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The subterranean vaults of the university library smelled heavily of decaying parchment, crushed dried lavender, and the sharp, metallic tang of ozone left behind by centuries of layered security wards. Nadia adjusted the beam of her brass flashlight, keeping the circle of illumination pointed strictly at the uneven stone floor. She despised breaking the rules; she despised her partner for Advanced Somatic Theory far more. 

Gideon walked a few paces ahead of her, his leather boots clicking obnoxiously loud in the cavernous silence. He wore a tailored charcoal waistcoat and an expression of perpetual, unearned confidence, unbothered by the threat of expulsion. 

"Keep your voice down and your steps lighter," Nadia hissed, her knuckles turning white around the flashlight. "If the night watchman catches us past the third perimeter, we face a full disciplinary tribunal. I refuse to let your carelessness jeopardize my academic standing." 

Gideon paused and glanced back over his shoulder, a smirk playing on his lips. "Relax, Nadia. The protective enchantments down here are practically antique. I bypassed the main sequence on the door with a beginner-level decryption weave. A child could sneak into this place." 

"Your beginner-level decryption weave leaves a highly visible arcane residue," Nadia retorted, closing the distance between them. She glared up at his perfectly styled hair and arrogant jawline. "We need to find the references for the somatic transference project and leave immediately." 

He sighed heavily, turning his attention to the towering mahogany shelves lining the narrow aisle. Dust motes danced in the pale beam of Nadia’s light. "You worry constantly. It creates premature wrinkles. Just look for the designated section on forbidden corporeal bindings." 

They navigated deeper into the restricted archives. The air grew colder, heavier, pressing against their skin with the weight of dormant magic. Shelves gave way to isolated alcoves, each housing dangerous artifacts locked behind physical and magical barriers. Gideon wandered into a particularly shadowed alcove off the main path, his eyes catching the faint, residual glimmer of a containment field. A solitary pedestal of dark obsidian stood in the center, encircled by glowing silver runes etched directly into the floor beneath it. 

"I think we found the premium collection," Gideon murmured, stepping closer. He leaned forward, ignoring the glowing boundary line near the toes of his boots. 

Nadia rushed into the alcove, her eyes widening as she recognized the specific configuration of the runes. "Gideon, step back. That is an active isolation ward. You cannot cross the perimeter without a counter-harmonic spell." 

"It looks dormant to me," Gideon said dismissively. He shifted his weight, intending to peer over the top of the pedestal to see what rested under the protective dome. As he moved, the heel of his boot caught the edge of a raised flagstone. He stumbled, pitching forward. His outstretched hand slammed into the obsidian pillar to catch his balance. 

The impact shattered the delicate equilibrium of the isolation ward. A sharp crack echoed through the chamber, loud as a gunshot. The pedestal tipped dangerously, and the glass-like dome atop it dissolved into a shower of harmless sparks. A heavy tome slid off the tilted surface and hit the stone floor with a sickening, wet thud. 

Nadia froze, her breath hitching. The flashlight beam swept over the fallen object. It was a grimoire, bound in pale, preserved human flesh. Coarse, dark threads crisscrossed the spine, holding the grotesque pages together. A faint, violet luminescence pulsed from the book, radiating a cloying, unnatural heat that smelled of copper and sweat. 

"Fascinating," Gideon whispered, his eyes wide with dangerous curiosity. He dropped to his knees, his hand reaching out to touch the macabre cover. 

"Do absolutely nothing!" Nadia screamed, lunging forward. She intended to shove him out of the way, grab the book, and force it back onto the pedestal before the university alarms triggered. She threw herself onto the floor, her fingers extending to snatch the heavy volume. 

Their hands slapped against the flesh-bound cover at the exact same fraction of a second. 

The moment their bare skin made contact with the grimoire, the world vanished in a blinding flash of violent, violet light. Raw somatic magic—ancient, untamed, and focused entirely on the physical form—erupted from the pages. The energy hit them with the force of a physical blow. It bypassed their natural defenses instantly, surging up their arms in thick, visible tendrils of purple lightning. 

Nadia gasped as the magic forced its way into her veins. It felt like liquid fire and concentrated adrenaline flooding her circulatory system. Her muscles locked in a rigid spasm of agonizing pressure mixed with an overwhelming, terrifying surge of pure physical arousal. Across the book, Gideon’s jaw clamped shut in a rictus of shock, his eyes rolling back as the identical violet current illuminated the veins in his neck and face. 

The flesh under their palms seemed to breathe, feeding off their connection, pumping more of the volatile energy directly into their hearts. Nadia tried to scream, to pull her hand away, unable to break the magnetic adhesion binding her flesh to the grimoire. The sensory overload cascaded through her nervous system, burning out her consciousness. The violet light flared one final time, blindingly bright, before dragging both Nadia and Gideon down into the heavy, suffocating darkness of oblivion. They collapsed limply against each other, unconscious on the freezing stone floor, their hands still hopelessly locked onto the pulsing, flesh-bound tome.

Nadia returned to consciousness with the taste of copper thick on her tongue and a brutal, rhythmic ache pounding directly behind her eyes. The freezing stone floor of the subterranean vault offered no comfort against her skin, which radiated an intense, feverish heat. She groaned, peeling her cheek off the uneven flagstones, and found Gideon stirring clumsily beside her. The grotesque grimoire rested inert between them, devoid of the violent luminescence that had paralyzed them earlier. 

Gideon pushed himself up onto his elbows, his usually immaculate hair plastered to his forehead with a heavy sheen of sweat. "What happened?" he rasped, his voice rough and stripped of its customary drawl. 

Nadia dragged herself into a sitting position, her muscles trembling with deep exhaustion and a lingering, strange electric tension that hummed beneath her flesh. "You shattered an active isolation ward and forced me to touch a highly volatile artifact," she hissed, her reprimand lacking its usual volume due to her shallow, erratic breathing. Her uniform blouse clung damply to her torso, a slick layer of feverish perspiration coating every inch of her body. 

She checked her silver wristwatch, her stomach dropping as she read the hands. "We have been unconscious for over three hours. The early morning watchman will begin sweeping the perimeter any minute." 

Gideon stumbled to his feet, swaying dangerously before bracing his hand against the dark obsidian pedestal. "We leave immediately," he muttered, his typical arrogance erased by genuine, wide-eyed panic. "If the disciplinary tribunal finds us down here with this monstrosity, we are ruined. We say absolutely nothing about this to anyone. Agreed?" 

Nadia scrambled up, fighting a nauseating wave of vertigo. The prospect of covering up a catastrophic magical breach alongside Gideon sickened her, yet the absolute certainty of expulsion forced her compliance. "Agreed. Total silence." 

They hastily maneuvered out of the restricted archives, their frantic footsteps echoing loudly through the cavernous, mahogany-lined aisles. By the time they cleared the heavy main doors and bypassed the final arcane security wards, a strange, suffocating warmth had begun to build inside Nadia’s chest, making her breath catch in her throat. They navigated the labyrinthine, shadow-drenched corridors of the upper academic wing in tense silence, their bodies radiating a shared, unnatural flush that felt entirely alien. 

Approaching the grand stone intersection that divided the upperclassmen dormitories from the main lecture halls, they paused to part ways. Gideon leaned heavily against a gothic archway, his chest heaving, his face flushed a deep, unhealthy crimson. Nadia opened her mouth to issue a final warning about keeping his mouth shut, when a violent, localized tremor seized her lower half. 

The first wave of mana fever struck with the devastating force of a physical blow. A sudden, sharp spike of heavy, pooling heat ignited inside her groin, radiating outward through her pelvis with terrifying intensity. Her knees gave out, buckling under the sheer, crushing weight of the sudden arousal. Gideon mirrored her collapse, groaning as he slumped against the wall, his hands desperately clutching his upper thighs as a visible bulge strained against his trousers. 

The sensation inside Nadia was overwhelming—a dense, liquid fire centered precisely on her clitoris, swelling the highly sensitive nub to aching, over-engorged proportions in a matter of seconds. It felt as though a localized electrical storm had taken root between her legs, sending rapid, relentless pulses of intense, demanding pleasure straight up her spine. Her vaginal walls throbbed violently, clamping down on empty air as a thick, hot rush of slick fluid gushed freely from her core. 

"Gods," Gideon choked out, his eyes blown wide and dilated as he stared at her, clearly experiencing the exact same surge of somatic energy. 

Nadia could not form words. The friction of her lace panties against her suddenly swollen folds sent a blinding jolt of agonizing ecstasy through her entire nervous system. She scrambled wildly to her feet, ignoring the heavy, dragging heat between her thighs, and sprinted down the dimly lit corridor toward her dorm room. Every hurried step forced her exquisitely sensitive flesh to rub against the soaked gusset of her underwear, drawing breathless, involuntary whimpers from her parted lips. 

She practically threw herself against her heavy oak door, fumbling desperately with the brass key, her vision swimming with a thick haze of unquenchable lust. Bursting into the safety of her room, she slammed the door shut and blindly twisted the deadbolt, sliding down the solid wood panels to the floor. The terrifying, unnatural wetness flooded her panties in a continuous, heavy stream, soaking through the delicate fabric and trickling warmly down the inside of her trembling thighs. She clamped both hands over her mouth to muffle a ragged, desperate moan, her hips bucking instinctively against the hard floorboards as the relentless, pulsing heat of the magical infection demanded immediate, vicious friction.
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