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Chapter 1

I was having trouble with my first semester at Eromage University. The privilege to fuck anyone anywhere on campus was nice, but I still needed to pass my classes. Being the first man to learn Eromagic was not easy. The classes were taught by women for women, and I had to learn to adapt to different perspectives.

The Mechanics of Lust, in particular, was giving me trouble. It taught how arousal was initiated and maintained, but since it focused on men’s arousal from the viewpoint of women, it was disorienting.

I was hoping I could ask the professor for help, but when I approached her after class, she shot me a scathing look before walking off. I had been warned that some of the faculty didn’t want me here, but this was my first time coming across one of them.

And so, at the end of my first week, I was beside myself with worry. My other classes were going fine, but Mechanics of Lust had a quiz scheduled for next week that I wasn’t sure I could pass. Though I planned to use my weekends for the free use requirements I had been assigned, now I needed to study hard.

I sighed as I leaned back in my chair and watched the lecture hall begin to empty. My notes sat in front of me, completely incomprehensible. How could I expect to do well if I couldn’t even pass an introductory class? I sighed and leaned forward, burying my face in my hands.             

A soft voice came from nearby, her tone colored by dry humor. “You too, huh?”

I raised my head and met the gaze of another first-year, her rumpled green cloak the same color as mine. She smiled sardonically as she rested her hip on the edge of my desk. The white dress she wore under her robe was far more simple than what I had seen many of the other students wear. As I stared, wondering what to say, she introduced herself. “I’m Claire. Claire Pomeroy.”

I finally found my voice. “And I’m-”

“I know who you are, Arthur. I think everyone in the school knows who you are.” Her smile broadened as she reached down and squeezed my shoulder. “More importantly, though, I know what you need.”

“Oh yeah? What’s that?” I was immediately on guard, not sure what to make of her boldness.

“Yeah,” she confirmed. “You need help studying. Fortunately for you, I do too.”

◆◆◆

Since I had taken over the abandoned groundskeeper’s cottage, I hadn’t seen much of the dorms. From the orientation tour,  I knew the rooms were quite luxurious, fit for those who had the money to attend Eromage University.

I was surprised, then, when Claire’s place turned out to be tiny, hidden in the back of the first floor. Her bathroom had a sink, but no shower or bath, which meant she had to use the campus bathhouse. Her bedroom was barely large enough for her bed and a desk, and the single window stared out into a dreary alley between buildings.

As I took this all in, Claire removed her cloak and tossed it onto a pile of clothes next to a chest at the foot of her bed. Then, she stripped off her dress in one smooth move. As I stared in amazement, she hopped onto her bed and met my eyes, grinning playfully as she spread her legs to flash me her pussy.

She was adorable, her average-sized breasts complimenting her petite body. I was speechless, and Claire spoke to fill the silence. “I like to be comfortable. And anyways, it’ll help with studying. You too, Arthur. Don’t make this awkward.”

What choice did I have? Her eyes trailed over my body as I hung my cloak over the back of the chair, then took off and folded my clothes before placing them on a corner of her messy bed. I pretended not to see that her eyes were drawn to my cock as I straightened up and raised my eyebrows at her. “So. Shall we study?” Claire nodded in response, a mischievous glint in her eyes

What followed was an intense cram session. We reviewed our notes and talked about what we didn’t know. She helped me learn about women's arousal, and I told her how I got turned on. A few hours later, we had made incredible progress and were quizzing each other for review.

I sat on her chair and faced the bed, answering practice questions from Claire. She faced away from me, her notes spread out in front of her. “Which comes first, physical or mental arousal?”

“Physical,” I responded immediately. “And the mind interprets what the body feels to cause lust.”

She nodded and turned a page. “Why can people enjoy both rough and gentle sex, even at the same time?”

“Arousal is maintained by the context, not necessarily the behavior.” Now that I was more relaxed, I could appreciate the view in front of me. Claire had a cute butt, and I watched her wiggle it back and forth. I didn’t have to look close to see her warm, wet, needy pussy pressed against her bed.

She added to my answer. “And so, as long as the mood is properly maintained, changes in behavior may not detract from desire, and may even add to it. Name a way in which initiation of arousal in men and women is different.”

I couldn’t help myself as I stood up and moved to the bed. Claire must have felt me get on the bed behind her, but she didn’t look back. Instead, she shifted, spreading her legs a little wider as she turned to another note. I heard a gasp as I grabbed her waist and dragged her back, then pressed the tip of my shaft against her entrance. Leaning forward, I whispered into her ear. “Maybe we should get some practical experience?”

She raised her hips as I pushed into her, and our moans of pleasure mingled together in her small, cramped room. I watched as she shuddered with arousal, pushing her tight slit down on me even as her lower lips stretched around my shaft. I stopped her with a light spank, and she whimpered before speaking. Her voice was unsteady, but as playful as always. “If you think it’ll help. But you better get the question right.”

My warm, bare chest pressed against her back as I leaned down to kiss the side of her neck, drawing out another moan. “Hmm…” I pretended to think as I began to push forward again, feeling her ease back onto me. Her arousal coated my cock, and I heard her grunt in frustration as she tried to fit me inside her. I rested my hand on her butt once again, stroking and squeezing and groping as she swayed her hips against me. My other fingers trailed up her waist, her sides, then across her breasts, feeling her hard nipples press against my palm. 

I could hear her sigh of delight as she relaxed, and suddenly, my cock slid deeper into her. She gasped and tensed again, squeezing down hard as she whimpered. I could feel the tension in her body as my waist pressed against her butt, and I nuzzled the back of her neck as I squeezed her hip and waist.

“You can relax. I’m not trying to hurt you,” I whispered as I let my waist grind against her butt, my cock slowly moving in and out of her.

She turned her head back, shooting me a playfully scathing look.”Not worried about you hurting me.” Still, her body loosened up again, making it easier for me to thrust. “More worried about failing the quiz next week. Now, answer the question.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I started to move my waist, my cock sliding in and out of her pussy as her ass rippled with each thrust. “Umm…” It was hard to think with her warm, soft body against me, and the only thing I could focus on was the delightful pleasure of her pussy squeezing down on my cock.

She was starting to push back against me more, her hands gripping the sheets. Her voice was strained but she still managed to speak. “Men…tend to initiate easier…but may find it harder to maintain…women are more difficult to initiate, but maintain more easily.”

“Thanks,” I whispered into her ear, before nibbling against her earlobe. She gasped, and I could feel her nipple harden against my palm. “Next question?”

“Fuck…nngh…you little…” Her voice combined with the wet sound of my cock sliding into her slit. We were both moving faster now as we let our needy pleasure take over. I watched as she shuffled through her notes with trembling hands, accidentally knocking a few papers off the bed. My waist slapped roughly against her ass, drawing out soft moans as she pressed her body back against mine.

“Erogenous zones. What are they?” Claire could barely speak as her body rocked back and forth from the thrusts.

I closed my thumb and index finger around her nipple, squeezing and rolling it between my fingers. My other hand slid across her waist, rubbing gently at the top of her pussy. As our hips danced against each other, I pressed my lips to the back of her neck and whispered warmly. “Places on the body dedicated to the maintenance of lust. There are many common ones…but some more specific to the person.” My breath came hot and fast against her skin.

It seemed like Claire could no longer hold back. “Pull my hair,” Claire begged, panting like an animal as she shoved her hips against mine. “Pull my fucking hair.”

I slid my hand out from under her, earning a whimper as she humped her clit against the air. My fingers slid up and into her hair, gripping tightly, and I dragged her head back.

Her scream of delight echoed through the small room as her body shuddered against me. Leaning over her, I could see her eyes cross with pleasure, her mouth open. I brought my face down and pressed my lips to hers, upside down, and felt her weakly whimper into my mouth as our tongues danced together.

She came hard on my cock, making a mess of her bed as she surrendered to her orgasm. I tasted her screams of delight as she squirmed against me, helpless and needy. I was close, so close, but before I could finish inside her, it was over, her naked body going limp, her hips collapsing back to the bed. I loosened my grip on her hair as my cock slid out of her, bouncing free and twitching above her butt.

Her notes were a mess under her face, and I gave her one last kiss on the shoulder before rolling off of her and onto my back. Even though I hadn’t cum, I felt pleasantly satisfied, and reached over to stroke her waist affectionately. With a soft grunt, she wiggled her hips against me.

Her voice drifted up from where she lay face down. “Fuck. Didn’t know it could be that good. Won’t lie, bit nervous, but you’re good at this. A pity you can’t go more than once. I would have loved to-” She rolled onto her back, and her words stopped as she caught sight of my erection. “Wait. Wait wait wait. You didn’t cum?” She reached down and slid a finger inside herself, as if my still-erect shaft wasn’t proof enough.

“No.” I couldn’t hide my grin at the vexed look on her face. “I was too busy thinking about the quiz next week.”

She let out an exasperated yell as she pounced on my legs, her arms curling around my waist as she pinned my thighs to the bed with her chest. “I guess there is something to be said about practical experience, eh? It was hard for me to think about it what with you fucking me like a brute. Hope you don’t mind if I get some firsthand knowledge of my own.”

“Be my guest.” I teased. Since she was new to this, I didn’t expect much.

I was not ready for Claire’s intense eagerness. She opened her mouth wide and slammed her throat down on me so hard that I heard her choke. Her hand clumsily pumped the base of my cock, milking a mixture of my prejizz mixed with her own lust into the back of her throat. Her blue eyes were intense and challenging as she pushed herself harder.

And fuck, it felt good. I slid one hand into her hair, the other nearly ripping the sheets at my side as I felt the hot pleasure pulse through me. My hips were moving on their own, trying to fuck her throat deeper, even though I wasn’t sure she could take it. Needy little grunts escaped my lips as I felt my cock threaten to explode inside her mouth.

Before I could, she pulled off, choking, spitting, her eyes watering as she grabbed a handful of blanket and scrubbed her face and lips. I sat up and touched her shoulder with a frown. Claire leaned into my hand gratefully, panting as her fingers loosened from the base of my cock. “Am…I…good?” she managed to ask between coughs.

I leaned in to kiss the corner of Claire’s mouth, and she responded by pressing her lips against mine. We shared a greedy, messy kiss before I tugged away. “You’re doing great,” I reassured her, stroking her shoulder. “You don’t have to push yourself that hard, though.”

“You still…haven’t cum…yet,” she pointed out, giving my cock a playful little flick as she glared at me.

I laughed softly and leaned in for another kiss, which she accepted gratefully. “Competitive, aren’t you?” I let my hands roam over her body, savoring the way she pushed warmly against my fingers. “I’m almost there, darling. A little more of that, and I’ll cum anywhere you want.”

Her eyes glittered as she tugged away and lowered herself to my cock again. “I want you to make a mess on me,” she growled as she got on all fours, her face at my shaft. She slapped it against her cheek and bit her lower lip. “Can’t believe this thing was inside me.”

With that, Claire started sucking me off again. She was gentler to herself this time, though just as clumsy. Her hands were endearingly inexperienced, and she couldn’t seem to decide what she wanted to do with her tongue. Sometimes, she flicked it over the tip, making me gasp. Other times, she pulled off and pressed her lips against the base, making wet, sloppy, needy noises as she painted my balls with her spit. It was as if she wanted a taste of everything, and couldn’t decide what she liked the most.

And it was enough for me. Her eagerness was adorable, and I couldn’t help but think that I’d finally made my first first-year friend at Eromage University. I ran my fingers through her blonde hair, groaning softly as I warned her. “Almost there…fuck, I’m gonna cum, Claire!”

She pulled her face up and stared into my eyes triumphantly as her hands finished me off. The first thick cumshot caught her by surprise, splattering across her chin as she let out a gasp. Claire quickly turned her attention back down to my cock, milking me hard as she aimed my tip everywhere and anywhere. Her face was soon covered with streaks of hot, sticky white, and she guided my cock downwards to coat her tits. I had a lot for her, but I began to run out by the time she was dragging my tip towards her waist.

Thankfully, she knew to let go as she sat up, surveying the mess that now coated her body. “Fuck yes,” she whispered to herself, dragging her fingers across the jizz on her chest. “Wow. This is…better than I thought.” As she tasted a fingerful of my seed, she slid her other hand between her thighs, shuddering as she started to rub herself again.

I leaned in with a smile and planted a soft kiss against her messy cheek, watching it redden under the sheen of my cum. “If you can keep going, I can still help. I might not be able to fuck you, but I can use my tongue.”

She pulled away a little, her hands raising up in the air. “Not yet. Not right now,” Claire decided, rubbing her thighs together. “I’m…this is so much already. Any more and I might…” She made a fluttering motion with her fingers.

I laughed and sat back as I nodded. “That’s fair.” I let my attention trail back to the notes, which were now a mess scattered across the bed. “...should we get back to studying?”

Claire shook her head furiously as she started to gather her papers together. “I think we’ve done enough today.” She pushed me off the bed, and I sat back in the chair to watch her fix the mess we had made.

“We should get cleaned up, though. Together, maybe?” Claire tried not to meet my eyes as she rubbed at the wet spot she had made on her sheets.

I smiled and reached out to spank her ass, earning a cry of surprise as she turned to face me and pouted. “That sounds good. Should we get dressed and go to the bathhouse now? Before it gets too late, and everyone else starts coming around?”

Claire’s eyes lit up as she nodded. “Yeah. I’ve got a private room there, actually, so we can just…it can just be us two. For now.” She turned away again, this time to gather her clothes up and hand me mine.

As we got dressed together, I decided to ask. “Maybe we could study again sometime?” Even though I was still nervous about the quiz ahead, I was a lot more comfortable with the material after my time with Claire.

Her face glowed with eagerness as she met my eyes. “Yeah, for sure. Let’s do it again soon. Maybe even tomorrow? We don’t have much time before the quiz, after all.”

I nodded and took a step towards her. This time, she leaned in to kiss me too, and we savored a long, luscious kiss before I finally pulled away to speak. “Absolutely. We’re gonna pass this thing.”


Chapter 2

Over the next few days, I spent a lot of time studying with Claire. During breaks, we fucked and learned more about each other. I told her about my journey to studying Eromagic and learned about her as well.

Her family lorded over a small patch of farmland at the foot of a mountain range. Recent harvests had not been good, and because of that, she could only afford to pay for a small, cramped room on top of tuition. After her four years at Eromage University, she planned to become a well-paid court Eromage, in charge of royal orgies and harems. Claire didn’t care much for prestige or magic, she just wanted a comfortable, stable job.

She was also a lot smarter than me, and probably most of the class. By our third study session, it felt like she was tutoring rather than studying with me. I wasn’t going to complain, though. I enjoyed spending time with her, and when the quiz finally came around, I felt as well-prepared as I could be.

The quizzes came back with the parchment folded over to hide the grades. As much as I wanted to check mine, Claire and I had promised to open them together later that day. Still, the professor’s expression as she gave me back my paper did not inspire confidence.

It was a long day of classes before it was finally time. We had chosen to meet at a tavern off campus, a modest, homey place called the Drunken Duck, perfect for our budgets.

As I turned the corner near the squat stone building, I caught sight of Claire chatting with two other girls. Though her back was turned to me, I could tell she was agitated, her hands making small, jerky gestures as she leaned toward them. I frowned. She was not someone who was easily flustered.

When I approached, one of the other girls peeked over at me. I took note of her first year’s green robe, which matched her bright green eyes and curly brown hair. She elbowed her friend, also a first year, whose pale face and straight black locks made her look almost ethereal. Claire followed their gaze and turned to see me, and I watched as relief washed over her face.

I didn’t bother to hide my concern as I stood next to my friend and tutor. “What’s going on?”

Claire shook her head furiously. “Nothing. Nothing much anyways. These two are, uh…”

“We were just leaving.” The raven-haired girl spoke first, her words sharp and slightly accented as she offered me a tight smile. I could feel her judge me silently as she took her friend’s hand. The other girl didn’t speak, though I could feel her gaze on me as she waved and walked away.

I looked at Claire in confusion. She was still a bit nervous as her eyes followed them, and I reached out to take her hand and squeeze it. She immediately turned her gaze back to me, then took a deep breath and forced herself to relax. I frowned. “What was that?’

“Nothing,” she replied as she squeezed my fingers and tugged me towards the entrance of the Drunken Duck. Judging by her tone of voice, I wouldn’t be able to get any more out of her today. “Nothing,” she repeated as we entered the warmth of the tavern.

Finally, as we were seated and waiting for food with drinks in hand, it was time to check our grades. My vision darkened as I opened the paper to reveal…

“Not bad!” The tension flowed out of me and I slumped back into my chair. It wasn’t the high pass I needed, but it was incredibly close, and far better than I had expected.

I looked across the small table at Claire and frowned. Her expression was tight and unreadable, and I put my paper down so she could see it. “Claire, are you okay? What’s-”

She looked up at me cautiously, then slowly smiled as she turned her paper around. A perfect score.

“I knew it!” I reached across the table and grabbed her shoulders, shaking her in celebration.

Our happy laughter filled the room, drawing attention, but neither of us cared who saw us. We finally calmed down as our food arrived. I dug in, but halfway through my pork chop before I realized Claire was barely picking at her meat pie. Setting my utensils down, I spoke. “Something wrong, Claire? Thought you’d be happy with a grade like that.”

Her smile seemed forced as she looked up at me in surprise. “Oh yeah. I am happy. Like, really happy.” I kept my gaze on her and waited, and finally, she spoke again. Her words spilled out quickly. “We’re still going to study together, right? Even though our scores are so different…I’ll keep helping you, I promise. Honestly, this was probably a fluke, I’m not this smart, I-”

I reached over and rested my hand over hers as I interrupted. “Claire. I think I would have failed if not for you. There’s no one I’d rather have as my tutor…as long as you can put up with all the mischief we get up to.”

“Hmph.” She turned her head to the side, but couldn’t hide her blush. I saw her relax, but she still had something to say. “And…and you wouldn’t abandon me, right?” It wasn’t an accusation. Her voice had shrunk, so quiet that I had to strain my ears to hear it.

I wasn’t sure what had happened. Claire was usually so bold and confident. It was endearing to see her like this, but I was a little worried. Luckily, I knew exactly how to cheer her up.

I let go of her hand and stood. Her gaze followed me with alarm, which turned to suspicion as I walked around the table to her side. I reached over and grabbed her hips, then lifted her up so I could take her seat and lower her into my lap.

Her eyes widened as she realized what I was doing. “R-right here?” Claire looked around the tavern in alarm.

Though most of the patrons were Eromage students and faculty, there were a few men scattered about, mostly those who worked to support the school’s needs. In particular, the tavern owner was a big, jolly, bald man, more than capable of throwing out any guy who got too handsy. Thankfully, he knew who I was.

I was nervous about being watched, but this was part of my free use privilege, and I planned to take full advantage of it. I spoke with confidence as I slid my hands to her chest, groping her tits over her dress. “Keep eating. I’m just here to help you relax.”

She shot me a doubtful glance before leaning forward towards her food. With a grin, I suddenly dragged her dress down over her breasts. Claire pulled back with a sudden gasp, trying to cover herself with her arms.

She glanced back at me in red-faced shock, and I watched pleasure mix into her expression as I tugged at her nipples. “Keep going,” I commanded softly, and she turned to face forward again, though she didn’t bother going for another bite.

I was aware that we were becoming the center of attention, but I kept my focus on Claire. I could feel the heat from below as she started to grind her pussy against the bulge of my cock, and I listened to her whimper as I continued to toy with her breasts.

She was still tense against me, so I leaned in and gently kissed the back of her neck. “Stand. Lift your dress.” I whispered my commands against her skin and felt her body stiffen.

“R-really?”

“Yes.” I slid my hands down her body and to her waist, stroking gently. “I want you right here, right now.”

I noticed her legs trembling as she stood up and obeyed, lifting her dress to reveal her pussy. I took off my pants, and my cock bounced up, already hard. As soon as she felt it against her thigh, she hurriedly pressed herself back down into my lap, my shaft dragging hotly against her inner thigh.

I could feel the tension in her body as she pressed her slit against me, slowly grinding it back and forth. As we moved together, Claire kept looking from side to side, obviously worried about being watched.

I reached around her side and grabbed an unused cloth napkin from off the table. Before Claire could respond, I slipped it over her eyes, unfolding it and bringing the ends behind her head. Her hands came up to stroke it gently before she realized what I was doing. “Wait, really? Are you sure?” Even as her voice trembled with anxiety, she slid her hands down her body, running over her breasts before moving between her thighs.

“Do you trust me?” I whispered gently into her ear. “Are you sure?”

She paused for a moment, chewing her lower lip. I finished tying the first knot in her makeshift blindfold and waited for her response. Finally, she collapsed back against me with a soft sigh, her body relaxing. “Yes. But…but if I say ‘grade’, you’ll stop, right?”

“Of course,” I promised gently. I could feel her body loosen up a little more, but I could tell she was still worried about being seen by those around her. During our time together, she had gotten better at relaxing so she could take my cock more easily when we fucked, which made it easier to simply claim her when I wanted.

Now, though, she was impossibly tight once again as she started to raise her waist up to mount me. Even with her eyes covered, her fingers expertly guided me to her entrance, and her arousal trickled over my tip as she prepared to push down.

With how tense she was, this promised pain for both of us. I eased one hand under her butt, to hold her up, while my other slid into her hair. “Huh?” Claire turned her head back towards me, her eyebrows knitting in confusion.

I leaned over her shoulder and pressed my lips against hers. Thanks to the blindfold, the kiss caught her completely by surprise, and I savored the little sounds she made into my mouth. Her lips chased mine when I started to tug away, and she whimpered softly when her tongue finally slid out of my lips. “That’s not fair!”

I grinned and kept toying with her. Her hands relaxed at her sides as she held herself above my cock, ready to push down against me. Claire’s body was completely defenseless as my hands suddenly roamed over her. I squeezed her breasts and ran my fingers against her clit, pulling her back to my warm chest. She squealed in delight before arching and squirming against me, her slit leaking all over my cock.

I pushed up into her slowly and felt her yield and start to thrust back against me. With the blindfold on, she was more unrestrained, bouncing her butt against my waist eagerly. Each time my hands brushed over her body, I watched her quiver in delight, her pussy squeezing down over me as she moaned.

“Oh fuck yes, please, more…” Her breath came in soft, needy gasps as she rode me harder, putting on a show for everyone as her tits swayed. I threw back my head and groaned with pleasure, and the sound made her ride me harder. “Give it to me,” she snarled, leaning away from me and placing her hands on the table for leverage. “I want you to fuck me hard.”

Even with a request like that, she didn’t expect a sudden, hard spank on her ass. Her head came up and she gasped, mouth falling open. “W-wait, I’m not ready-”

Another spank, then another, my hands smacking against her butt and making her body bounce. She leaned forward and let out a low, animal groan as her hips moved faster. Claire pulled one hand off the table, dragging it down her body and starting to rub her clit.

With the blindfold on, she no longer cared about who saw her. From behind, I could only imagine the way her breasts bounced as her face took on that familiar, pleasured expression, her mouth open in a dumb, happy smile.

As we showed off our lust for the tavern to see, I continued to smack her ass, my handprints appearing on her pale butt. Each spank drew another whimpering moan from her mouth, and I could sense that she was close to cumming.

I was almost there too, my abs tensing each time her waist smashed down on me, my cock twitching inside with barely suppressed delight. Her eagerness was such a turn-on, and today, she was fucking me like she wanted to forget the world around her.

I leaned forward, my chest against her back, and slid my hand over her waist to where she was furiously rubbing at her clit. I could taste the desperation on her skin as my other hand slid up to her chest, groping and grabbing and milking at her chest as she let out a surprised scream.

Her pussy squeezed down on me as she came hard, her lust trickling over my cock as her hips danced. She stiffened for a moment before her body went limp against mine, and my arms held her as she surrendered completely to the intense sensations running through her blinded body.

I felt her tremble and whimper as I rocked her gently. I whispered sweetly into her ear as I closed my eyes and let my own orgasm come over me, heated pulses of delight traveling through my cock as I prepared to empty myself inside her. “You’re so good, Claire, fuck you’re so good…nnf…thank you for being my perfect little cumdump tutor.”

She shuddered again against me, whether at my words or the sudden sensation of my seed inside her, I didn’t know. I couldn’t stop my soft, heated moans against her ear as my cock flexed, releasing shot after shot after shot deep into her needy snatch. Her pussy tensed and relaxed against me, and soon started to leak with my seed, my load too much for her to keep inside.

We were a mess as I sat back down in my chair and pulled her onto my lap. I lazily stroked my fingers through her blonde hair as my eyes roamed the tavern around us. We had certainly attracted attention from the patrons, but thankfully, there weren’t many. Those who had been watching knew of my privileges, or else they would have stepped in. Instead, they had simply enjoyed the show, and I couldn’t blame them.

I heard soft giggles bubbling up from Claire as she rested on my lap. I couldn’t help but laugh as well, and for a moment, we enjoyed the afterglow coming over us. We were a mess, and neither of us cared to fix our disheveled outfits as we lay together, warm and happy.

As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t stay like this forever. “All right. Let’s get cleaned up.” I sighed, sliding my hands up to the knot that held her blindfold in place.

“Wait!” Claire moved quickly, reaching behind her to grab my wrists. “Not…not yet. I don’t want to see anyone. I just want you for now.” She leaned back against me, pushing herself up against my body. My cock slid out of her as she squirmed, bringing her legs up against her body to curl in my lap.

I slid my hands over her shoulders, rubbing gently, and she continued speaking. “I know they’re watching.” She let out a shaky laugh. “When I can’t see them, it’s fine. I can pretend I’m proud of myself. Showing off. But…I don’t want to know who saw me.” Her voice had become a whisper, her lips against my neck. “I don’t know if I could face any of them afterward. Just you.”

I nodded. “Keep it on as long as you want. I can even carry you home if you’d like.”

She shot up, nearly smacking her head into my chin. “Can you? Would you?” Claire looked desperately eager as she leaned in to try and kiss my lips, only to smooch my nose instead. “Please, that would be amazing.”

I nodded and tightened the knot on the blindfold. “Of course. Let’s just rest until we’re ready to go. I’ll handle the tavern keeper and everything. You just…get dressed, so you’re not flashing your pussy to everyone on the way home.”

Claire let out a shriek of laughter and slapped my chest as she sighed, her body warm in my lap. “Soon,” she promised. “Just…a little rest.” I could sense that she was closing her eyes behind the blindfold, ready to take a nap, and I didn’t have the heart to stop her.

Though we had hung out a lot over the past week, I realized I didn’t know as much about Claire as I thought I did. For one thing, she only seemed to hang out with me, while the rest of our classmates began to form their own social circles. I didn’t hate that she clung to me so tightly, but I was worried for her, especially after what I saw today.

Claire Pomeroy was a mystery, but one I hoped to solve.


Chapter 3

After our fun tavern celebration together, Claire and I didn’t see each other outside of class for some time. Not that I didn’t want to, but my other classes were getting difficult, and Mechanics of Lust fell lower on my priority list.

At least until the date of the second quiz loomed ahead. Even then, I put off studying until the weekend before. There was just so much to do and I could hardly keep up with my classes, let alone fulfill my free use duties. I was getting nervous on both counts

After a frustrating few hours trying to study for Anatomy of Sex, I gave up and decided to go to Claire’s place. Studying Eromagic was stressing me out, and I didn’t know where else to turn. Claire’s adorable straightforwardness and our friendship made things easy between us, and I looked forward to relieving some long pent-up lust with her that night.

I heard her voice just as I was turning the corner down the hallway to her room. I was about to call out to her, but something gave me pause.

“What the fuck do you two want?” Her tone was strong, but I could hear the nervous tremor in her voice. “It’s not like he’s mine. I haven’t even seen him for a week!”

There was only one “him” that she could be talking about, and I winced. I was about to call out when I heard another voice, surprisingly familiar. It took me a moment to place it as the black-haired girl who I had seen, briefly, at the tavern with Claire.

“Oh, taking him from you will be easy. We wanted to talk about how you’re fucking up our grades.”

Another voice followed, this one belonging to her brunette friend. “You know, we need to work together here, us first-years. Classes are hard, and there’s so much else to worry about. We don’t need some smart-ass bitch messing up the curve. Surprised you have all that time to study after your little whore show last week.”

I was proud to hear the pride in Claire’s voice as she snapped back. “Not my fault if you two dumbasses don’t know which end of a cock to suck.”

I was cheering Claire on in my head when I heard a dull slap echo down the hallway. I immediately rounded the corner and saw my lovely blonde friend standing against the end of the hallway, one hand pressed to her cheek, a shocked look on her face. Her eyes were glistening with tears, and I could see her fight back a sob as she saw me, then covered her face.

I stormed over, hiding my fury as the two girls turned towards me. I had to stop myself from lunging forward and wrapping my arms around her.

I forced a smile onto my face. “Well, aren’t you two just the cutest. I couldn’t help but overhear that you needed some help with your classes? Some practical experience, maybe?”

The raven-haired girl stepped forward first, a smile on her face. “We would love some private lessons from you,” she purred. “I’m Yvonne, and that’s my friend Fiona.” She thrust her thumb at the brown-haired girl. Neither of them bothered to look at Claire, who had slumped against the wall, staring at us in wide-eyed confusion.

I didn’t bother delaying my revenge any longer. Yvonne was the closest, so I went for her first. All she wore was a simple dark shift, probably tossed on for convenience before she came downstairs to bully my friend and lover. It was easy to grab the bottom and shove it up, revealing her glistening slit.

She gasped softly, then batted her eye at me. “So fierce, so-”

I grabbed her throat and slammed her back into the wall. My lips locked against hers to shut her up as I put Claire’s tutoring sessions to good use. My fingers slid in and out of her in long, passionate strokes. I curled my fingers forward, running them against her inner walls until I felt her scream against my tongue. My thumb pressed against her clit as I shoved her ass against the wall.

Once I found the perfect rhythm to finger fuck Yvonne into a panting, shuddering mess, I dragged myself away from her, looking at the other two girls. Fiona looked shocked, even as she ran her fingers down her body, clad only in a linen shirt and small clothes. Claire, looking radiant as ever in a simple red dress, was both confused and bashful as she surveyed the scene.

I locked eyes with Fiona. “You’re next.” A shudder ran through her body as she nodded eagerly. I could tell she was going to be easy to command. “I’m in a real rough mood tonight. Take your shirt off and twist your nipples for me.”

I had been expecting a little resistance, but instead, her eyes shone with delight as she pulled her top off and threw it to the side. Biting her lower lip, she pinched her nipples, letting out a soft squeal of delight. I watched in amazement as wetness spread on the fabric of her underwear. She stared at me expectantly, waiting for the next command.

Before I could enact the next step of my plan, Yvonne let out a scream, her hands grabbing at my wrist. I looked over to her and saw her eyes rolling back as she came on my rough fingers, her thighs clenched around them “Ungh…please…sir…” I wasn’t sure what she was begging for, nor did I care. I dragged my hand out of her, then slid my wet fingers up her body until my palm pressed down against her face.

It wasn’t hard to push her to her knees, and she went willingly, ready to serve. I held her there as I turned my attention back to Fiona. “On your knees. Go. Tend to Claire.”

Twin gasps of surprise and shock came from Yvonne and Fiona. I shut Yvonne up before she could say something by shoving my fingers into her mouth and forcing her to suck her lust off of them. Fiona looked hesitant, even as she let her gaze wander towards Claire’s waist.

Claire, who had been standing there in shock for the last few minutes, finally seemed to understand my plan. Shooting me a grateful smile, her face red with embarrassment and desire, she lifted her dress, revealing that beautifully familiar snatch. We both looked at Fiona, whose eyes traveled from me, to Claire, to her pussy, then back again. Her underwear grew more soaked and she tried to look at Yvonne for guidance, but the dark-haired girl was too busy choking on my fingers, drooling and staring up at me as she awaited my next demand.

Something seemed to shift inside Fiona, and suddenly, she was on her knees, crawling towards Claire. My friend was caught in pleasant surprise as Fiona’s face suddenly pushed between her thighs, and I smiled as I heard the wet, sloppy, loving sound of her tongue working against Claire’s pussy.

Claire threw her head back, gasping, pressing into the wall behind her. One of her legs came up and slid around Fiona’s neck, while her hand buried itself in that messy brown hair. “F-fuck me!” she gasped as her hips rolled forward against Fiona’s face. “If you wanted it this badly, you could have just asked!”

I smiled at the familiar sass as I finally freed Yvonne from her punishment. My fingers exited her lips and grabbed her by the hair. I looked down and met her dark, intense eyes. Her mouth hung open, drooling and panting, begging me for more as she pressed closer. She didn’t seem to care about her friend, only about what I could do to her.

I dragged her towards Claire, moving slowly so Yvonne could crawl by my side. I positioned the dark-haired girl with her back to her friend, her face against my cock and her butt pressed against Fiona’s. I shoved my pants down and my cock flopped onto Yvonne’s face. As she greedily wrapped her hands around it and pressed her lips to my balls, I looked up and met Claire’s gaze.

Her eyes were afire with lust as Yvonne licked my cock. Her waist humped hard against Fiona’s lips, and I watched the brown-haired girl eagerly devour Claire’s pussy while sliding her hands down her body, greedily groping over her own breasts and pussy. “Sorry I’ve been gone for so long,” I said as I guided Yvonne’s eager tongue over my shaft.

Claire smiled brightly, her words interrupted by soft little grunts of delight. “It’s fine. You sure do know how to make it up to me.” Her eyes rolled back as she arched. She brought one hand up to her dress and pulled the top down, flashing me her cute tits as I prepared to fuck Yvonne’s throat.

Slurping all over my shaft had turned Yvonne’s face into a complete mess. Her smug expression had been replaced with open, lustful desperation, emphasized by the spit and pre jizz that now dripped down her face. I could feel her soft, lustful breath dance over my shaft as I pressed my tip between her lips. She gave my base one last stroke before her hands fell to her sides. “I’ve been a bad girl…” she whispered.

I shut her up by cramming my cock between her lips. My first thrust pushed me to the back of her throat, and I held her face down as she gagged and grunted, her hands clawing around my hips so I couldn’t pull back. She hadn’t made it all the way down yet, so I thrust again. This time, my waist slammed into her face with a wet splatter and her drool trickled down my balls and thighs. Yvonne’s body arched as her eyes rolled back, her butt and back pressing into Fiona’s body behind her.

Fiona’s face remained buried between Claire’s thighs, trapped there as she tongue-fucked my friend’s slit. Claire had been enjoying the desperate oral as she watched Yvonne choke. Her nipples were rock hard, and she brushed her fingers over them as she groaned in pleasure. She saw me looking and smiled as her thighs squeezed tighter around Fiona’s face. “Ruin her,” Claire begged. “Break her for me.”

I was only too happy to oblige. My hands tightened in Yvonne’s dark hair, and I planted my feet firmly against the ground. I looked down and met her dark, lustful gaze, eager for whatever punishment I could give her. When she saw the look in my eyes, she slowly slid her hands off my waist, bringing them down to her body as she prepared herself for what lay ahead.

I had never fucked anything as hard as I fucked Yvonne’s face. I took all of my stress, anger, and frustration and released it with each brutal thrust between her lips. Her throat became my fuck sleeve, bulging with my cock as a sloppy wet mess exploded over my thighs. Her pale cheeks grew red from the force of my thrusts against her face, and I watched her eyes mist over with masochistic pleasure. Her hands frantically fumbled over her body, rubbing her clit and pinching her nipples as she surrendered herself to the depths of depravity.

Even the sudden cry of ecstasy from Claire didn’t slow my pace. I looked up from where I was ruining Yvonne’s face to see what was happening with my friend, and I couldn’t help but smile. Seeing Yvonne’s face fuck had been enough to push her over the edge. As I continued to churn up a mess inside Yvonne’s slut throat, I savored the sight of Claire cumming all over Fiona’s face.

Claire’s body arched forward, her tits bouncing as she squeezed her thighs over Fiona’s face. She had always been a messy one, and I heard muffled screams of surprise coming from down below as Fiona was forced to take the full brunt of Claire’s passionate finish. I watched my friend shudder and moan, cumming and cumming and cumming, prolonging her pleasure by grinding herself into Fiona’s trapped lips.

Finally, she loosened up, her hands letting go of Fiona’s hair as her thighs relaxed around her face. She looked radiant, a beautiful, lustful mess as she leaned against the wall, breathing hard. Fiona swayed a little, then collapsed to the side with a soft grunt. I could hear weak little whimpers of pleasure as she continued to tease her body, trying to earn her orgasm.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t help her because I was too busy destroying her friend’s face. I continued to punish Yvonne’s throat, savoring the pathetic sound of her choked pleasure as she kissed down against my base over and over and over again. I wasn’t sure if she had cum, nor did I care. The only thing that mattered was that I was close…and that Claire was happy.

And Claire seemed delighted. She dropped to her knees and crawled behind her bully, smiling up at me as she pressed against Yvonne’s helpless body. The dark-haired girl had gone limp, her hands hanging at her sides as she let herself be used, but Claire’s presence revived her. Her hands fluttered and she stared up at me in helpless delight, then closed her eyes in surrender.

Claire attacked her mercilessly. She pressed her half-naked form against Yvonne’s back as her hands ran over the other girl’s sensitive body. Yvonne had simply surrendered to the regular, rough rhythm of her lips against my cock  and she now had to deal with the sudden overstimulation of another woman’s hands running over her, knowing exactly where to touch to send her over the edge.

Yvonne exploded between us, her body thrashing helplessly. She came hard as she thrust her face down against me, desperate to taste my seed as her tongue slurped against my balls. Claire made sure to drag out her pleasure, teasing her nipples, dragging her nails over the other girl’s masochistic clit. I could feel her screams against my waist as she shoved herself down harder, gagging and grunting and trying to earn my finish before she joined her friend on the floor.

She didn’t make it. I was so close, ready to blow my load between her lips after all that rough facefucking, but something in Claire’s face told me to hold back. Yvonne screamed one last time, a high-pitched cry of pleasure and frustration mixed together on my cock. Then, she finally submitted, letting her drawn-out orgasm carry her mind away. She went limp and fell against me, her body shuddering uncontrollably.

Claire hauled her off of me with a wet slurp and threw her on top of Fiona. Both girls lay there limply, their clothes a mess, their bodies coated with lust. Before I could speak, Claire reached down and grabbed my cock, dragging me towards her as she stood on shaky legs. “Fuck me here,” she snarled. “Fuck me over them.”

She flipped her dress up and turned around, pushing her ass and pussy back at me, and there was no way I could resist. My cock was throbbing with desire, pushed to the very edge from punishing the girl who had been making fun of Claire. I stood up, positioned myself behind her, grabbed her waist, and shoved myself into her.

She threw herself back against me, her ass slamming against my waist, and I groaned as I pressed my chest to her back. Bending over, Claire planted her hands against the wall for better leverage and started to slam her waist back against me greedily. I could hear her smile in her voice as she looked down at the two girls below us. “Come on. Show them who’s boss.”

I spanked her, hard, and she let out a yelp of delight. Her hips moved faster against mine, her pussy pumping over me with needy delight. My fingers gripped her body tightly as my toes curled. As much as I wanted this triumphant moment to last forever, I was already so close.

I kissed the back of her neck, then nibbled against it. “I’m gonna cum, Claire.”

“Fuck yes. Do it. Claim me. Take me. Fuck me!” she gasped. “Cum with me!”

How could I say no to that? I slammed my waist into her ass one last time, then let loose. I nearly fainted as I felt hot, thick cum shots spray from my cock and deep into her warm, wet welcoming body. I could feel her legs shudder, threatening to collapse, and my hands gripped her tighter to keep her against me as I dumped my load deep inside her.

I had an entire week of pent-up lust, and I gave every last cumshot to her. I couldn’t stop kissing her neck, then her shoulders as I emptied my desire into her, our bodies trembling together as we surrendered to the pleasure.

The mess trickled down our entwined thighs, adding another layer to the wetness already there. My hands slid up over her body, stroking warmly over her as I kept her against me, not wanting to let go.

“Um. You can get off me now, “ Claire whispered with a smile in her voice.

“Mmm?” Reluctantly, I started to pull away, my softening cock beginning to slide out of her.

She gave a quick jerk and pushed her body back into my hands as I started to let go. “Wait! Not yet, actually. I might still need your help standing up. And getting back to my room. We can cuddle on the bed.” She nodded towards the door to her room.

With a smile, I wrapped my arms around her waist. I gave her a quick squeeze as a warning before lifting her up over the two other girls, hearing her scream of surprised delight as my cock slid out of her. Holding her up in the air, I marched us out of the hallway and towards her door, stopping only for a moment to glance back at Yvonne and Fiona.

“Are they going to be okay?”

She bumped her butt against my chest and laughed. “They’ll be fine. Now come on. We’ve got studying to do.”

◆◆◆

I felt a tap on my shoulder as I was getting my notes in order after another Mechanics of Lust lecture. I looked up and saw Claire standing there, leaning on the desk next to me with a smile. “Hm?” I raised both eyebrows at her.

I had done even better on my last quiz, though still not as well as Claire. Still, I was no longer worried about failing this class, which meant I was turning my attention towards other classes and commitments. Unfortunately, this meant that we were studying together a lot less.

“Don’t ‘hm’ me. Are you coming over tonight?” Claire asked, punching my shoulder gently.

I shook my head. “Wasn’t planning to. I’ve got an Anatomy of Sex mid-term next week, and I -”

“Oh stuff it. That wasn’t a choice.” Claire grinned at me and I couldn’t help but smile back. She continued, leaning in close. “What if I told you that Yvonne and Fiona were going to be there?” She jerked her thumb at the back of the lecture hall where the two other girls were chatting with each other as they made their way out. Fiona spotted me looking over and waved.

I rolled my eyes. “You don’t need my help handling them. You’ve got them under your thumb now.”

Fiona shook her head and tossed her hair back playfully. “But they’ll be so disappointed when you’re not there! That’ll be two sessions in a row now that you didn’t show up. And I know all about your free use requirements, so don’t be saying you don’t have any reason to come by.”

I feigned exasperation as I tossed the last of my notes in my knapsack and swung it over my shoulder. “I’ll think about it, all right? I just really have to study, and I haven’t even started looking into extracurriculars…”

Claire had an answer to this, taking my hand and tugging me towards the exit. “Oh, didn’t you know? Fiona’s older sister is the third-year class president. She can definitely set you up with something…if you come by tonight.

I rolled my eyes even as I smiled. “Fine, fine. But you have to promise, we’ll start off trying to study. Clothes stay on until sundown, at least.”

Claire shook her head, not even bothering to look back at me as she pulled me forward, trying to catch up with the other two and let them know the good news. “No promises!”

Well, I would have to live with that, then. I couldn’t hide my smile as I followed Claire. Eromage University was proving to be a challenge, but at least I was making friends that I could rely on. Even though it felt like the school was working against me, I was determined to pass their intense requirements and come out as an experienced Eromage at the end.
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