the established channels, wild and uncontrolled but utterly sincere.

Mira followed with characteristic precision, her orgasm building in measured waves. She'd maintained clinical focus throughout, but as the energy crested, even her iron control shattered. Her fingers worked between her legs with mechanical efficiency, but her face showed the truth—this wasn't just magical necessity but genuine release, weeks of suppressed dominance finally finding outlet.

"By the ancient codes," she gasped, the formal words undercut by the way her voice broke, "I submit this offering of—oh fuck—of power reclaimed!"

Her energy joined Tess's but where the pink succubus had provided chaos, Mira gave structure. Her orgasm hit the ritual like architecture, creating channels and supports that turned raw power into directed force. The combination was devastating—rebellion given form, revolution with a battle plan.

Lynari's transcendence came through her voice. The chant reached its climax as she did, words of power becoming cries of ecstasy that somehow maintained their magical structure. Her scholarly mind had found the perfect fusion of intellect and sensation, each syllable both pronunciation and moan.

"*LUXURIA EST VERITAS!*" she screamed, her usual whisper transformed into something primal. "*VERITAS EST—EST—OH GODS, YES!*"

The magical theory made manifest through her orgasm was breathtaking. Energy patterns visible only to the magically sensitive erupted from her body like wings, equations written in pure pleasure that rewrote reality's rules about what was possible. Her climax didn't just feed the ritual—it gave it language, purpose, precision.

At the circle's heart, Benedict felt their combined energy flooding through him like molten starlight. His cock pulsed in Jynni's throat as she worked him with desperate perfection, her own arousal building toward the moment of synchronization. Through their connection, he felt her love, her determination, her absolute faith that they could shatter this tyranny through shared ecstasy.

"Now," he groaned, the word both command and plea. "Together, now!"

Jynni pulled back just enough to meet his eyes as her hand finished what her mouth had started. They came simultaneously, their orgasms not just physical release but magical detonation. Benedict's cum painted her face and breasts in thick ropes as she cried out her own pleasure, the sound muffled but perfect. The visual was obscene, beautiful, revolutionary—the devoted assistant marked by her lover while they destroyed an empire of shame.

The combined energy of five synchronized orgasms hit the ritual's focal point and erupted upward like a geyser of liquid lightning. It punched through the stage floor, through Gina's shields, through every defense she'd built, carrying with it the undeniable truth of authentic pleasure.

The impact lifted Gina off her feet.

She screamed—not in pain but in recognition as every nerve ending she'd chemically suppressed came roaring back online at once. Her body remembered everything in a single, devastating instant. Every orgasm denied, every touch refused, every moment of want crushed under policy—it all demanded payment with compound interest.

"No, no, no, I can't—" But her protests dissolved into wordless cries as the magical surge found every secret place that weeks of mists had tried to make her forget. Her pussy clenched on nothing, desperately empty, flooding with arousal so intense it immediately soaked through her modest gown.

She fell to her knees on the stage, hips bucking against air as the orgasm ripped through her with public brutality. The silver fabric clung to her body, revealing everything it had tried to hide—hard nipples, clenching abs, thighs locked in ecstatic spasm. But it was her face that truly sold the destruction: mouth open in a silent scream, eyes rolled back, expression twisted in pleasure so intense it looked almost like pain.

"OH GODS!" The words finally tore from her throat, magnified by the sound system to reach every corner of campus. "OH FUCK, I'M—I'M CUMMING! I CAN'T—I CAN'T STOP—"

The confession triggered something in the magical infrastructure. Every ward she'd helped build, every suppression field she'd activated, every chemical dampener she'd authorized—they all recognized her magical signature in the throes of ultimate surrender. And if their creator could cum like this, screaming her pleasure for all to hear, then what was their purpose?

The failure cascaded outward like dominoes made of light. Purity Orbs exploded in sequence, each detonation a small firework of liberated magic. The mist generators coughed, sputtered, then began venting their stored chemicals in reverse, flooding the air with concentrated aphrodisiac that made every breath an invitation to fuck.

Across campus, the effect was instantaneous. In dorms, students cried out as arousal slammed back into bodies that had forgotten how to feel it. In classrooms, faculty dropped their modest facades as decades of suppressed desire demanded immediate attention. The library became a symphony of moans. The cafeteria tables found new purposes. Every broom closet, empty classroom, and semi-private corner suddenly hosted reunions between people and their own sexuality.

On stage, Gina writhed through what seemed like an endless climax. Her body had stored so much denial that releasing it all at once created a feedback loop—each wave of pleasure triggering the next, orgasms chaining together in magical succession. She clawed at the stage, silver gown riding up to reveal legs spread wide, pussy visibly clenching as she squirted through the fabric in rhythmic pulses.

"Please," she sobbed between screams, though what she begged for wasn't clear. "Please, I can't—it won't stop—oh FUCK, I'm cumming again!"

The audience watched in stunned silence broken only by gasps and occasional moans as the aphrodisiac mist reached them. Some touched themselves openly, unable to resist. Others clung to each other, boundaries dissolving as fast as the suppression fields. A few wept—from relief, from joy, from the sheer intensity of feeling returned to them.

The pageant meant to showcase perfect purity had become a demonstration of pleasure's inevitability. The revolution hadn't just won—it had turned victory into performance art.

As Gina collapsed into a twitching heap, her cum pooling on the stage beneath her, the last Purity Orb gave up with an almost human sigh. It displayed one final message before shutting down forever:

"RESISTANCE IS FERTILE."

***

Glitter fell like snow across the Grand Auditorium, the remains of Purity Orbs drifting down in sparkling acknowledgment of defeat. The grey drapes had somehow caught fire—not burning but transforming, their modest fabric reverting to the burgundy velvet they'd replaced. Magic itself was healing, remembering what it had been before fear tried to rewrite its nature.

Students stood in clusters, some crying, some laughing, many doing both. A group near the front had formed an impromptu cuddle pile, just holding each other as their bodies remembered what comfort felt like. Others paired off or grouped up, stumbling toward exits with hands already exploring beneath hastily loosened clothing. The air tasted of sex and cinnamon and freedom, the peppermint mist completely overwhelmed by the aphrodisiac backflow.

On stage, Gina Lux lay in a puddle of her own making, silver gown ruined beyond any magical repair. She twitched occasionally, aftershocks still rolling through her body in waves. Her carefully controlled hair had come completely undone, platinum strands fanned around her head like a halo. When she tried to speak, only whimpers emerged.

The auditorium doors opened with authority that preceded its owner. Headmistress Syllathe Thorne entered like a force of nature temporarily inconvenienced by having to use doors. Her presence commanded instant attention despite the sexual chaos—or perhaps because of it. She wore her traditional crimson robes, the ones G.R.O.U.T. had tried to ban, and her expression suggested anyone who objected could file their complaints with her ass.

She surveyed the scene with dark eyes that missed nothing: the destroyed surveillance equipment, the transformed atmosphere, Gina's complete undoing, the students rediscovering themselves in real time. Her gaze finally settled on Benedict, who had emerged from beneath the stage looking thoroughly debauched and trying to pretend he wasn't.

"Well," she said, her voice cutting through the ambient moaning like a blade through butter. "That was educational."

She stepped over a puddle of what had probably been a Purity Orb, her heels clicking against the floor with metronomic precision. The crowd parted before her, some students attempting to look presentable while others were too far gone to care. She paid them no mind, her focus entirely on the stage.

"Ms. Lux," she addressed the puddle of former authority. "I believe your services are no longer required. The board will, of course, provide excellent references for your... enthusiastic commitment to your duties."

Gina managed to raise her head, mascara streaking her face in black rivers. She opened her mouth, closed it, then simply nodded before crawling offstage with what dignity someone who'd just orgasmed themselves into a new tax bracket could manage.

Headmistress Thorne turned to the audience, many of whom tried to stand at attention despite various states of arousal and undress. "As of this moment, all G.R.O.U.T. policies are rescinded. The mists will be purged by dawn. Normal curriculum will resume Monday." A pause, then the ghost of a smile. "I suggest you use the weekend to... reacquaint yourselves."

A cheer went up that shook dust from the rafters. Students hugged, kissed, and in some cases immediately began demonstrating their reacquaintance in ways that would have earned expulsion an hour ago. The Headmistress allowed it for a moment before clearing her throat.

"Mr. Horne."

Benedict stepped forward, still adjusting his robes and trying to look professorial despite the obvious sex hair and bruised lips. "Headmistress?"

She produced a scroll from thin air, the casual display of magic a reminder that some things transcended bureaucracy. "Your promotion to Senior Professor of Applied Pleasure Dynamics, effective immediately. The board was... impressed by your innovative teaching methods."

She tossed the scroll at his feet with calculated indifference. "Do try not to destroy any more infrastructure. The insurance paperwork is tedious."

With that, she swept from the auditorium, leaving behind a wake of stunned silence that quickly dissolved into celebration. The revolution hadn't just been tolerated—it had been officially approved.

Outside, the dawn broke over a transformed campus. Where grey efficiency had reigned, color bloomed like time-lapse flowers. The Fountain of Eternal Ejaculation sputtered, coughed, then erupted in its full glory, sending arcs of enchanted water into the air that caught the light like liquid diamonds. The potpourri dissolved instantly, replaced by the fountain's natural musk that made passing students pause, smile, and remember.

In dorm windows, shadows moved in ancient rhythms. On the quad, a group of satyrs had started an impromptu orgy that others joined or simply applauded. The library's stern silence gave way to whispered endearments and not-so-whispered moans. Even the gargoyles looked happier, their stone faces cracking into lewd grins that had been hidden under magical cement.

The team gathered at their predetermined spot—a grove of trees that had somehow maintained their sensual sway despite weeks of suppression. They looked like survivors of the world's most specific war: exhausted, exhilarated, covered in various fluids that told their own stories.

Tess had lost most of her clothes somewhere between the basement and here, wearing only a Modesty Monitor jacket she'd stolen as a trophy. "Did we just save the university with synchronized orgasms?" she asked, grinning wide enough to power a small city. "Because I want that on my transcript."

"We saved ourselves," Mira corrected, but her usual ice had melted into something warmer. She lit a cigarette with shaking hands, the small vice a declaration that rules no longer bound her. "The university was just collateral benefit."

Lynari wept quietly, the tears carrying weeks of tension finally released. "I chanted through four consecutive orgasms," she whispered, awed by her own accomplishment. "The theoretical texts said it was impossible, but I did it. We did it."

"You were amazing," Benedict told her, meaning it. "All of you. I couldn't have—"

"Shut up," Jynni interrupted, curling against his chest with possessive satisfaction. "We did it together. That's what matters."

They stood in comfortable silence, watching the sun paint the sky in colors that seemed more vivid than before. Around them, the campus stirred to life—real life, not the hollow mockery G.R.O.U.T. had tried to impose. Couples reunited with desperate passion. Study groups reformed with very different curricula. The air itself hummed with possibility.

"So what happens now?" Jynni asked, voicing what they all wondered.

Benedict kissed her forehead, tasting salt and victory. "Now we teach. Really teach. Show people that pleasure isn't just about getting off—it's about connection, choice, authenticity." He looked at each of his fellow revolutionaries. "We've got a lot of damage to undo."

"Fuck that sounds like work," Tess groaned, but she was smiling. "Good thing I love a challenge. Plus, I've got ideas for the new curriculum. Office hours are going to be lit."

"We'll need structure," Mira added, already planning. "Frameworks for healthy exploration. Safe spaces for experimentation. Maybe a proper dungeon that isn't just rumors and wishful thinking."

"And research!" Lynari's eyes lit up behind her smudged glasses. "So much to rediscover, to document. The old texts will need new context, new applications."

As they talked, dreaming futures into being, Benedict felt something settle in his chest. Not the uncomfortable heat of guilt this time, but warmth like home. They'd done more than break a spell or humiliate a tyrant. They'd remembered who they were, individually and together.

The revolution was over. The real work—teaching a traumatized campus how to love itself again—was just beginning.

But standing there in the morning light, surrounded by friends forged in the strangest fire, Benedict knew they were ready. They'd weaponized pleasure and won. Now they'd teach it, share it, celebrate it.

After all, what was education but showing others what was possible?

And at Succubus University, anything was possible again.
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