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Chapter 1

The woman sitting across the desk examined me, her finger tapping against the application on her desk. A sketch of my face, complete with messy, curly chestnut hair and warm brown eyes, looked up at both of us. With a sigh, she leaned back in her chair. “All right, Arthur Yarrow. It’s time to confess why you really wanted to be an Eromage.”

I winced as I felt my anxiety trickle away, replaced by resignation. I had bluffed my way through the last three interviews, but I couldn’t escape the sharp gaze of the Dean of Seductive Arts. Ophelia Delacroix was a fearsome mage with a long and storied history even before she took the position at Eromage University, and I was hoping to be accepted before facing her perceptive gaze.

Just my luck, to have her as my final interviewer. I sighed and confessed. “Nowhere else would accept me.” I could see the disdain on her face and quickly added. “I traveled for years to find a place that would teach me magic. None of the other schools wanted someone from the countryside without connections or money. When I heard that Eromage University was finally opening its doors to men, I applied immediately.”

Ophelia’s sharp blue eyes were unreadable. Abruptly, she stood, turning to face the massive, ornate window that sat behind her desk. Her long, black hair flowed to the small of her back, where she clasped her hands together. She began to speak as she gazed through the window at the large, stone buildings of the University, still hidden by the morning fog.

“Eromagic has always been seen as a woman’s domain.” She spoke as if lecturing me, and I listened intently, even though I knew I was going to be denied again. “Some radicals at Eromage University have set out to prove that wrong. Hence, this.” Ophelia gestured broadly to me and the paper on her desk.

I bit my tongue. I would not beg. I had enough pride for that, at least. Maybe I could find work near one of Spellport’s many magical schools and go from there. Ignorant of my turmoil, Ophelia continued. “We have received many applications from those who want to be the first male Eromage. Many of their intentions to join our school have been less than pure.”

Why wouldn’t she just dismiss me? Each word was torture, teasing me with something I couldn’t have. Ophelia turned back to face me, her eyes stern. She leaned forward against the back of her chair, her low-cut dress revealing a generous amount of cleavage. “You are still a flawed candidate, but you will have to do.”

I stood to leave before her words sank in, and I sat back in the chair, my legs weak. Wait. I was accepted? “Huh?”

Her smile was thin but genuine. “Don’t get too excited. I still need a few things from you. But at least your desire to learn magic is genuine. Some men just want the chance to hang around the budding Eromages. And since you’re from out of town, maybe we can avoid being caught up in the petty politics from all the other schools.”

In moments, I had gone from wanting to slam her door to wanting to kiss her boots. I couldn’t believe it. “So that’s it, then? I’m accepted?”

She laughed, the sound surprisingly melodic. “Well.” She held a finger up. “There is one last thing. You read our requirements, right? Especially the part about helping to teach our young Eromages about men?”

My interest was mostly in the education they promised, a rigorous all-encompassing curriculum that intimidated and intrigued me. The extracurricular requirements, a small sentence at the bottom of their leaflet, said I would have to “provide practical experience to the next generation of Eromages”. I shrugged and confessed. “The notice was a little vague.”

Ophelia gazed at me with incredulous sympathy. “...well. If that’s how you see it, then I definitely think I am making the correct choice in accepting you. You really are in it for the magic, aren’t you?”

I felt the hot prickle of embarrassment run through me as I frowned quizzically. “Yes, of course. But I will do whatever is asked of me.”

She laughed again as she made her way around her desk. “I have no doubt you will. Did you give any thought to why I cared about your intentions? You, who will be the only man in a school full of women, each of them learning to use their lust for magic?” My face flushed as the implications washed over me, and Ophelia smiled as she saw my realization. “So, you truly didn’t consider what we were asking of you? Allow me to elaborate.”

She pulled up a cushioned chair next to mine, then leaned over to whisper into my ear. I could feel her breasts press warmly against my arm as her soft words trickled into my mind. “You will have free use of any girl on campus, at any time. We do not just encourage this. We require it. Your continued enrollment depends not only on how well you do in class, but how well you ‘teach’ our fledgling matches about pleasing men.”

I turned to face her with a stunned look on my face. With a smile, she slid her hand over my arm, then my hip, and finally rested it against my cock, kneading it warmly through my pants. I tried to keep my voice steady. “So I’m just allowed to ask for sex from anyone?”

“Why ask? Everyone on campus will be made aware of your presence and duties. They will happily take your cock anytime, anywhere, in any way. Your job is to find the time for it while balancing your coursework.” Ophelia hooked a finger into my trousers. “Of course, this all depends on what you have for me here.” I lifted my hips on instinct as she dragged my pants down to let my half-hard cock bounce free.

Her eyes lit up as she ran her hand against the bottom of my cock, hefting it as she felt it throb harder in her fingers. “A good start.” Her fingers wrapped around me and began to stroke. I leaned back in the chair and groaned with delight as I thrust my hips into her handjob. My fingers fluttered against the armrests and I let my eyes trail down to her breasts, barely held back by her elegant, dark blue dress.

Ophelia saw where my gaze had gone and smiled. “I am part of the free use as well, you know,” she whispered softly.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I brought my hand up and palmed one of her breasts, feeling the hefty heat of it against my skin. Ophelia smiled and leaned forward, letting me have more as her hand gave my cock an extra squeeze.

Emboldened by her willingness, I grabbed the neckline of her dress and shoved it down, feeling the fabric stretch against my fingers. She quickly brought her free hand up to take off her cloak before loosening the dress around her shoulders, letting me free her luscious breasts.

The sight of her bare tits sent a shudder of heated pleasure through me, and my cock throbbed harder in her fingers. Ophelia trailed her tongue along her upper lips as she stared at my shaft. “Not bad. You might actually be-”

I couldn’t help myself. I reached up and grabbed a handful of her long, dark hair, then dragged her mouth down onto my cock. Instead of stopping me, she simply braced herself on the chair and opened wide, letting her lips slide over my shaft. As I started to push her down further, her tongue slid out of her mouth to start lapping against me, painting my cock with her warm, wet spit.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned. My hips began to thrust up into her, stroking my cock off in her warm, wet mouth. Despite my size, she swallowed me with ease, and soft, sweet choking sounds left her lips each time my hips smacked against her cheeks.

Even though I was holding her hair and shoving her face down against me, Ophelia was taking the initiative, her lips greedily kissing down against my waist over and over again. Her breasts bounced back and forth against the armrest between us, and my other hand came up to grope her chest as I fucked her face.

I wasn’t sure what she was testing, but I hoped she was satisfied. I definitely was, heated pleasure pulsing in my core, begging for release with each passionate stroke of her lips down my shaft. I didn’t want to cum too soon, but I didn’t have the energy to warn her that I was close, so fucking close. I let go of her hair but she kept smashing her lips down against me, a thick mess of drool trickling down to coat my balls.

Before I could blow my load down her throat, the door behind us opened suddenly. I glanced back worriedly, trying to pull my pants up as Ophelia dragged her mouth off of me with a wet, sloppy sound.

The girl who had just walked in now stared in surprise at the Dean of Seductive Arts’s state of undress. She opened her mouth to speak, but Ophelia was faster. “Mary. Hasn’t anyone told you to knock on a closed door before entering?”

Tucking a lock of short red hair behind her ear, she managed to conjure up a sufficiently penitent expression. “I’m sorry, professor. I didn’t realize you had commitments today.”

Ophelia stood from her chair, wiping her mouth off with the back of her hand as she turned to face Mary. She didn’t bother fixing her dress as she placed her hands on her hips. “Do not worry about it. What do you need, then?”

I watched as Mary held out the sheaf of papers she had been holding. “It’s time for the Conjuring Club to have their budget renewed. We already discussed the specifics at the last council meeting, they just need you to formally sign before they can submit it.”

Ophelia nodded and reached out to take the documents. “Allow me a few minutes to look through this.” She began to scan through the pages, her blue eyes focused, ignorant of the drool trickling down her exposed tits, or the way her dress had been caught halfway up her thighs.

I turned my attention to Mary, who stood there stiffly as she waited for the dean to finish reading. She wore the violet robe of a fourth-year on top of a simple, elegant dark green dress, and her modest chest tapered outwards towards a generous waist. I guessed that she was probably Ophelia’s part-time secretary. I hadn’t seen her when I first arrived, probably because I had come quite early.

Mary was keeping her eyes focused solely on the Dean, and I suddenly remembered that my cock was still hanging out. I wanted to pull my pants back on again, but I was worried that it might draw too much attention. After all, Ophelia hadn’t introduced us, and Mary was adamantly not looking in my direction.

One minute passed, then another. I turned my attention back to the woman who had been sucking me off, letting my eyes devour the sight of her bare breasts. Her nipples were hard, and my gaze trailed down between her thighs, where I caught sight of glistening arousal.

Despite being interrupted, I was still rock hard and ready to blow. My cock throbbed greedily between my thighs, the tip slowly drooling with lust. Perhaps I should have waited, but then I remembered Ophelia’s soft voice in my ear. “Free use”, right?

I stood, and from the corner of my eye, I could see Mary looking towards me in sudden alarm. Ophelia, on the other hand, kept her focus on the papers she was holding. As I made my way behind her, kicking off my trousers, I thought I noticed a small smile teasing the corners of her lips.

I wasn’t sure if this was part of her test for me, but I had gone too far already. Mary stared at me with wide eyes as I pulled Ophelia’s dress up over her thighs. I let out a low whistle as her soaked pussy came into view. I could feel the heat and wetness pulsing off of her, raw needy desire that drew me in, begged me to slam my thick cock into her and make her scream.

I slid my hands over her hips, feeling her warm skin against my palms as I pulled her towards me. Over Ophelia’s shoulder, I could see Mary staring at us, mouth half-open.

I didn’t give her a chance to interrupt. I could feel Ophelia squat down and push her hips back as I lined my spit-soaked tip against her dripping slit, mixing her own drool with her arousal. She was at the perfect angle for me to mount her, and my first thrust shoved me almost all the way inside her, hot, wet pleasure engulfing my bare cock.

“F-fuck!” I gasped, my hands tightening on her hips as ecstasy shot up my spine. I didn’t get much of a chance to recover as Ophelia’s hips suddenly pushed back, and her ass smacked into my waist, pressing my cock-balls deep inside her.

There was no way I could hold back now. I let out a low groan of delight as my hands held her in place, and I started to roughly fuck one of the highest-ranking Eromages in the school. As Mary watched, I shoved my cock into Ophelia over and over again, each powerful thrust making her ass shake, her tits bounce. As I leaned forward and pressed my body against her, I could hear her grunting softly, as if she was trying to hide her pleasure from our audience.

Not if I could help it. I let my hands roam over her, one cupping her breast while the other dove between her thighs to rub at the top of her slit. When she spoke again, I could hear the concealed pleasure straining her voice. “This looks good, Mary. Bring my quill.”

Mary took the long way around to follow her instructions. In the meantime, I was impressed by Ophelia’s composure. Even as I groped and fucked her, she kept her voice and body steady, acting as if I wasn’t there. I pressed my lips against the back of her neck and let out a soft growl. I was getting close and my fingers worked harder on her breasts and clit as my cock slammed into the depths of her pussy.

As Mary returned with the quill, I decided to teach Ophelia a lesson. If she thought she could pretend I wasn’t there, I would just do something she couldn’t ignore. My hands slid back towards her hips and I could almost hear her sigh of relief as she took the quill from Mary. I gritted my teeth as I thrust even harder into her, watching her generous ass flatten each time my hips crashed into her.

As she lifted the pen to sign, I put my plan into action. My right hand suddenly reached up to grab her hair, dragging her head back and making her arch with a soft gasp. Then, as I held her like an animal, my other hand rose up, then landed on her ass with a loud, echoing smack.

That seemed to be the breaking point. She dropped the quill and her entire body shuddered against me. I could only imagine the look on her face as she brought her hand down between her legs, furiously rubbing her clit as her hips slammed against mine.

With both of us losing control, I couldn’t hold on any longer. I let her feel my screams of pleasure against her back, my hands clutching harder against her hip and hair to pull her to me. I wondered if Mary was watching the base of my cock as it throbbed inside Ophelia. Thick, heated cumshots pulsed through my shaft and deep, deep into her, my hips trembling as I pressed them flush against her body. I painted the depths of her sweet, lusty snatch with my hot, sticky seed, grunting with delight at each thick spurt that flooded into her.

I could feel her cumming as well, her tight slit gripping and quivering around me as her wet, lust dripped down my shaft. My body was moving on its own, weak, needy, shuddering thrusts bouncing against her butt as my grip loosened on her. Through a haze of pleasure, I could hear her speak, her voice shaky but clear. “My quill, please.”

Mary bent down to pick it up, her reddened face mere inches away from where I was balls-deep inside her boss. Ophelia plucked the pen from her fingers and signed the papers with a flourish before handing them back. All the while, I continued to empty myself inside her, feeling my cock soften with my final, eager thrusts. My hot, sticky seed mixed into the wet mess drooling back over my cock, and I was glad that I could hold onto Ophelia’s warm body for support as I stood there, my legs weak.

Unfortunately, it couldn’t last forever. After she dismissed Mary, Ophelia extracted herself from my grip and guided me back into my seat. Rearranging her clothes, she walked back around her desk and took her seat. Her hand came forward to rest on my application and I swallowed, hard.

Even though my pants were still off and my legs were messy, I tried to look confident as I met her gaze. Opheli’s gaze pierced right through me, a casual smile on her face as she reached down to gather some of the mess between her legs. She teased me with the sight of a cum-covered finger before letting her rosy lips swallow it up.

My heart pounded as my cock started to throb harder at the sight of this fearsome seductress who held my fate in her hands. Had I really just creampied her in front of her own secretary, while pulling her hair and spanking her ass? Because right now, I was frozen in her calm, collected gaze, waiting with bated breath to hear what she had to say next.

“You’ll do.” Her voice was vibrant, warm, and just a little playful. She leaned back in her chair as she saw me melt into mine, relief flooding through my body. “The next quarter begins in a week. Between now and then, we will announce your arrival, have you moved in, and get you oriented to Eromage University. Any questions?”

I shook my head dumbly, silenced by my disbelief. Was it really happening, then? Was I going to become a mage? I would be a male Eromage, the first of my kind. More than that, I would be granted incredible, free use privileges of an entire school of Eromages, students and teachers alike. It was too much to believe.

As if reading my mind, Ophelia spoke again, her clear blue eyes meeting mine. “It may sound like a dream, but be warned. We have high expectations for you to excel in all your duties, both academic and extracurricular. If you slack off at any point, we will not hesitate to expel you.” She must have noticed me wince because her next words were soft and welcoming.

“Congratulations. Welcome to Eromage University.”


Chapter 2

A few days later, I was standing in front of my new home. They didn’t want to put me with the girls, so instead, I was given the old groundskeeper’s place. The small cottage was located in the farthest corner of campus, right behind the dorms, a bit far from the classrooms and libraries where I planned to spend most of my time.

Since I didn’t have much, moving in had been quick. Once I had all my earthly possessions housed in the quaint old building, I stood in front to consider how I might tidy the place up. Those old stone walls could certainly use a vigorous scrubbing, and both the front and the back garden were filled with dead plants. As I stood there, contemplating my new life, a familiar voice from behind me caught my attention. “Arthur, yes? I’m here to help you get settled in.”

I turned around and met the cautious gaze of a familiar redheaded secretary. Mary. Her clothing was more casual now, a loose white shirt above a comfy-looking brown skirt, both half-covered by the dark purple robe around her shoulders. My eyes widened in surprise as she held out a similar robe, this one the forest green color of a first year. I stared at it dumbly for a moment before I realized it was meant for me. “Oh. Right. Thanks.”  I took it from her hands and slipped it over my shoulders.

Mary nodded before we stood there in silence for a few moments. Finally, she cleared her throat. “Shall we start the orientation, then?” She turned around and gestured for me to follow.

What came next was a whirlwind tour of the school. Mary hardly glanced behind her as she dragged me from place to place. We started at the dorms, which were mostly empty in the late morning. Anytime we saw another student, Mary suddenly needed to rush me off elsewhere, giving me no time to respond to the surprised and interested looks that came my way.

When we reached the campus proper, she sped up. I had the distinct impression that she was trying to keep me away from other women as we hurried through our tour. I could barely catch my breath, let alone understand her rapid-fire introductions to the school. She would spend a few minutes summarizing the historical significance of some large, grand structure before moving on, leaving me to chase her slim body through the crowds and around whichever corner she chose to turn down.

We stopped in the back of a library whose name I had forgotten as soon as it left Mary’s lips. She had also mentioned that it was one of the most popular places to study, and many of the tables around us were occupied by focused students. As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, I could see why.

The large, open windows faced outwards from the center of campus, overlooking an oceanside cliff. On a bright, sunny day like today, the water glinted like sapphires as it crashed in waves against imposing, rough-hewn stone. For a moment, I let myself get lost in the magnificence of it all. In front of me, this incredible view, while behind me, the sunlight fell on tall shelves of ancient tomes, illuminating volume after volume of promising knowledge.

I barely paid attention to the other students, most of whom were pretending to study as they stole glances at Mary and me. Claiming the free use part of my contract was the last thing on my mind at the moment as I simply savored the realization that I was here, finally here, in this blessed place and ready to learn magic.

Mary’s quietly furious voice brought me back to reality. “So what? Am I not good enough for you?”

“Huh?” I kept myself hushed as well, acutely aware of the people working around us.

Mary’s face was almost as red as her hair. “Are you daft?” She grabbed the front of my tunic and yanked me down to her level. “Why aren’t you fucking me?” she hissed. “I’ve been right here, ready to be used this entire time and all you’ve been doing is following me like a puppy.”

I stared dumbly as her words made their way through my brain. Just as I was about to say something, her face crumpled and she pushed me away. “Oh fuck. It’s me, isn’t it?” Mary kept her voice quiet even as her tone changed to despair. “I’m not good enough. I knew it. Fuck, I knew it!”

I could only stare as she turned away and moved to crouch against the wall, heedless of the other students around us. I approached cautiously and rested my hand on her shoulder, unable to make out what she was mumbling to herself.

She immediately jumped up and whirled on me, her hands tightly gripping my shoulders. “Looks like my dad was right all along! I shoulda chosen something besides Eromagic, but Ophelia was so cool, and I thought I’d have a talent for it cause I was horny all the time, and so what if the men didn’t like me, once I became an Eromage, they’d all fall for me, but now I guess I’ll just be a fucking potioneer cause I can’t even get the one guy on whole campus to fuck me even though-”

I had heard enough of her self-deprecating rambling. I leaned down and kissed her, stunning her into silence as I tasted her lips against mine. I slid my arms around her waist, pulling her close as I let my tongue slip into her mouth. Mary welcomed me in as her body pushed into mine, greedy for more of my touch.

She broke the kiss with a gasp suddenly, shoving me away. Her face was furious and flushed. She snarled at me, though her voice was shaky. “I don’t need your pity!”

Though we were starting to make a scene in the quiet library, I knew better than to ask her to quiet down. Instead, I gently took her hands and guided us both to an empty study desk. Mary sat in the chair next to mine, then turned to face me, her expression still flustered and angry. I spoke before she could. “Mary. It’s my first day seeing all of this and I’m a bit overwhelmed. You’re a great guide, but you went way too fast.” I smiled apologetically. “Maybe we could start over? I don’t even know who you are!”

This seemed to deflate her. She slumped back against the chair and shot me a suspicious look. When I stayed silent, she started to speak, keeping her voice down as she glanced around at the other girls who were pretending not to notice us. “I’m Mary Savelli. I’m a fourth year, specializing in Arousal and Initiation. Umm…I’m one of the top students, hence why I was chosen to be Dean Delacroix’s personal assistant.”

She spoke without hubris, the words falling fast from her lips as she looked everywhere but my face. I knew how to get her attention, though. Leaning forward, I grabbed the bottom of her skirt and flipped it up. My eyes widened as I caught sight of her bare, lovely, wet slit. I wondered if she had been this excited during the entire tour, or if my kiss had turned her on so much that she was now soaking through her skirt.

Mary had fallen silent, trembling as her eyes glowed with hope. I cleared my throat softly as I got off the chair and knelt in front of her. “Keep going,” I encouraged. “I want to know more about you. And about Eromage University.”

“Oh! Uhh...well, my father is Edward Savelli. He’s a famous Geomage who helps with a lot of construction in-” Her words suddenly devolved into moans as my lips pressed against the inside of her thigh, right above her knee. I trailed soft, hungry little kisses across her warm legs, switching from one side to the other with little nuzzles and licks. I felt a shiver of delight travel through her body, then mine as well. My cock was beginning to strain against my trousers while my soft, aroused moans danced against her skin. I let my hands trail up her thighs, helping to hold her legs steady.

I could feel her gasp and tense as my mouth traveled closer to her slit, so I paused, my breath dancing over her wet, welcoming snatch. I gazed up at Mary, who stared at me with intense, excited, nervous focus. “You were talking about your parents?” I asked gently.

“H-huh? Oh right. Um. My mom is a well-known Pyromage. She usually helps with big fires, like bonfires, or forges, or FUCK YES!” Her last two words were because I had planted my mouth warmly over her pussy, my tongue sliding forward to lap against her needy wet hole. Her hands buried themselves in my hair, shoving me against her harder as her thighs closed around my face. I didn’t bother trying to push them open again, instead digging my fingers into her soft skin as I growled against her.

I savored the feeling of her soft thighs pressed against my cheeks as I nuzzled deeply into her slit, letting my tongue slurp messily against her. I felt her slit open up, drooling against me, and pushed inside.

Mary went wild, one of her hands moving up to muffle the whimpering moans that leaked out of her mouth. Her other hand clutched against my hair and shoved me even harder against her. I twisted my tongue as I pumped it back and forth inside her, tasting every inch of her pussy that I could reach. She bucked back against me shamelessly, humping my face greedily as I gave her what she needed.

As she regained control over her voice, she let her fingers slide back down her body, clawing over her nipples, then her waist, before sliding down between her legs. She drew back a little, pushing her fingers towards her clit and gently framing it between her index and middle finger. “P-please, sir. Right here, I need it right here!”

I was more than happy to oblige. My tongue slid out of her with a wet slurp, earning a high, needy whine from Mary. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around her clit, my tongue flicking against it, and I felt her respond with twitchy, needy little shudders.

Mary’s reaction was explosive. Her waist smashed against my face as her body arched up off the chair. Her thighs shuddered against my face, tensing and relaxing as her slit drenched my lips and chin. Somehow, she managed to bite back her screams, converting them instead into rough, gasping, choking sounds as she came all over my face.

I wasn’t going to let her go, either. I kept my lips against her, sucking, licking, kissing that precious clit. My lips chased her as she fell back to the chair, her moans changed into soft whimpering as her hands loosened their grip on my hair. I rubbed my palms gently over her thighs, back and forth. I felt her relax as I slowed down my pace, then finally let my lips slide off of her.

Mary was completely limp against the chair now, half-gasping for air as I rose to my feet. My cock was painfully hard and begging for attention but I wasn’t sure she was ready to take me. Her head lolled back against the chair, her mouth half-open and her eyes unfocused.

She must have noticed my hesitance because she suddenly snapped up and grabbed the front of my shirt. She hauled me back down to her, her other hand scrabbling at, then crudely freeing my cock from my pants. As my throbbing length bounced up, her eyes widened, and her hand hovered gently in front of it, afraid to touch.

I slid my hips forward, groaning as I pressed my cock into her fingers. Mary started to stroke and gasped in delight as hot little dribbles of pre jizz fell against her skin. She looked up at my face and smiled at the sight of my pleasure. Her pace quickened as she tugged my cock towards her slit, pushing her hips forward eagerly.

I leaned forward and into her, my hands planted against the armrests on either side of her. Her eyes glittered with amusement. “Did you still want to know more about me?” she teased, leaning in to plant a kiss against my chin.

I nodded, not trusting my voice to stay steady as she teased my tip against her skin. Mary smirked, pushing herself up into me so she could whisper in my ear. “We do stuff like that all the time in the dorms.” My face reddened as I imagined that, girls sneaking into each other’s beds, sweetly squirming against each other as they used their fingers and lips to play with each other. “But I liked you better. Because, after all that, you still have this for me.” She gave my cock an extra hard stroke.

I made a deep, hungry animal sound, one that made Mary shudder and bite her lower lip. I leaned in to kiss her again, groaning as I felt her guide my tip to her pussy. Our hips moved at the same time, and we gasped together as our kiss broke apart.

Mary slid her arms around me with a pleading groan, and I took control. With a harsh growl, I began to slam roughly into her, my toes curling with delight as my hips smashed hers into the chair. I felt her cling to me desperately as the wood creaked under her, each thrust making her body shake.

I brought my hands to her breasts, pressing my palms and fingers against her deliciously cute chest. She arched and pressed her modest tits against my palms, whimpering in delight as I squeezed and kneaded her through her top. The buttons strained as she pushed herself forward, begging for more, and I knew I couldn’t hold back.

I ripped her shirt open, the loud noise drawing a few worried glances from around us. All I cared about right now, though, was Mary’s body on full display. She let out a shameless cry of delight as my rough hands took hold of her chest, gripping and stroking it, digging in hard as I dragged her towards me.

We fucked like animals in that quiet library. I pinned Mary to the chair, her red hair tumbling behind her, and brought my lips down to her neck. I tasted her choked cries of delight as I bit and kissed and nuzzled at her throat while slamming my thick cock into her tight little pussy, each thrust making her legs shudder as they wrapped around my waist.

She was incredible, and I knew I couldn’t last much longer as she clung to me. I could feel the heat building up already, my cock ready to empty my thick load deep inside this lovely free use fourth year. From the way she was thrusting back against me, desperately slamming her waist into mine over and over again, I could tell she was close too.

As we built to our shared peak, I slid my kisses up her neck, over her chin, and to her lips once again. She welcomed me back with a needy little whine, her tongue now brave enough to meet mine. It was too much, the depraved, shameless, shared lust in the middle of the library.

I wasn’t sure who came first, but it didn’t matter. We both made a mess of each other. My thick, hard shaft pulsed inside her, throbbing harder with each thrust until the first thick jizz spurt filled her up. I grunted and slammed my waist into hers, crushing her butt into the seat of the chair as I emptied my thick, hot male essence deep, deep inside her.

Through the pleasure that I felt with each balls-deep cumshot, I could feel her pussy drooling against my waist, her lust emptied all over my thighs. Her adorable chest heaved against mine as she kissed me again and again and again, pulling her lips away only to gasp before pressing them to my mouth.

Finally, things seemed to cool down, our bodies exhausted and oh-so-satisfied. I pulled away from her reluctantly and sat back on my chair. As my cock slid out of her, her well fucked slit trembled and leaked gently onto the seat. Mary’s legs fell back down as she slumped against her chair.

I took a moment to look around. The number of people studying in this part of the library had grown considerably, though the tables closest to us were empty. As my eyes drifted over some of the girls, I could see their faces redden as they pretended to look away or focus on their studies. There were even a few that had their hands below their waists, suspiciously close to the hem of their skirts.

“Eyes back here, Arthur. Your tour’s not done yet.” Mary gently pressed two fingers to my chin and turned my gaze back to her. She flipped her skirt back down over her legs and pulled together her top as best she could, though I had damaged it beyond repair. As I reached down to pull my pants back up, Mary stood, then let out a yelp as she fell forward, her legs still weak.

I quickly sat up and opened my arms, catching her and pulling her to me. My face pressed against the skin of her midriff, and I smiled up at her as I planted a gentle kiss there. Her face reddened once again, and she pushed me away gently as she tried to stand up again. This time, she succeeded.

I stood and took her hand. Mary gratefully squeezed my fingers as she leaned into my shoulder. “You fuck hard. Are all men like that?”

I rolled my eyes and shrugged. “I don’t know. I haven’t slept with another man before.”

This got a giggle out of her. “Mmm. Maybe I’ll find out someday. For now, you’re good enough.”

“Right. Well.” It was my turn to blush as I turned my face away. “Anyways, I barely caught the rest of the tour because you were going so fast. Maybe we should start back at the dorms? We could get you a change of clothing too.”

Mary purred against me. “How thoughtful of you…but I think I like being seen like this. The first student fucked by our very own male Eromage-in-training. I like the sound of that.” She seemed a bit more steady on her feet now, though still more than happy to lean against me for support. “But I’m more than happy to do the tour again. This time, try to keep up.”

With that, she began to drag us out of the library. We had spent enough time there that most classes were over now, and the campus was filled with students enjoying the afternoon sun. This time, though, Mary seemed fearless, and more than ready to introduce me to anyone we came across.

I just wasn’t sure if I was prepared to take on the free use needs of the entire school.


Chapter 3

As it turned out, I didn’t have that much responsibility yet. Not everyone was as openly horny as Mary, and most were happy to just meet me. There were a few that seemed like they’d be interested in having me bend them over and fuck them right there, but after my time with Mary, I didn’t have the energy. Besides, I was still on my tour of the school.

The next day was the last day of the quarter, and my last day before I started my time at Eromage University. I was bursting with both questions and excitement as I traveled to meet Ophelia (or perhaps I should be thinking of her as Dean Delacroix now?) to get my schedule. When I entered Ophelia’s office, she sat at the desk with Mary standing behind her. The dean was as serious as always, but Mary offered me a small smile and wave.

I tried to hide my excitement as I sat down, my green cloak billowing around my shoulders. My schedule sat on the desk and I was eager to get to it, but Ophelia seemed in no rush. She let a few moments of silence pass between us before speaking. “Things have been finalized from our end. The student body and teachers have been notified and everyone knows what to expect. The last variable is you.”

I sat up straighter, my heart pounding with excitement. A small smile seemed to dance around Ophelia’s lips as she continued, her sharp eyes taking in every detail of my eagerness. “You will be subject to a higher level of scrutiny given as the first male Eromage in training. As such, you will be expected not just to pass your classes, but excel in them. Anything less than a high pass may be subject to review and remediation. Any questions?”

This caught me by surprise. I did, of course, expect to study hard and do well, but I would be competing against a class of people who were better equipped and more knowledgeable about Eromagic than me. Still, I had no choice but to handle this challenge. “No. No questions.”

Ophelia nodded and continued. “You will, of course, be provided ample assistance in your education. I will be blunt with you. There are some factions among the students and faculty who do not approve of your presence. You will need to truly prove yourself exceptional in their eyes to earn your place here. This brings me to my next point. Your other duties.”

This, at least, I knew about. I held up a finger and Ophelia paused, a little surprised. “Yes?”

I glanced at Mary and cleared my throat, gesturing for the redhead to come over. Though Mary seemed surprised, she obeyed, walking around the desk to stand beside me. She was once again wearing an elegant dress underneath her purple robe, a sign of her status as Ophelia’s secretary.

Mary didn’t have any idea what I was doing, but Ophelia did. The Dean was smiling warmly, her hands together on her desk as she waited. As soon as Mary was close enough, I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her towards me. I saw the shocked look on her face and watched her glance over her shoulder at Ophelia.

I didn’t waste any time as I quickly shoved down my pants and underwear. By the time Mary had caught on, I had already pulled her into my lap. At the same time, I shoved up her dress to reveal her naked pussy. “Are you always like this, you dirty girl, or do you just forget your underwear when you know you’re gonna see me?’ 

I moved my gaze to her face with a smile and grabbed the front of her dress to drag her towards me. She looked away, unable to hide her smile as her cheeks reddened. “Why don’t you find out?” she whispered back. “...are you sure you want to do it here? Right here?”

I grabbed the back of her dress, hauling it up so I could grab her ass, squeezing and kneading and toying with her as she whimpered. I felt her head rest on my shoulder as her hips lowered themselves against me, dragging her already-wet pussy over my cock. My voice tickled her ear as I spoke. “Right here, right now. You’ll have to do most of the work though. I’m busy talking to the Dean.”

This time, her blush traveled all the way to the tips of her ears, and I couldn’t resist giving that reddened, heated skin a playful little kiss. My cock was tensing harder against her, pressing up into her pussy, and she had pulled back a little to stare at it in amazement as it rubbed hotly against her skin. “Yes sir,” she mumbled, reaching down to guide me into her.

I looked back again at Ophelia, who was waiting patiently for my attention. Her small smile had grown just a little, her eyes glittering with interest. As Mary reached down to grab my cock and guide it to her entrance, I cleared my throat. “Please continue, Dean Delacroix.”

Ophelia nodded. “As I was saying, you have other responsibilities as well. Every single person in Eromage University will be free for you to fuck at any time. However, this is as much an obligation as it is a blessing. We will be evaluating your performance each week, and that, too, will determine whether or not you remain enrolled with us.”

It was hard to focus on Ophelia’s words as Mary’s warm, petite body pressed into me, her cute chest grinding against mine. Her playful stroking had gotten me fully hard, and now she was teasing me, letting her wet pussy drool over my tip. She didn’t seem to care that her boss and idol could see the way her hips moved as she slid herself back and forth over my cock, her ass tensing and wiggling playfully against my fingers. My fingers tightened on her waist and I pressed her entrance to my tip, then started to slide her down on me. With a soft gasp, Mary obeyed.

As I started to thrust my hips up into her needy pussy, I managed to voice the question I had for Ophelia. “How will you be judging me?” Mary was starting to get lost in her pleasure now, her hot, wet slit crashing into my waist as she rode me. Her lips started to play against my neck and chin, nuzzling into my skin. While I would have loved to share a kiss with her, I still had things to talk about. I lifted the hand not wrapped around her waist, then brought it down on her bouncing butt with a firm spank.

She yelped and arched against me, her hard nipples pressing into my chest through two layers of clothing. Remembering where she was, Mary let out a soft whine and buried her face against my shoulder, soft gasps leaving her lips as she continued to ride. Her talented hips slid almost all the way up, letting Ophelia get a nice eyeful of my soaked cock, before slamming back down with a luscious, wet sound, her warm waist pressed to mine. She was using me just like I was using her, both of us slaves to desperate pleasure.

I had almost forgotten my question by the time Ophelia answered. I was thankful that she spoke slowly and simply, her eyes glittering with amusement. “I cannot tell you the specifics. I can only say that we will be keeping track of who you fuck and when. The decision will be made not only on how many women you use, but how well you do it.”

I would have to think about that later. Right now, Mary was completely lost in lust on top of me, slamming her waist down with shameless abandon and sending jolts of hot pleasure down my cock and into my core. I could hear her soft whimpers as she lost herself in lust, mumbling against my shoulder. “Please, sir. Harder, sir. More…”

I couldn’t move much while sitting in the chair with her on top of me, but I had ways to go harder. I clawed my fingers up her dress, brushing over her sensitive nipples, and she drew back away with a sudden, surprised gasp. As she drew back, I slid my fingers around her neck, collaring her with my hand.

Mary’s mouth fell open as one hand came up to wrap gently around my wrist. I squeezed her soft throat and could see her mouth “yes” before her eyes rolled back. “Oh fuck!” I gasped as her body went into overdrive, her hips ramming into me with masochistic desperation. My hand on her hip was no longer able to hold her as she fucked herself down on my cock, and she slid her other hand between her legs to rub furiously at her clit. All I could do was spank her bouncing ass as my hips came up to meet hers, each balls-deep stroke bringing me closer and closer to my finish.

Before I was able to cum, however, Mary had the most mind-blowing finish that I had ever seen. “Yes! Ruin me!” she screamed. As her orgasm wracked her body and made her dance, she tried to keep riding me, shoving her waist down against mine. She could only hold on for so long, however, before her frenzied thrusts slid her pussy off of me, tensing and twitching and squirting as her hips fucked the air. She desperately tried to mount me again, making helpless little choking noises as her slit pathetically smacked against the bottom of my cock.

It was all I could do to stop her from falling off the chair as her shuddering body slowly recovered. My shaft remained stiff between us, still on the edge of orgasm as her pussy drooled over it. I let go of her hip and throat, instead wrapping my arms around her body and pulling her against me as she recovered.

I ran my hands up and down her back as I felt her relax into me. I let my eyes wander back to Ophelia. She was still smiling, and I relaxed a little, then tensed when she spoke again. “Do you have any other questions, Arthur?” I shook my head, and Ophelia continued. “Well, that concludes my part of your orientation. Mary here will tell you more about your classes.”

On hearing her name, Mary pulled her head off of my shoulder, her face a mess. “Hm? Oh. Oh yes! Of course, ma’am.” She planted a quick, wet kiss on my lips before scrambling off of me. As she stood, she had to grab the edge of Ophelia’s desk for support. Mary didn’t bother fixing her dress as she carefully made her way back to the Dean’s side.

She leaned forward on the table and tapped one of the papers that showed my name above a list of lectures. “Your schedule I’ve chosen the classes for you from the most popular-”

“Would you like to sit down?” Ophelia interrupted her, those sharp blue eyes catching sight of Mary’s trembling legs.

The younger woman started and paused. “I, uhhh…” Her eyes danced between me and Ophelia, and she shifted nervously from side to side.

I had an idea. “How about I come over to the other side of the desk? It’ll be easier for both of us to go over my schedule from there.” I kicked off my pants, stood up, and walked over. Once again, Mary watched on in confusion, but Ophelia smiled in knowing anticipation.

I stopped on the other side of the Dean’s chair from where Mary was standing. “So, what classes am I taking? And which are the most important?” As I spoke, I reached out and grabbed a handful of Ophelia’s dark hair, guiding her out of her chair and to her knees. Today, she was in traveling clothes, a flattering vest and shirt on top, with a pair of form-fitting trousers below. No matter what she wore, though, she always carried herself with stunning dignity.

Which made it all the hotter that she was now on her knees, rubbing her cheek against my cock. I pretended to ignore her as I glanced over at my schedule in front of Mary. She was staring at the way my cock smeared her mess over Ophelia’s face, and the delight in the eyes of the older woman as she slowly began to plant wet, hungry kisses over the tip of my shaft.

I reached out and gently tapped Mary’s shoulder, and she quickly pulled her attention back up to me. “Oh! Oh right, yes, um, your classes. Well, let’s see here…”

As Mary started to list off the classes I would be attending, I tightened my hand in Ophelia’s hair and felt her lips move more eagerly against me. She pressed her nose into the bottom of my cock, making soft, snuffling noises as her tongue slid out to paint my balls with her warm spit. I dragged her head up towards my tip, but she resisted playfully, keeping her mouth down below before finally relenting. Slowly, she trailed her mouth back up, flicking her tongue right below the tip of my cock and making me gasp before she lowered her mouth on me.

I realized that Mary had stopped talking, so I glanced back up at her. She smiled knowingly, her eyes glittering with amusement. “Any questions?” Mary turned to face me, lifting her dress playfully to let me her pussy again, still wet and dripping with lust.

“No,” I managed to respond, right as Ophelia’s mouth slipped over my tip. She was merciless, focusing on my sensitive, sticky cock head, imprisoning it between her hot wet lips and letting her tongue lash back and forth over the opening. I gripped her hair tightly while my other hand held onto the edge of the table, nails digging against the wood.

I was close, so very close, but Ophelia was holding back that last little push I needed to cum. Her hand gripped the base of my cock tight, stopping me from thrusting, and I didn’t have the strength to pull her down as shudders of delight ran through me. My tip was no doubt gleaming with Ophelia’s spit now, but the rest of my cock was still covered in Mary’s sticky mess.

Suddenly, Mary’s face was close to mine, her body leaning over her boss’s, her hands pressed against the back of Ophelia’s dark hair. “Need a little help?” she asked softly as she helped rock Ophelia’s lips back and forth over me. The older woman had slowed down, her tongue moving in lazy circles around my cock head as her blue eyes glanced up at the two of us, waiting to see what we would do.

“Please…” I whispered softly. Mary nodded and leaned forward to press a warm kiss to my lips, sending ecstasy pulsing through me. Fuck, I was so close, I just wanted to blow my load somewhere, anywhere…

Even so, I was stunned at how rough Mary could be. With a soft-spoken spell and a quick hand gesture, she bound Ophelia’s arms behind her, forcing the woman to arch forward and press her tits against me.

Then, she reached down and buried her hand in Ophelia’s hair. With both of us controlling her, the Dean could no longer resist my desire to shove my cock down her throat. She yielded as Mary pushed and I pulled, letting us push her helpless mouth down onto me with a sloppy wet sound.              

I showed her no mercy as I started to pound my waist against her face, smearing her cheeks and lips with the mess that Mary had left on me when she came. I let go of Ophelia’s hair and reached up to grab at Mary’s body, gripping her shoulder and breast and making her squeal as she leaned forward. We shared a deep, wet, messy kiss as I fucked her boss's face, my balls smacking against her chin again and again as a thick, sticky foam started to trickle down her face and onto her shirt.

That rich, sloppy throatfuck was exactly what I needed to finish. I could feel the heat building up inside me, my cock throbbing harder as it rammed down that hot, tight throat. Each balls-deep thrust slammed the back of Ophelia’s head into Mary’s pussy, and I could feel the redhead’s tongue push harder into my mouth as she moaned in delight.

My screams of pleasure were lost in Mary’s mouth as I came down Ophelia’s throat. Through the sound of our messy, desperate kiss, I could hear the rich, lusty gagging sound of Ophelia struggling to take the first hot jizz-spurt. I didn’t stop, though, simply dragging my waist back and smashing it into her face again, another thick cumshot spraying into her belly.

I was no longer in control of my body. My hips moved on instinct as my eyes rolled back in pleasure. Mary was enjoying herself as well, a look of pure delight on her face as she broke the kiss to stare at me. Her hands had slipped out of Ophelia’s hair and now slid against my chest, helping support me as I collapsed forward in pleasure.

Ophelia’s lips dragged off of me with a gasp. She broke the binding spell with ease, then grabbed the base of my cock to stroke the rest of my load over her. Even after emptying most of my jizz inside her, there was still enough to make a mess of her face and top. She let go as my cock started to soften in her fingers.

When she began to slide out from between us, Mary and I parted to give her some space. We were both breathing hard, but Ophelia was unfazed. She grabbed a handkerchief that had been resting on her desk and started to dab at the mess on her face. As she rearranged her clothes, she spoke, her voice as calm and collected as always. “I have a carriage to catch now. You may use my office if you want, Mary, but make sure you lock the door when you leave, as I will not be back for a few days. Any last questions?”

I shook my head as I leaned on the desk, my legs still shaking a little. Mary had recovered a bit more, her hip resting against the side of Ophelia’s chair as she spoke. “No ma’am. Thank you.”

Ophelia gave us a dismissive wave as she strode off, leaving me and Mary alone in her office. Our eyes met, and suddenly, we both started laughing. Mary collapsed into Ophelia’s chair while I simply tumbled to the floor, overcome with mirth. We tried our best to hide the noise of our laughter, but I had no doubt that Ophelia could hear us from down the hallway.

It was part relief, part amusement. Imagine, turning the stern Dean of Seductive Arts into an oral fucktoy, and coming out alive to tell the tale! And the way she had walked away, so prim and proper, though she hadn’t managed to clean the cumstains off her top. “I hope…I hope she packed extra clothes!” I managed to force out through my giggling.

“She can use an illusion to hide the sight…but not the smell!” Mary responded, and we both collapsed into fits of laughter yet again. Finally, we both recovered from the temporary insanity that had overcome us. Mary slowly stood from the chair, then offered me her hand. “Come on. Now that we’re done with all that, we still have to actually go over your classes and stuff.”

I took her hand gratefully and stood. I glanced down at my bare lower half, then cleared my throat. “Er. Mind if I get my pants on first? And maybe we could do this back at the dorms? Or even my room? It’s weird, I don’t want to risk messing up anything in Ophelia’s office.”

Mary gave me a humorous, skeptical look. “After all that?”

Again, we guffawed, clinging to each other for support. After another few minutes, we’d recovered enough to pull apart. Mary nodded. “We can head back. I need to clean up and get ready to hold office hours in the afternoon. The Alchemy of Lust.” She wrinkled her nose. “I hate it, but I’m good at it.”

I nodded as I walked around the table and began to pull on my pants. “Sounds good.” A thought suddenly came to me. “Once classes start, will I be seeing much more of you?”

Mary smiled brightly at me as she smoothed down her dress. “Aww. Are you going to miss me?” She leaned in close and kissed me on the cheek. “We don’t have any classes together, and I’m not a tutor this quarter either. But don’t worry. I’ll be around to help you out,” she promised.

I nodded in relief. I was excited and nervous to finally start classes tomorrow. The world of magic would finally be open to me, even if it came with some very interesting responsibilities. Still, I felt confident and ready to take on the world. It was time to get started on my journey at Eromage Academy.

After all, I had a lot to learn.




Make your fantasies come true by signing up for my mailing list and get a full length story absolutely free!

fantasyeroticabooks.com

or

Click here!


Books By This Author

Class: Nudist - An Erotic Nudist FreeUse Fantasy: Raven

Naked FreeUse Heroes: Exhibitionists for Everyone: Slutty Elf Dahlia Broken In by the Whole Town

Naked FreeUse Heroes: Exhibitionists for Everyone: Lady Evelyn Loves Being Defiled

cover.jpeg
FIiEEUSE SCHOOL
ORIENTATION

Belle Desnuda





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




