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Chapter 1

Near the end of the first quarter, I was finally getting into a good routine. Outside of my classes, I had study groups and clubs, and I had quite a few friends among both students and faculty. With all that, both my education and my free-use quota were fulfilled.

Unfortunately, it was starting to run me ragged. I rarely returned to my cabin until late at night, even when I had early classes the next day. On the weekends, if I wasn’t doing club activities, then I was hanging out at the library or with my study group.

It wasn’t much of a surprise, then, that I fell asleep in the middle of the “History of Eromagic” lecture. Between the dry subject matter and the teacher’s hypnotic voice, I didn’t even realize I had dozed off.

By the time someone came to wake me up, it was an hour after almost everyone had left.  “Hey.” The soft voice sounded so dreamy that I wasn’t sure it was real at first. “Hey. Wake up.”

“Mmm?” I opened my eyes blearily as I yawned. “What’s up?” For a moment, I didn’t even know where I was.

And then it hit me. “Oh fuck!” I groaned as I sat up. Looking around, I saw nothing but empty seats in the afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows. My eyes focused on my savior, a girl with long brown hair and matching hazel eyes. “How long was I out for?”

She shrugged. “Couple of hours. You looked like you needed it, though.”

I yawned and stretched. “Yeah. Tomorrow’s gonna suck though.” I smiled up at her and started to introduce myself. “Thanks. I’m-”

“I know who you are. I mean, everyone knows who you are.” She responded quickly and nervously. “I’m Anne Fiero. And. Um. You’re welcome.” With that, she turned around and returned to her seat a few rows away, the only other occupied place in the lecture hall.

I took a moment to admire her from behind, long, bare legs leading up to a simple blue skirt that trailed halfway down her thighs. On top, she wore a clean, loose white buttoned-up blouse, simple clothes for a simple girl.

It took me a few moments to realize that I recognized Anne. While I hadn’t known her name, we shared a bunch of classes. She was on the quieter side, rarely speaking up even in the smaller discussion groups. Though she was observant, she also seemed a little lonely.

Enough thinking about her, though. I had some classwork to catch up on. Sighing, I pulled a few papers out of my bag, trying to decide where to start first. I decided on "Eromagic Focus Points” and started sketching out a crude figure of a naked woman.

As I drew, I realized there was another problem. My body had apparently decided that I had just woken up for the day, and a rather impressive morning wood had risen between my legs. Usually, I would have been with someone who could have helped me with this. Today, however…

Well, wait. Wasn’t Anne right there? Even though I’d never interacted with her, she was part of the free-use contract that let me attend this school. It was the best option I had right now. I left my things at my desk as I stood and walked over.

As I came up behind her, I saw that she was working on the same subject. She’d drawn a detailed man for her model, with a face that looked unusually like mine. From this angle, I could see down her loose shirt, catching sight of luscious cleavage tipped with cute, dark nipples.

Pushing down my pants, I let my heavy, hard cock slap down across the other side of her notes. Anne started slightly, and her pen paused as she looked up at me. “Oh,” she whispered, blinking once, twice. “Is that for me?”

I made a show of looking around as I pushed my cock towards her face. My tip was drooling with lust, some of it leaking onto her parchment. “I don’t see anyone else it could be for,” I teased.

Her face flushed red as she clutched her pen tightly. “Really? You’re okay with me?”

The sensation of her breath against my cock made me shiver. “If you’re okay with me.” I flexed my cock to tap it against her nose.

“Okay. Don’t expect too much, though. I’m not as good as the others.” With that, she moved her mouth closer to my cock even as she focused her gaze back on her homework.

Despite her shy, self-deprecating words, Anne started sucking me off passionately. Her lips wrapped around the tip of my cock and her tongue quickly flicked over my tip, making me gasp. Though she appeared focused on her schoolwork, she began to push her lips further down, quickly guiding my cock to the back of her throat.

Once she met resistance, Anne pulled back, her tongue sliding over the bottom of the cock and making me groan. My toes curled as her mouth dragged over my length, her lips brushing warmly over my tip, slurping up the sexy, wet mess dribbling out.

My cock bounced out, twitching in front of her face. Before I could get used to the cool air, Anne opened wide to swallow me down again. I groaned as her warm lips pushed down towards my base again, sending a heated pulse of pleasure up my spine.

This time, when I reached the back of her throat, Anne didn’t move away. She paused for a moment, adjusted herself, then pushed down further. I gasped as her lips moved down towards the base of my cock, making my toes curl with pleasure. My left hand slid into her hair while my right held onto the edge of the desk. My cock throbbed in her mouth, already close to finishing.

I wasn’t just going to let her toy with me though. Anne needed to be taught a lesson, and that lesson was that she was a lot better at blowjobs than she thought. As she slowly added another line to her drawing, brown eyes focused on her notes, I tightened my grip on her hair and planted my feet on the ground.

With my cock already in her throat, it didn’t take much effort for me to shove my hips forward, pressing my waist into her face. I grunted in harsh pleasure as her lips touched down against the base of my cock, drooling over my shaft and balls.

I held her down for a few moments, a shiver of pleasure running up my spine. I could feel her throat flex around me as she swallowed, her nose puffing hot air against my skin. She was still pretending to look at her classwork, but her quill was no longer moving quite as quickly.

I pulled my hips back and dragged her face off of me at the same time, reveling in the luscious wet slurping sound that she made. I gave her a moment to breathe and recover before I slammed myself forward again, cramming my cock deep into her throat.

“GLRK.” Anne coughed, her eyes watering as her lips and throat squeezed down on me. Worried, I started to pull away. Before I could, her right hand came up to hook around my waist and drag me back down into her warm, wet mouth.

With her permission, I no longer held back. I tightened my grip in her hair as I started to fuck her face hard. My waist crashed into her lips with a wet smack, and her head would have bounced back had I not held it down against me. Anne let out another gagging, choking noise, wet spit trickling over her chin and tits, but stayed where she was, nose buried into my skin.

Another thrust, then another, each one driving me balls-deep into her helpless, yielding throat. Her hand fell off of me as I took control, dragging her cute face and tight lips back and forth over my cock. I showed her no mercy, plunging my shaft brutally down her throat as I watched her shiver in masochistic pleasure.

The chair under her shook with each powerful thrust, her tits bouncing under her from the impact. As I watched, she brought her legs together and squirmed under me in helpless pleasure. Her hands had abandoned her notes and come to rest on top of her knees, and her eyes were focused on me now, gazing up at my body with dazed, needy lust.

I rewarded Anne by facefucking her harder. It helped that I was already close to my finish, my toes curling against the ground. My abs flexed and tensed each time her face crashed down against them, tension waiting to be released.

Soon, I could no longer resist the heated desire building up in my core. “Fuck! Cumming!” I was just barely able to give Anne a warning before I felt the first heated pulse of passion traveling up through my cock.

Sensing my impending finish, Anne turned to face me fully, her brown eyes glittering with needy delight. As I pulled back, preparing for one, final thrust, her hands hooked against my hips, dragging me down into her throat with one last wet, hard slap.

My balls pressed hotly against her chin as the first thick, hot cumshot blasted down her throat. I felt her swallow, her neck massaging around me as she greedily gulped my essence down. Another quickly followed, then another, burning pulses of heated pleasure traveling up through my bare cock and filling her belly.

My thighs relaxed and my body pulled back slightly. Anne followed, her face pressing forward into me as her hands tightened on my hips. Looking down, I could see her throat work as her tongue flicked around the base of my cock. As I continued to cum balls-deep inside her lips, spit leaked down my thighs, hot and wet and messy.

Finally, my cock started to soften between her lips. I started to withdraw my sensitive shaft from her mouth, and, after a slight tightening of her grip, Anne reluctantly let me pull away. She panted hard as my length fell from her lips, a few last messy jizz-strands leaking onto her white top.

Swallowing hard, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked up at me. Her eyes glowed with eager lust as she bit her lower lip. “Was that good?” Anne asked softly, squirming in her seat.

Rather than respond with words, I grabbed her chin and hauled her up towards me. She stood with a soft, surprised sound that was soon muffled as I kissed her hungrily. As our mouths came together, I shoved my tongue into her mouth. Anne gasped, then shivered, her tongue submitting to mine as she slumped against me.

I broke the kiss slowly, savoring the messy strands that connected our lips as we parted. Anne stared dreamily up into my face, humming gently. “Oh. Okay,” she whispered. “Thanks.” She settled back down into her chair, giggling as she reached forward and trailed her fingers over my soft cock. “That was fun.”

“It’s not over,” I warned.

Anne looked up with surprise and eagerness. “Oh? What do you mean?” she asked, biting her lower lip as she shifted in her seat.

While I could have been happy with just blowing my load down her throat, my morning wood was a little more robust than that. Already, I could feel my lust awakening again, my cock tensing harder in front of her face. Luckily, I knew just where I wanted to put it. “You keep working on your notes,” I commanded, sitting down next to her.

Anne looked nervous but trusted me nonetheless. She picked up her quill with a shaking hand, turning back to her paper. As soon as she did, I scooted closer to her. Reaching over, I grabbed her hips and lifted them, then slid myself under her. With a soft gasp, Anne allowed me to move her, spreading her legs wider as she rested herself against my lap. Her asscheeks pressed against my thighs, warm and soft.

From there, it was easy to drag her skirt up and shove her dark, lacy underwear to the side. For someone who dressed so simply, her panties were surprisingly kinky. I felt the heat of her pussy on my cock as I pulled her back towards me.

I let out a low, shuddering moan as her pussy brushed against my cock. Though I was still half soft, Anne’s needy arousal was already starting to get me hard again, my bare cock pulsing against her pussy. Her breathing quickened as she started to hump herself back and forth over me, eagerly offering her needy snatch to my cock as she leaned over the table.

I had no idea if she was able to focus on her schoolwork or not, but I didn’t care. Between her spit and her dripping lust, she had lubed me up well to enter that tight little pussy, and I was now at full mast again, the tip of my cock drooling against her lower back.

My fingers tightened on her hips and I guided the shy, needy little slut up towards the head of my cock. Her thighs shook weakly as she felt my glistening wet tip notch against her pussy. Her quill paused once again, Anne leaning over the desk with a weak moan. “Please…” she begged.

Originally, I was going to simply ram myself inside her. After hearing her speak, though, I decided to toy with her a bit more. Reaching forward, I grabbed her by the hair, my fingers tightening in it as I dragged her head back. Leaning forward, I planted a soft kiss against her clothed shoulder as I whispered. “What do you want, my little toy?”

Desperately, she tried to shove herself down on me, but my firm grip held her back. “Please fuck me. Hard. Ruin me. Break me.”

That was even better than I had imagined. A good little slut deserved a reward, and I knew just what she wanted. With my hand in her hair, I dragged her down, finally cramming my thick cock fully into her needy wet pussy. Anne threw her head back with a scream, arching forward, her hard nipples showing through her shirt. Her legs shuddered weakly as wetness trickled down my shaft, soaking my balls.

Before she could recover from my sudden thrust, I lifted her off, only to slam her back down again with a lusty wet smack. This time, Anne completely gave up on studying, dropping her quill to the ground as she rode her ass back against me. “Unfh! Yes! Make me your bitch!”

I was more than happy to oblige. My hips smashed up roughly into hers, making her body bounce. Anne desperately tried to match my tempo, her ass clapping hotly into my lap with each body-shaking thrust.

That wasn’t enough for me, though. I leaned forward, pressing my lips into the side of her neck. Anne gasped as she felt my kiss, then cried out again as I turned it into a love nibble, her soft skin yielding to my nipping teeth.

My left hand gripped her hair harder, dragging her body against mine and trapping her against my rough pounding from below. My right hand crawled along the front of her body, then dragged her top down over her tits. She gasped as her cute, well-proportioned chest bounced out of her shirt, nipples rock hard.

Her mouth fell open as she saw my fingers go for those tight, hard pleasure nubs. “Sensitive!” she managed to warn, once, before I grabbed, pinched, and twisted.

The scream that followed was the loudest yet, a cry of sheer, shameless pleasure that echoed to the ceiling above. Unable to help herself, Anne came hard from both pain and delight, her pussy clamping down against me.

Even then, I didn’t stop. I was working my way to my next finish, each rough thrust sending new waves of pleasure through my body. I fucked Anne right through her orgasm, dragging it out, hearing her screams of delight devolve into weak, needy little whimpers.

She relaxed against me, shuddering weakly as I continued to fuck her. I pulled my mouth away, then kissed the back of her neck. “Keep going?” I asked softly, my pace slowing.

Anne responded by straightening up, pushing her breasts forward against my groping hand. Though her legs were weak, her ass bounced playfully against me. “Don’t stop until you’re satisfied. I’m your toy,” she promised in her quiet, shivering voice.

With that, I decided not to hold back any longer. I started to speed up again, my hard pounding filling the air with the sound of our rough lovemaking. The force of my thrusts lifted me off the seat and forced Anne forward, making her bend over her desk. The nipple that I wasn’t toying with brushed over the hard wooden surface, making her groan.

I had been holding her body against me but now I threw her forward onto the table, keeping my hand in her hair. Anne howled with masochistic delight yet again, leaning against the desk, her hair taut in my fingers. Gritting her teeth, she slammed her hands down against the table, fingers clawing into the wood as my thrusts rocked her back and forth.

The shy, quiet girl had been transformed into little more than a needy little bitch, and I was loving it. She was too, judging by the animalistic sounds coming from her mouth. With her tight pussy stroking me off and the sight of her ass rippling under her skirt with each balls-deep thrust, there was no way I could hold back.

As I felt my climax crash over me, I surrendered to my basest desires as well. With a rough growl, I leaned over Anne, pinning her to the table with my body, crushing her tits to the wood. Anne’s feet lifted off the ground, her toes curling as I trapped her helplessly under me.

Her soft thighs trembled against my balls as they pulsed against her. With a guttural grunt, I emptied myself into her, the first thick, hot jizzshot blasting balls-deep into her needy wet pussy. Though she had already cum on me once, Anne surrendered to orgasm yet again, her legs shuddering as she released a weak, drooling trickle of raw lust over my bare cock.

In contrast to her pathetic little peak, my thick, hot cum surged inside her powerfully, shot after shot of it painting the depths of her vulnerable body. With each fresh shot, my hips bucked forward again, grinding into her pert ass as she shook below me.

I took my time to ensure every last drop of my heated, hot seed was pumped deep inside her. As my cum spurts started to slow, I relaxed on top of her, the tension leaving my body as I enjoyed the feeling of her naked body crushed under me.

I had no idea how long we stayed like that, but by the time I started to pull away, the afternoon light had started becoming sunset. Not wanting to abandon Anne, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her back onto my lap as I sat down. Her clothes were a mess now, and I made no effort to restore her modesty.

“Mmm?” she mumbled as she leaned back against me, wriggling in my lap. The movements made my half-soft cock slide out of her, letting my sticky seed trickle out of her still-twitching snatch.

I kissed her neck again, this time gently. “Good girl. That was fun,” I whispered, gently running my fingers against her thighs.

“Y-yeah,” she murmured back. “Thank you for using me like that.”

With a soft laugh, I responded. “It was my pleasure. I’d be happy to do it again.”

This made her perk up and look back over her shoulder at me. “Really?” she asked excitedly.

This time, I was able to kiss her on the lips before answering. “Yes. Why are you so surprised?’

She shifted on me, glancing to the other side, a red tinge on her cheeks. “Well. I mean. I don’t have many friends. I’m nothing special.” Taking a deep breath, Anne confessed softly. “I was just happy to be picked this time out of convenience.”

I rolled my eyes as I ran my hands up her body, moving to grope her tits. “Yeah, you were convenient, but you’re also a hot little piece of fuck meat. I’d be happy to fuck you again anytime, anywhere.” I smiled softly. “You wanna meet up tomorrow?”

Anne perked up eagerly, grinding back against me, hands moving down to adjust her skirt. “Yes! If you’re okay with that?”

My mind was already thinking of the fun we were going to have. Anne needed to work on her self-esteem, but that wasn’t going to be hard once we got going. “I’m looking forward to it,” I promised her, a hungry smile rising on my lips.


Chapter 2

We met up at the library run by my faculty friend and lover Rose. Ever since she’d started hosting acting and book clubs, the small, book-filled room had become a lot more popular. Between periods of activity, though, it was still a quiet, pleasant study space run by a fun, kinky librarian.

Rose was at her desk when we entered, greeting me with a smile and a wave before returning to the book she was reading. I waved back, and Anne greeted her with a shy nod before we sat across from each other at one of the study tables.

“Wow. You know a lot of people,” Anne whispered.

I shrugged as I set my backpack down and pulled out my schoolwork. “Helps when you’re the only guy on campus.”

She giggled softly, then smiled sadly. “I wish it was that easy for me.”

I reached over and gently rested my hand on hers. “I’ll help you get there. Least I can do after yesterday,” I promised.

Anne’s face reddened and she averted her gaze, biting her lower lip. “Of course. I look forward to it.”

“Good girl,” I praised, earning a slight shiver from her. “But first, let’s get some work done.”

Thanks to yesterday, I had quite a few assignments I needed to catch up on. Anne, on the other hand, was done with most of her work and instead decided to peruse the shelves.

I was hoping that she and Rose would have a chance to interact, but they kept to their own sides of the room. Though I had come here to do work, I kept being distracted by the failure of my other plan.

Finally, I decided to take things into my own hands. “Hey, Anne. Can you come over here and help me with this?” I asked, tapping my parchment. “I’m not quite sure how to do the calculations for this spell.”

Anne closed the book she had been skimming through and returned it to the shelf. She looked almost relieved to have something to do as she walked over to me. As she reached the table, she bent over, eyes darting over my paper.

Before she could speak, I reached out and slid my right hand under her skirt, this one plaid green. I expected to find her wearing something underneath, but instead, her bare leg led up to her warm, exposed pussy. I raised my eyebrow as I played with her sex, seeing her cheeks redden.

Despite this, Anne focused on my paper, tapping her chin. She reached out and gently touched the text. “Here, you see? You take the arousal and divide it between the number of participants. Afterward, you average their lust quotient and-”

While I could definitely use the tutoring, I wanted something else more right now. Reaching up with my other hand, I quickly undid the buttons on Anne’s top, letting her tits hang free. I pretended to focus on the equation, but my body was turned to Anne now, my left hand moving to play over her breasts as I eased a single finger into her warmth.

She gasped softly, her thighs trembling. Closing her eyes, Anne swallowed hard, then gently tapped her finger against the table again. “The average of the lust quotient determines your choice of runes. How many, and-”

As I started to move my finger inside her, she clapped her hand to her mouth, holding back a whimpering moan. I moved my fingers from her tits to her throat, gently running my thumb up the center of her neck. Though she tried to focus on what she had been teaching me, her eyes kept darting towards my crotch, catching sight of my bulging cock inside my clothes.

“Well?” I asked softly, moving up to kiss her collarbone. “You were saying?”

“I, uhh, you need to, umm-” Her hips shook as I added another finger, her wetness drooling out onto my palm. Her mouth fell open as her eyes rolled back in pleasure. Anne gripped the edge of the table for support as she clenched her thighs around my hand.

And I was only getting started. Reaching up with my left hand, I gave her tits a light smack to one side. Anne fell forward onto the table, groaning with pleasure, her dark nipples rock hard. Moaning weakly, she lifted herself back up and arched back, presenting her chest for more abuse.

I brought my lips over to one hard nipple and flicked at it with my tongue. A soft, grunting gasp escaped her lips, but she managed to stay steady, ready for more. Smiling up at the nervous look on her face, I gently closed my teeth around her nipple, capturing it in my mouth and flicking my tongue against it.

Anne’s response was immediate. She screamed in muffled pleasure against her hand, her hips fucking back against my rough fingers. I brought my palm up to her pussy, grinding over her lower lips before feeling her roll her clit into me. Her moans devolved into harsh, needy little grunts as her toes curled against the ground.

She nearly fell to the floor when she came, her pussy flexing and tensing over me. I gave her something to ride as she emptied herself over me, drenching her inner thighs and the front of her skirt as she shamelessly spewed her lust.

I released her nipple from my teeth, only to lunge forward and plant another nibbling kiss between her tits. This time, she screamed, the sound filling the small library as a fresh wave of masochistic pleasure exploded over her.

As she came down from her climax, Anne started to collapse to the ground. She would have fallen to her knees if not for my hand under her, and I could feel her starting to topple against me, her mouth hanging open, her eyes unfocused.

“May I help?” Rose’s familiar voice startled me, and I turned to face her. She stood there with a smile, a stout little redhead in a dark green tunic and tight breeches that showed off the curve of her hips.

I gently lowered Anne to the ground, where she rested on her knees with her head on the table, before turning to Rose. Clearing my throat, I smiled warmly. “Were we being too loud?”

She grinned cheekily, tucking a crimson strand of hair behind her ear  “Too loud? Oh no, I was just wondering what you needed help with. I was once a student too, you know. Never really got to use Eromagic practically, but…” Rose shrugged.

Though she definitely had an ulterior motive, I decided to play along. “Well, I’ve just been working on this equation. I understand how the overall flow of lust is calculated, but how do I turn that into runes for a spell?”

Rose nodded sagely. “Well, the runes you write are dependent on how you expect the magic to flow. It’s situational. For example-”

The sensation of someone pawing at my pants made me jump, and I looked under the table. Anne had crawled under it and now knelt between my legs with her eyes locked on my cock. Who was I to say no? I lifted my waist to help her drag down my pants.

As my cock flopped out to slap against her cheek, I felt a light smack to the back of my head. “Were you paying attention?” Rose asked with a smile, knowing full well that I hadn’t been.

I shook my head truthfully. “But honestly, if I wanted a lecture, I’d go to class. Maybe a demonstration would be better?”

Rose grinned. “Bold. I like it. You’ve got to come by more often.” In one swift move, she tossed off her tunic, leaving her topless. The curvy librarian left her breeches on as she climbed onto the table, sitting on my notes as she faced me.

As Rose’s heavy tits came into view, Anne started working at my cock. Despite her shyness, she was eager and passionate, twirling her tongue around my cock from base to tip and coating it with a slick layer of cooling spit. She wasted no time in pumping her lips back and forth over me, pushing me deeper and deeper with each thrust.

With Anne slobbering all over my cock, it was hard to pay attention to Rose’s lesson, but she had ways of keeping my interest. Sitting on the table with her legs spread, she grabbed me by the hair and dragged my face between her warm, heavy tits. I felt their pillowy softness against my cheeks as I instinctively licked and kissed and nuzzled. Even then, I was unable to hold back the occasional grunt as I felt the sensitive tip of my cock brush up against the back of Anne’s throat.

“And so, like this, the lust flows from my tits to my pussy,” Rose explained crudely, her words filled with delight. “So you’d want to draw your runes like an arrow, facing downwards.”

To help emphasize her point, I reached up and grabbed her tits, sinking my fingers into her soft chest. I squeezed and kneaded, feeling her moan in delight as her arms loosened on me. Pulling back, I smiled as I saw the warm pleasure on her face as she let me grope her fat, helpless tits.

Though my hands were occupied, I still had my ways of giving Anne what she wanted. Her lips had just found their way to the base of my cock again as I suddenly thrust forward. I felt her hands fly to my inner thighs, clawing against them for support as she choked and gagged but didn’t pull away.

In fact, she held herself down harder, thick strings of drool trickling down over my balls to drench the seat below. She kept that position longer than I expected, swallowing and gagging for my pleasure.

On top of the table, I was lost in Rose’s luscious tits. I brought my lips from one nipple to the other, coaxing deep, throaty moans from her with each wet, messy suck. Just as I was finding a good rhythm between toying with Rose’s breasts and fucking Anne’s face, the librarian pulled away.

I took a few deep breaths as I watched her while the table underneath shook each forceful smack of my waist against Anne’s helpless face. Rose slid her hands into her pants, shoving them down her thighs, then kicking them off. Completely naked, she spread her legs on the table, showing off that needy snatch between luscious, plush thighs.

Rose continued her lecture, unfazed, even as she traced slow circles around her exposed pussy. “On the other hand, if you started here and the pleasure flowed upwards, you’d be drawing a different sort of shape.”

On instinct, I leaned forward to bury my face into her pussy, but Mary caught me by the hair and held me back with a soft smile. “I think you can do better than that.”

I knew what she wanted, and how could I say no? Reaching down, I grabbed Anne’s head and dragged her off my cock with a wet slurp. I felt a little bad for just using her as my cock-warmer, but I promised myself I’d make it up to her later.

For now, I had something else to attend to. Grabbing Rose by the shoulders, I shoved her onto her back, enjoying the way her tits shook. Moving my waist forward, I pressed the tip of my cock into her familiar entrance.

With one hard thrust, I was inside. Rose threw back her head, arching her tits up into my chest. “Yes!” she gasped. “Fuck, it’s been so long!”

I grinned as I leaned in to kiss her, pushing the rest of my cock slowly into her body. She groaned against my mouth as I pressed her down into the table, grinding my cock deep into her body.

Once I had her right where I wanted her, I lifted my hips, then brought them down with a hard, meaty smack that made her body shake. Rose’s hands came up to grab me by the shoulders, nails digging into me as she pushed her waist to mine. “Come on,” she growled. “Give me what I need.”

My waist crashed down into her again, then again. I fucked Rose hard, each thrust sending a ripple through her curvy body. She wrapped her legs around me on instinct, trying to pull me close, but that didn’t stop me from riding her hard.

As my rough, balls-deep thrusts continued to make the table shake, I suddenly felt a new, pleasing sensation against my balls from behind. Glancing behind me, I realized that Anne had crawled out from under the table and positioned herself under me. She had stripped naked, her hands brushing over her bare body as she squatted shamelessly on the ground.

I devoured the sight of her nude body as she leaned forward and pressed her face against my balls. Her nose brushed up against the back of my sack as her wet, willing tongue slurped against the bottom, tasting her own, drooling spit mixed in with the raw lust trickling from Mary’s trembling pussy.

“Hey! Over here.” Rose slid her left arm off my back and took me by the chin to guide my gaze back to her. “I know she’s good, but it’s my pussy you’re in right now.”

“Don’t be jealous,” I teased, pressing down against her once again. With the feeling of Anne’s warm, wet tongue dancing between me and Rose, my hips moved faster and harder, crashing down brutally into her pinned body. “I like everyone equally.”

“Uh huh,” Rose rolled her eyes with a smile. “Now, finish fucking me so you can give that shy whore what she deserves.”

Anne must have heard that, since she redoubled her efforts to paint our bodies with her spit. The lusty wet slurping sound perfectly complemented the hard, heavy smacks as I rammed Rose into the table.

We didn’t have much longer to go. Rose came before I did, suddenly, her hands clawing into my shoulders as her legs tightened around my waist. She released a loud, whimpering scream that I promptly shut up with a hard kiss, my tongue diving wetly into her mouth. Her pussy clenched around me, and a waterfall of raw, wet lust trickled down my cock and balls and flowed into Anne’s eager mouth.

My climax followed not long after. With one, final, hard thrust, balls-deep into Rose’s body, I smashed her ass flat into the table, ruining my papers as the first heated, heavy pulse of seed filled her up, then started to flood out of her. The sensation of my fresh, thick, sticky jizz filling her up made her shudder, a second, smaller orgasm overcoming her as she lay helplessly under me.

Throughout it all, Anne helped coax our lust higher, her tongue dancing between both of us. Even as I emptied my balls into Rose, I could already feel my desires building back up, the fire in my core not yet ready to burn out. I couldn’t relax even as those deliciously familiar waves of pleasure washed over my body. Usually, I would have rested after a mind-blowing finish like that.

Except I had more to do. Rose might have been done, her arms and legs sliding off of me to fall to our sides, but my cock was more than ready for another round. When I pulled out of her creampied pussy, I was still rock hard, the tip of my cock gleaming with Rose’s lust as the tip leaked out a continuous stream of prejizz.

I turned to face Anne, and she was ready for me. As soon as the tip of my cock smacked into her cheek, her lips were on it, cleaning my recently finished cock. She showed absolutely no shame as she greedily swallowed another woman’s lust coating my length.

Though I would have been happy with another blowjob, I had something else in mind. Anne deserved more for her service, after all. Reaching down, I grabbed her by the throat, pushing her back and lifting her up. She gasped, fingers coming up to wrap around my wrist as she stared eagerly into my eyes. “Yes?” she asked softly. “Was I doing okay? Please, I’ll do anything you want.”

I pushed her back into the chair I had been sitting in, then dragged her legs apart. Anne gasped, then trembled, pushing her waist forward and offering me her bare pussy. I smiled as I leaned over her, then pressed my lips into hers, closing my eyes as our tongues danced.

Her hands came up to brush warmly over my chest. She hooked her ankles around my hips and pulled me in, shuddering as the tip of my cock brushed over her pussy. I took it slow at first, our moans mingling as the bottom of my shaft rubbed over her clit.

When our kiss broke, I pulled back and reached down to guide the tip of my cock into her. “You’ve been a very good girl,” I assured her.

I couldn’t help but smile at the way her expression brightened. She squirmed under me, glancing down with embarrassment as each little movement guided the tip of my well-lubed cock deeper into her body. “I mean. I just did what came naturally to me.” She looked back up. “I just wanted to make you happy. After all, you’re my first friend here.”

Her words made me pause for a moment. Anne wasn’t going to let me stop, though, pulling me forward with her hands on my shoulders and her feet against the back of my waist. I slid my hands up between us and cupped her tits, squeezing and kneading. As my cock bottomed out inside her, I leaned in and gently kissed her nose. “The first of many,” I promised.

With that, we let the lust take over. I lost myself in her soft, needy body, pumping my cock in and out of her sweet, tight pussy. I was more gentle this time than I had been before, but even then, the chair creaked under us with each slow thrust.

I rolled my hips into hers, enjoying the way she pushed herself back up against me. Though her body wasn’t as plush as Rose’s, I still enjoyed the way she pressed into me firmly, her tits crushed into my chest.

Her pussy drooled wetly around me as she buried her face in my shoulder. Just as I was starting to feel my finish start to build, Rose suddenly appeared in the corner of my vision. I paused, looking up at her in surprise. Her tits were still gleaming from my spit, while my creampie slowly dripped from her well-pounded pussy. She fluttered her fingers at me. “Don’t mind me. I just wanted to talk to Anne.”

The brown-haired girl tugged her face away from me, looking surprised and nervous. “Me? What for?” she asked, her pussy clenching anxiously on my cock.

Rose laughed at the look on her face, reaching down to touch her shoulder. “I was just thinking, I think you’d fit in well with the acting club.”

“What?” Anne looked surprised, shaking her head. “That’s, there’s no way-”

I shut up her protests with an extra hard thrust, making her moan. I buried my face between her tits and trailed hungry, lusty kisses up to her neck. I tasted her throaty moans as Rose continued.

“You’d be surprised. Acting is a great way to learn how not to be yourself while also making friends.” She rubbed Anne’s shoulder gently. “You’re right, it may not be for you, but could you at least give it a try? If not for me, then for him?”

I looked up at Rose, who smiled mischievously down at me. I rolled my eyes, but when Anne looked at me, I nodded solemnly even as I rammed another balls-deep thrust into her twitching, needy pussy. “Why not give it a shot? Couldn’t hurt, right?”

Anne bit her lower lip, and not just because she was getting close to finishing. “Maybe. I’ll think about it. Probably,” she promised quietly.

“Good girl,” I murmured again, hearing her moan in response. And good girls deserve good rewards. Bracing my feet against the ground, I suddenly quickened my pace, riding her harder, my waist grinding into her clit hard.

Caught by surprise, Anne had no option but to throw her head back and scream in delight, her nipples hard against my chest as she came hard over my cock.

Her pussy clenched down powerfully on me as I tried to keep thrusting, working myself up to my peak. In the frenzy of our mixed pleasure, an extra hard spasm suddenly forced my cock out of her body, making it bounce up between us. By the time I realized I was fucking the air, my cock grinding over Anne’s bare pussy, she had already reached down and wrapped her fingers around me.

Even in the middle of her own orgasm, Anne managed to jerk me off, one hand pumping hard at the base while the other thumb toyed with my sensitive cock head. It didn’t take long for the pleasure to crash over me as well, my cock pulsing between her fingers as I fired the first thick white shot of jizz up onto her naked body.

Anne jerked me off eagerly as her pussy sprayed its mess over me. Spurt after thick, hot cumshot splattered up her body, decorating her bare skin with rich white ropes. Her head fell back over the chair as she savored our combined orgasms, her body little more than a canvas for my seed.

Finally, as my cock softened in her fingers, Anne let go, laying back against the chair with a blissful look on her face. Rose patted her shoulder, then went to go get her clothes. “Next club meeting is this weekend. I look forward to seeing you there!”

“Mmm.” Anne could do little more than hum in pleasure. I smiled as I slowly moved away from her, pulling up another chair to sit down in.

“I look forward to seeing you in their next play,” I teased as I reached forward and touched her knee. “But before that, do you want to come study somewhere else with me tomorrow? Seeing as we didn’t get much done here.”

Anne nodded, still half-dazed with pleasure. “Mmm.”

“Good,” I stated. Anne was starting to come out of her shell, and I knew just who I wanted to introduce her to.


Chapter 3

“You know, I thought I’d finally get you all to myself today,” Claire joked as she welcomed us into her dorm room.

I rolled my eyes as I stepped into the familiar and cozy place. As before, the bed and desk were crammed close to each other and the window had the same drab view of the alleyway outside. My blonde study friend had decorated a little since then, though, putting up a painting and a few leaflets from around campus.

Anne looked nervous as she paused at the door. “Um. That’s okay. I can leave!”

Claire laughed and reached out to grab her by the wrist. “I’m just kidding. A friend of Arthur’s is a friend of mine. Come in, come in.” She dragged Anne over the threshold.

“Okay! Thanks.” Anne looked nervously excited as she stepped forward.

Claire smiled at her, then turned her attention to me. “So, you’re still catching up on what you missed, huh?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I groaned. “Just give me your notes so I can copy them. I can’t afford to fail this next quiz.”

Claire knelt, opening a drawer and digging around. “Hm. Here. You need quill and parchment?”

“Nah, I’ve got those both with me.” I placed my bag down “Is it okay if I use the desk, though?”

“Yep! Anne and I can study on the bed, right, Anne?” She looped her arm into Anne’s and dragged the other girl towards the bed.

I left them to their own devices as I sat down, sighing as I looked down at Claire’s neat, cramped writing. Why was there so much for just two days? With a sigh, I started to copy, trying to internalize the lessons I was reading.

I managed to work for an hour before I noticed their attempt to distract me. Behind me, on the bed, I heard the soft rustle of clothing, then a small sigh of satisfaction. Was that Claire? It must be, because the next sound I heard was a nervous, pleased giggle from Anne.

As much as I wanted to turn around though, I knew I needed to focus on my studies. I could have fun when I was done.

Less than ten minutes later, there was a satisfied, whining moan, so close that I could feel the breath on my ear. I hunched my shoulders down. I was over halfway done now, just a few more pages to copy.

I finally gave in when I felt someone’s hand rest gently against my shoulder. Sighing, I threw my quill down and looked behind me.

I nearly doubled over in surprise at what I saw there. The person holding onto me was Claire, her bright blue eyes gazing mischievously into my face. She was bent over on her bed, completely naked.

Anne sat behind her, reading from an open textbook. She seemed to be comparing things in the textbook to Claire’s body, eyes darting from one to the other, her fingers tracing over the other girl’s bare ass.

I sighed. “What are you two doing?”

Anne started to stutter, so Claire took over. “Studying,” she responded, batting her eyes innocently at me. “Learning about the difference between people’s bodies. Is there something wrong?”

I shook my head, trying not to stare at Claire’s hanging tits or Anne’s exposed pussy. “No. I’ll probably join in after I’m done.”

It took me immense willpower to turn back to the table, and this time there was no missing the way Claire collapsed in giggles behind me. It made me happy to hear Anne laughing softly as well.

I barely managed to finish another page before the moaning started. As much as I tried to close my mind to it, I couldn’t deny how it was making me feel. Anne’s soft, nervous voice was a lot more confident when making sounds of lust, and my heart pounded as my mind ran wild.

Finally, I gave in. Halfway through a page, I turned around and was greeted by a wonderful sight.

This time, it was Anne who was closer to me, though facing away this time. She was sitting up, and I stared at her beautiful butt for a few seconds before realizing that she was sitting on Claire’s face. The blonde girl’s hair hung over the edge of her bed as she buried her lips against Anne’s pussy. Her bright blue eyes darted up to me, and she winked playfully.

Anne didn’t seem to notice that I’d turned my attention to them. She leaned over Claire’s helpless, naked body, running her hands up and down, from tits to pussy, as she moaned softly. I sighed as I stood, tossing off my shirt and kicking off my pants.

Excitement filled Claire’s eyes but Anne remained lost in exploring the blonde girl’s body. Claire soon brought it to her attention, however, lifting her hands and giving Anne’s ass a double-sided smack.

The girl on top gasped softly, then looked over her shoulder. She saw that I had caught them and her face reddened. Gasping softly as Claire tongued her pussy, Anne stammered. “It was her idea! She wanted to tease you, and I thought it would be fun, so-”

“No need for excuses,” I promised. “You keep doing your studying, and I’ll do what I want to do.”

“O-okay,” Anne gave me one last nervous, eager look before turning forward again. “Wow. You’ve got a really pretty pussy, Claire.”

I could see Claire laughing weakly underneath Anne’s butt. Rolling my eyes, I grabbed Anne’s shoulders and pushed her forward. “Why not get a closer look, then?” I encouraged.

Anne obeyed, leaning over until her face was inches away from Claire’s snatch. As she did so, her pretty, wet pussy came into view, soaked with Claire’s spit. I took in the sight of her luscious snatch for a few moments, dripping with need as it hovered above Claire’s pretty face.

The blonde girl reached out and grabbed me by my left hip, pulling me closer. I shivered with pleasure as the tip of my shaft brushed against Anne’s butt, leaving a sticky trail there. She pushed back towards me greedily, spreading her legs a little wider to offer me her needy hole.

Claire helped push the tip of my cock down to Anne’s entrance, and I shivered with pleasure as I felt that sweet, naughty little hole kiss against the tip of my shaft. Since Claire was handling everything from below, my hands were free to play with Anne above, sliding up her body and groping her tits. She whined with pleasure as I slowly pushed my hips forward, filling her with my throbbing cock.

Soon, her firm ass was pressed against my waist, with my cock buried fully inside her. Her wet, tight inner walls squeezed against me, massaging my cock as I started to ride. Despite her hips rocking back against me, Anne continued to pretend to study, planting a soft kiss against Claire’s clit. “W-wow, I like your taste more than mine,” she remarked in a soft, trembling voice.

“Oh really?” Claire asked from below. “You don’t taste half bad yourself.” With that, her tongue returned to Anne’s pussy, this time brushing over my cock as I started to pump in and out of the other girl. The sensation of that soft, wet tongue playing against my length as I fucked another woman sent a shiver of pleasure up against my spine, and I tightened my hands on Anne’s tits as I drew my waist back.

I didn’t give her much time to adapt and recover before I slammed forward again, my hips landing against her ass with a satisfying smack. Claire let out a small sound of complaint as her tongue dragged down from Anne’s pussy to my balls, but she soon got used to it, my warm sack against her face as she tended to us with her tongue.

My pace quickened naturally, matching the greedy way Anne shoved her waist back towards mine, her ass smacking into my hips as her toes curled. She was still tending to Claire, or at least pretending to, but I could hear her soft grunts of pleasure as she focused on pleasing my cock with her tight pussy.

Remembering what Anne liked, I decided to get a little rougher. I ran my fingers over her soft, warm tits until I found her pert nipples, then flicked over them. Anne gasped in pleasure, her hands moving to my wrists. “More,” she whispered.

My hips rammed harder into her, throwing her against my groping palms. I trapped her underneath me, crushing her to Claire’s body as the blonde girl continued to drag her tongue between us. Thrust after thrust after thrust rocked Anne back and forth, her sweet pussy stroking over me, hot and wet as it gripped down hard.

I could tell she was getting close by the way she whimpered softly, burying her face against one of Claire’s soft thighs. With a devious grin, I moved one hand down from her breast to between her legs, brushing against Claire’s tongue as I searched for Anne’s clit.

Anne gasped when she realized what I was doing. As our bodies came together again and again and again, she shifted the angle of her body, offering her pleasure button to me, ready to surrender herself completely and utterly to my whims.

My thumb and forefinger closed around her pleasure button at the same time I pinched her nipple. I rubbed and twisted as my cock throbbed inside her, and finally, the floodgates opened. With a cry of sheer pleasure, Anne arched back, her body bucking against mine as her fingers clutched helplessly against Claire’s long, pale legs.

Poor Claire was trapped under Anne’s wild, wet orgasm as it sprayed over her face. Down below, I heard Claire sputtering even as she kept her mouth against us, her tongue flicking over my pulsing cock. As Anne’s pussy squeezed and stroked around me, I slammed my waist into her one final time, grinding the tip of my cock into the raw depths of her submissive snatch.

I didn’t hold back as my pleasure peaked and I unloaded my essence into her. I pressed my lips to the back of her neck and groaned in sheer delight as my hot, sticky seed pulsed up through my shaft and started to fill her up. I could feel Anne squeeze and milk me, trying to pull me deeper, but there was so much that it just started to leak back down over my cock.

I sighed with pleasure as I slowly relaxed on top of her, feeling my cock continue to flex as the last few thick cumshots traveled up my twitching cock. Before I could fully relax, though, I yelped as I felt a slight nip at my balls. Pulling up and off of Anne’s well-fucked body, I looked down accusingly.

Claire pulled her face away from me with a smile. She was a mess, lust and cum trickling down her face and cheeks down into her messy hair below. She smiled innocently at me, then brought her face back up to kiss the place on my balls that she had bit. “My turn now? My turn, please?”

I rolled my eyes as I drew back fully, my cock falling out of Anne’s pussy and slapping down against Claire’s face. “Your turn,” I promised. “Once you can get me hard again.”

Claire giggled and let go of Anne’s asscheeks, moving her hands to my hips. Pulling me forward, she happily dragged my cock against her face. Her tongue immediately started to twirl over me, making my soft shaft bounce up and down. Closing her eyes, she pressed her forehead against my balls yet again as she tended to me.

Though Anne’s pussy had drained me well, my creampie leaking out of her twitching snatch onto Claire’s neck, I soon found myself rising to the occasion yet again. It wasn’t long before I was hard enough to start fucking Claire’s upside-down face.

With each fresh thrust of my sensitive cock into Claire’s throat, I felt her mouth run over my cock. My sensitive tip slid over her warm, wet, rough tongue and pushed into the back of her throat. Her neck bulged as I pressed myself deep, deep into her, and I could even feel her gag as my cock swelled larger inside her throat.

After a few moments holding myself down inside her, Claire tapped my hip gently. In response, I slowly drew myself out of her, watching in amazement as my thick, gleaming cock pulled out of her tight, slurping lips.

She took a few moments to breathe. “Good. I think you’re ready now.”

I was inclined to agree, judging by the sight of my thick, hard cock looming above her face. I stepped back as she gently pushed Anne’s helpless body off of her, then sat up and stretched. Turning around, she smiled. “If you really need to keep copying those notes, I think we can make that work.”

Hopping off the edge of the bed, she placed her hands on my shoulders, then pushed me down into the chair again. Stepping forward, she slid into my lap, her pussy grinding over my hard cock. She gasped as her clit brushed over the tip of my shaft, lifting herself.

I ran my hands over her tits, groping her breasts as I leaned up to kiss her. Down below, I moved my waist downward until my cock was aimed directly up into her dripping entrance. As she lowered herself down onto me, I gently eased myself up into her with a soft groan.

Claire was used to my size, but that didn’t mean she could move quickly. Her knees trembled at my sides with every inch of my cock that entered her, and I kept her supported as I watched her face change expressions, from effort to excitement to ecstasy.

Once she had settled down on me, she started grinding into my cock, her clit brushing over my skin. Claire leaned forward, her messy face close to me, her hair hanging over my face. I continued to run my hands over her tits, squeezing and stroking as I bounced her on my lap.

She panted for a moment before managing to get some words out. “T-there. Like this, you can k-keep copying the notes.”

And so I could. It took us a few minutes to turn the chair back to the desk, but I managed. Then, Claire leaned into me, her tits pushing against my chest as I reached around her and picked up my quill and paper again. Looking over her shoulder, if I wanted to, I could keep copying down her notes.

The problem? I didn’t want to. I was too focused on thrusting my cock upward into her, my balls smacking against her butt. I managed to write down a few words before I dropped the pretense and returned my hands to her body, holding her close.

I fully expected to finish inside Claire, though it might take a while with our slow, easy pace. What I didn’t expect was Anne suddenly reappearing behind me. Her firm tits pressed into the back of my head as she leaned over to kiss Claire, who welcomed her lips. Though I couldn’t see much from where I was, I could hear the delicious wet sounds of lust as they made out above me.

But that wasn’t enough for Anne. She showed surprising strength as she turned the chair back around. She stood there with a big, eager smile, her hands on her hips. “I figured I should help my new friend after she helped me.”

Claire swallowed hard as she looked over her shoulder, catching sight of the hungry look on Anne’s face. Before she could say anything, Anne slid forward, her hands coming between me and Claire. She grabbed those tits I had been groping them, squeezing and stroking and kneading. Claire gasped, throwing her hair back, and Anne leaned down to kiss her upside down.

I immediately felt Claire tighten on me, her pussy squeezing down hard. Despite that, I continued at the same pace, forcing myself deep into her. She kept one hand on me while the other moved back to loosely loop over Anne’s neck.

I watched the show in front of me with pure pleasure. My hands rested on Claire’s soft hips as I dragged her up and down on me, while Anne, beautiful, sexy, naked Anne, groped and teased her nipples. The girls’ kiss broke and Claire faced me again, her eyes dazed as she shivered. “I think I’m a bit over my head,” she confessed.

Anne leaned down to nibble her ear. “Good.” The kinky, shy girl slid her right hand down between Claire’s legs, finding her clit with ease. “Now cum for him, cutie.”

Those words were more effective than I thought. Claire gasped in surprise at Anne’s sudden dominant streak. I smiled up at her as Claire surrendered to it, her legs clenching around me as she came hard. Her abs flexed as she dumped her pleasure all over my lap, thick, wet, and messy.

My desire had been building for some time. With Claire’s orgasm, I returned the favor, releasing my own mess inside her. My hips bucked up, lifting us both off the chair as I felt that familiar heated sensation pulse up through my cock. I kept fucking her through our combined orgasms, feeling her pussy tighten even further as my cumming rammed against the depths of her core.

Anne seemed to enjoy watching, her thighs coming together as she smiled down at us. She kept teasing Claire, rendering the blonde girl utterly helpless with her playful fingers. The sight of Claire shivering against Anne’s groping helped refill my libido, earning the blonde girl a few extra hot spurts of cum. Like with Anne, the mess started to trickle back down over me, a mixture of jizz and lust collecting in my lap.

Finally, we relaxed. Anne withdrew from Claire’s body and she sat back on the bed as Claire collapsed forward onto me. My hands gently moved up and down her body as I sighed, hugging her to me. “Thank you, Claire.” I leaned in to kiss her forehead, earning a gentle hum of pleasure.

I looked up to meet Anne’s eyes. She was watching us both with interest, though when she caught me looking, she averted her eyes, face reddening. I smiled at her. “Good girl, Anne.” I felt a surge of warm satisfaction at the pleased shudder that ran down her spine.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, simply enjoying the shared happiness and pleasure between the three of us. Finally, I spoke. “So. Anne. How are you feeling now?”

She looked back up at me, cocking her head as she swung her legs back and forth. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, do you feel like you’ve got a few more friends?  You’re really likable. I’d hate to think that people miss that when they meet you,” I replied honestly.

“Oh. Oh!” Anne’s face turned even redder as she smiled. “I. Um. Thank you. Yes.” She sighed and fell back on top of Claire’s bed. “Yeah. I told myself that, when I got into Eromage University, I’d use my freakiness to become popular. But that was harder to do than I thought, and soon, it felt like everyone already had their own little friend groups.” She sat up with a soft sigh. “So I thought I’d lost my chance until you came by.”

Anne hopped off the bed. Coming to my side, she wrapped her arms around me and kissed my cheek sweetly. “Thank you for that. It’s gonna be hard, but I’ll work on it.” She pulled back a little, her hands still around my neck. “Still, if I need any more help making friends, I’ll be coming to you. So make sure you’re ready.”

I laughed and leaned in to plant a gentle kiss against the side of her soft tit. “I will be.”

My life was about to get even busier, it seemed. Still, that was just the college experience. But now, with so many girls to fuck and so many things to do, there was no way I could make room for something new in my life right? Right?
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