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Chapter 1

“Basic Spellcraft” was a class I had been looking forward to since I arrived at Eromage University. My other classes had taught me a lot about Eromagic, but this was the first time I’d get to actually cast it. Finally, all my sleepless nights and free-use efforts would pay off.

When the day finally came, I arrived at the classroom half an hour early. It was set up differently than the others. Six large desks in two rows of three faced the front, with two seats at each desk. The walls were lined with tools and reference books, and I looked over them curiously.

About ten minutes before class started, the professor walked in. For a moment, she looked surprised to see me there. Tossing back her short blonde hair, she smiled warmly, blue eyes sparkling. “Early, huh? Are you excited?”

She was smaller than expected, a short, petite woman with a slim body. Though her robes were a bit big for her, they emphasized her firm, toned shape. “Yeah,” I confessed, watching as she placed a large bag on the front desk.

She nodded. “I thought you might be. You are, after all, the first man to ever learn Eromagic.” She smiled as she started to take things out of the bag. “I’m Professor Jane Wayson, your Basic Spellcraft teacher. Would you mind helping me set up the class?”

“Of course not.” There wasn’t much to do. Each table was given a few clean sheets of parchment and a piece of soft charcoal, simple tools for simple spells.

By the time we’d finished, the other students were arriving. They shot interested and nervous glances at me as they set up in pairs. By the time I returned to my desk, the middle one on the right, I realized, too late, that I was the only one standing alone.

Not wanting to make a scene, I kept my head high and waited patiently. However, by the time the bell rang, I still didn’t have a partner. Had they made a mistake?

After a few, awkward minutes of silence, Professor Wayson cleared her throat. “Well, I suppose-”

She paused as someone suddenly rushed through the door. The new arrival was unperturbed by her own lateness as she called out to the professor. “Sorry for being late!”

Professor Wayson cleared her throat. “Morgana. Hello. Please take a seat next to your partner.”

Morgana made her way towards me. Her shoulder-length raven black hair bounced with each step as she stopped in front of me. Her large, heavy tits nearly brushed against my stomach as she smiled cheekily. “So I’m the lucky one who gets the guy, huh? Can’t wait.”

I had to admit that I was impressed. She was bolder than the other girls I’d met at Eromage University. Instead of a cloak or dress, Morgana wore a form-fitting dark blue shirt above a pair of tight brown breeches. As Professor Wayson cleared her throat and started to speak, Morgana faced forward, leaning on the table even as she scooted up next to me.

The instructions were simple. Professor Wayson wrote a few runes on the whiteboard, ones that we recognized from our classes. We were supposed to explore our lab partner’s bodies and use those runes to enhance their lusts, then take notes and draw diagrams accordingly. “Remember, Eromagic doesn’t create lust, it can only amplify what’s already there,” she stated. “And if things go too far, too fast you can always use the negation spell castitas.”

“Castitas,” I repeated to myself softly, feeling the cleansing magic wash over me. “Wow.” I didn’t think I would have to use it, but it was good to know.

As Professor Wayson finished speaking, Morgana turned to me with a cheeky smile. “Well, you want to go first, or do you want me to?”

Surprised by her boldness, I could only stutter for a few moments. “I, er-” My face reddened as I grew aware that the other girls, despite pretending to be engaged in their own experiments, were watching us with interest.

My partner had no such qualms. “You? Fine by me. Let’s see what we’re working with, then.” Her hands moved to my shirt, quickly unbuttoning it all the way down. Before I could respond, her fingers hooked into the waistline of my pants, pulling them down to let my cock bounce free.

Though I had been naked around campus before, things were moving faster than I was used to. My face flushed red as I looked around, only to realize that most of the other students were stripping, albeit slower than me. As my eyes danced over their bare asses and soft tits, they averted their curious gazes. I met Professor Wayson’s eyes, and she smiled warmly at me, gesturing for me to continue.

Feeling a little more confident, I turned back towards Morgana. She was waiting for me with a knowing look on her face. “Got enough of an eyeful? Good, now it’s my turn.”

She dropped to her knees in front of me, leaning in. Thanks to nerves and the suddenness of it all, my cock was still soft, though I felt a tremor of pleasure as her breath played over my bare shaft. Morgana grinned as she watched my cock twitch. “I’ve only seen it in diagrams before. I have to say, it’s uglier than I thought.” She laughed as she looked up at me. “Not in a bad way, I promise! Ugly in a cute way.”

I couldn’t help but smile and roll my eyes. Her joking attitude was helping me relax, my cock slowly rising in front of her face. Reaching down, I stroked her hair and felt her lean against my hand.

Her palms ran up my thighs, sending shivers of heated pleasure through my body. Her thumbs brushed against the inside of my legs, coming in close to my cock. As it grew harder above her, casting a shadow over her face, she bit her lower lip. Her hazel eyes followed my tip as her breathing quickened, heavy breasts swaying back and forth inside her tight top.

“Wow. Glorious,” Morgana whispered. That was quite the upgrade from ugly and cute, I thought. Before I could voice a teasing reply, she moved forward and planted a heavy, wet kiss against my balls.

I gasped in surprise, my waist jerking forward on instinct, thrusting my cock into the air. Morgana giggled softly. “That was a nice response.”

“Yeah? Are you going to try for more?” I taunted hopefully.

“Maybe. But we should pay attention to the assignment, hm?” Her hands ran up my thighs and to my belly, trailing across it back and forth. She rose, her face pressing against the bottom of my shaft as she brushed her thumbs against the base. “Here might be a good place for a rune,” she whispered, her lips playing over my shaft. “I can feel your lust, ready to explode.”

My cock trembled against her face as I shivered in delight. “Go for it then.” I reached over and plucked the charcoal from the table, offering it to her.

Morgana ignored it. “I want to explore a little more.” Opening her mouth, she extended her tongue and dragged it up the bottom of my cock. The cooling, wet streak of saliva made me shudder, my cock leaking onto her face.

A streak of sticky off-white decorated her dark hair and pale skin, but she didn’t seem to notice as she smiled. “Maybe something around here too?” she wondered aloud, her breath playing over my shaft as she stroked my hips with her fingers. “Or…”

Morgana suddenly stood, and stepped forward, her warm body close. Her clothed thigh brushed against my cock, pressing it warmly up into me. Her soft skin squeezed my cockhead against my belly as she gently moved her leg up and down, stroking it. Staring into my face, she traced her fingers around my nipples teasingly. “Could these be good as well?” she asked almost innocently.

Just as I was about to respond, Professor Wayson’s voice rang clearly through the classroom. “If you’re still experimenting on your partner, that’s okay, but now might be a good time to take notes or switch sides, if you’re ready. Remember, the point of this session is to try the runes you’ve been learning in class!”

With a wry smile, Morgana pulled away, giving me some space to breathe. My eyes clung to her body hungrily, my cock dancing with desire. She tipped me a wink, then turned to face the table, bending over and thrusting her ass out behind her. “You’ll have to excuse me for a moment. I’ve got to take some notes on that.”

I took a moment to recover, my body shivering from the heat of her teasing. Pulling my eyes away from her, I looked around the classroom once again, wondering what the others were doing. Some groups had already drawn crude, charcoal glyphs on each other’s bodies, though they didn’t seem to be having much effect. Others continued to experiment, slim fingers playing over pussies, across nipples, and into mouths.

The sight amplified my arousal, and my cock gave another hard flex, desperate. I turned my attention to where Morgana was bent over in front of me, her delicious, plush asscheeks thrust out at me.

Though this wasn’t technically part of the class, it could still be considered part of my free-use privileges, right? With a grunt, I brought both my hands down onto her clothed ass, grinning as I watched the impact ripple through her body.

Morgana gasped, her quill sliding across the parchment. Surprisingly, she didn’t glance back, instead returning to her notes. Her ass swayed a bit more eagerly in front of me as I heard her breathing quicken. Taking that as an invitation, I grabbed her pants and hauled them downwards.

Her large, pale ass greeted me, and she eagerly kicked off her pants and spread her legs wider. Her warm, wet pussy trembled with anticipation, petals opening to welcome me into her wet lust. Stepping forward, I dragged my cock along her snatch, feeling her hot, sticky lust paint over me. The thick of my cock bumped against her clit, making her gasp, and she tightened her thighs around my length.

Leaning over, I read her notes over her shoulder as I slid my hands up into her shirt. She was scribbling something about the directionality of lust, and what runes she wanted to try using on my body. I grinned as I pressed my hands into her tits, squeezing their softness and feeling her hard nipples dig into my palms. “So, what do you think?” I whispered into her ear as I dragged my cock back and forth between her plush thighs.

She shivered, her ass shaking against my waist as her quill paused. Looking over her shoulder, Morgana gave me a cheeky smile. “I think it’s your turn to find out where you want to mark me,” she whispered back.

I drew my hips back as I focused my fingers on her nipples, tweaking and pinching them. She leaned forward, groaning softly as her thighs squeezed tighter over me, trying not to let me escape.

Not that I wanted to pull out. The tip of my cock slipped up and notched perfectly against her soaked entrance. Before she realized what was happening, I was inside her, pushing myself balls-deep into her welcoming pussy. Morgana gasped, throwing her dark hair back as her thighs trembled.

Even as her legs threatened to collapse, I thrust into her again, shoving her onto the table. She grunted, dropping the quill, her fingers clawing into the wood. “You like it? Go on, then, take what you need.”

I did exactly as she asked, drawing back, then slamming my waist into her ass with a loud clap. Leaning over her, I nipped at her shoulder as I growled into her ear. “I’ve decided. I want to mark you deep inside.”

Morgana’s breathless laughter was interrupted when I squeezed her tits hard. Tired of the shirt between us, I shoved it up and over her breasts, exposing her body to the world. Moaning, she arched into me, pressing her tits against my rough, groping hands.

Each thrust threw her forward, crushing her breasts against my palms. The sheer force of my hips had lifted her off the ground, and now her feet hung under her, helpless as I pinned her to the table. Despite this, Morgana shoved herself back against me with every bit of effort she could muster, her hands digging into the table as she helped me drive my cock harder, deeper into her.

“You two look like you’re having fun.” Professor Wayson’s words stopped me for a moment, my cock buried up to the hilt inside Morgana’s clenching pussy. The professor had snuck up on us, and now leaned against the table, smiling as her eyes danced over our entwined bodies.

When my hips paused, Morgana whined, wriggling back, trying to get me to fuck her again. Ignoring this, Professor Wayson continued. “While pleasure is certainly not forbidden here, remember that you need to be practicing your Eromagic.” She smiled and tipped a wink at me before continuing to the next table.

Though I was having fun, I knew I could fuck people anywhere, but I could only practice magic here. With a soft sigh, I pulled out of Morgana slowly, letting her feet hit the floor again. “Hey! What’s going on? Why’d you stop?” she groaned as my cock slid out of her, still stiff.

As I grabbed the charcoal and took a step back, Morgana whirled around, her brown eyes brimming with fierce fury. “What’s the big idea? I was having fun!” She stepped towards me, grabbing my cock and starting to stroke, long, slow pumps that had her palm brushing over the head of my cock.

Trying to ignore the heated pleasure traveling up my spine, I brought the charcoal up towards her skin. “Want to try some magic?”

Morgana rolled her eyes. “Here.” She slowed her stroking and grabbed my wrist with her free hand, guiding me. Bringing her chin up, she pulled the dark substance against the center of her collarbone. “Right here. Draw whatever you want.”

Though it was hard to think, I managed to mark her with one of the runes we had learned. She looked at it critically. “Fine. Works. And now…” She pulled my hand down further, between her soft breasts, then over her warm belly. “Right here,” she groaned as I brushed over the skin under her belly button. I added another mark there, dark against her pale skin.

I was starting to lose my self-control with her hand stroking over me, and I dropped the charcoal as she hauled me forward and pressed the tip of my cock into her soaking-wet entrance. Standing on the tips of her toes, Morgana crushed her lips to mine. Her tits squeezed between us, soft and heavy, and my hands wrapped around her back to pull her close.

Our tongues danced for a moment, eyes closing as we savored the heat of our bodies against each other. My cock leaked up into her pussy, only to have the mess trickle back down as I slid against her. She shivered against me, grinding her waist back and forth, shivering every time her clit brushed over me.

The kiss broke with a wet sound, and Morgana pulled away, leaning back against the table. She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, panting hard as she stared at me. Spreading her legs, she swallowed, then grabbed my right wrist. “Now, place your hand right here…” She pulled my hand into her left breast. “And fill me with your energy. Let your lust flow. Cast your magic.”

Was this it? Was this really how Eromagic worked? It seemed so simple, so crude, and yet so elegant at the same time. I could feel the fiery arousal rise in me, my cock throbbing with needy desire, mere inches away from her dripping wet pussy. With a deep breath, I took that energy and pushed it out, feeding Morgana my desire, my eyes dancing over the dark runes on her body.

Her eyes widened. “Wait. Hold back a little! If you do it like that…!” Before I could ask what she meant, she arched back with a scream. I could almost sense the electric tension pulsing through her body, moving from the sensitive spot on her chest down to the core of her belly. Her hips jerked up furiously as she screamed and came, spraying her warm, wet lust all over my cock and waist.

I watched in stunned amazement as she thrashed, caught in the throes of utter, shameless lust. She came and came and came, her pussy trembling as she fell back against the table. “Ohhhh fuck…” she groaned as my hand left her body.

In the awkward silence that followed, I realized that Morgana’s explosion had drawn the attention of everyone in the room. Girls in various states of undress stared at us, and I could feel my face reddening from the attention, even as Morgana lay limply in front of me.

Thankfully, Professor Wayson interrupted, stepping in front of me with a smile. “As you can see, part of learning Eromagic is preventing the effects from being too powerful. That’s why it’s better for the person casting to do the exploration, rather than letting the spell’s subject choose where to put the runes.” She raised her voice with the last sentence, making sure Morgana could hear it despite her lust-addled state.

“Still, that was impressive. Good job. I look forward to having you in my class.” Professor Wayson patted me on my shoulder before walking away. “Now, for everyone else, feel free to leave if you need to go. Class is over, but if you need to practice more before the next one, stop by my office for supplies.”

As the professor began to gather up her belongings, most of the other groups began to pack up as well. I, on the other hand, turned back towards Morgana, who had managed to lift her upper half up and glare at me with her dark eyes. “Don’t you dare go anywhere. Come here,” she growled.

When I stepped closer, she leaned forward and grabbed me by the cock. Smiling fiercely, she tugged me between her thighs, pulling my tip against her entrance. “I could use my magic on you, but I don’t feel like humiliating you like that. Be grateful.” She sat up, pressing her soft breasts against me as she planted a kiss against the side of my jaw.

I smiled at her harsh teasing. Under it all, I could sense her intense desire, her need to be worshiped and satisfied. Who was I to deny her? I suddenly shoved her back onto the table, then followed her there. When she tried to rise, I pinned her down again by her shoulders, a fierce look on my face.

I enjoyed the way she shivered in delight as I dragged my heavy, needy cock up against her inner thighs. She gritted her teeth as she felt my well-lubed tip press against her pussy yet again, her recent orgasm leaking out over it. Her hands came up and cupped my face. “Be merciless,” she growled before pulling me into a hungry kiss.

I did exactly as I was asked. My hips rammed forward, my waist crashing into her thighs with a satisfying thud. Her legs flew open before her ankles came together and locked around my back, pulling me deep. As I started to thrust into her, her soft, curvy body rammed up into mine, our hips coming together with wild, lusty smacking sounds.

Our kiss broke and she arched against me, gasping in pure pleasure. “Fuck!” Her eyes rolled back as her nipples dug into my chest. Her pussy squeezed down harder as she buried her face into my shoulder, moaning helplessly.

Even then, I continued, ramming hard, brutal, balls-deep thrusts into the depths of her body. Her pussy squeezed and clenched, still riding the remnants of her last orgasm. My own climax was approaching quickly, all the faster thanks to the sight of Morgana under me, this soft, dark-haired beauty with the brash, shameless mouth.

She caught me staring and lifted her head, smiling through gritted teeth. “What’re you looking at?” she snarled good-naturedly.

“You,” I answered truthfully with a gasp. Once again, I pushed her down, pinning her to the table, my body atop hers. This time, I allowed her no escape, angling my cock down further.

Each hard thrust made her entire body shake, and my waist crashed down against her clit with each smack, making her tremble and groan. Her ankles pressed into the base of my back as her fingers clawed into my shoulders. “Fuck! Yes! Gonna cum! Gonna cum!” she screamed.

I hit my peak just before she did, encouraged by Morgana’s sheer eagerness. Even as the first, blazing hot cumshot traveled through my cock, I kept thrusting, unable to stop myself.

Morgana grunted softly as the first pulse of my male essence painted her inner walls. “Unfh…” She moaned softly, her head lolling back as her mouth fell open. Her second orgasm was gentler than the first, a soft, warm, weak shuddering over my cock. Her lust leaked down my length as I emptied myself into her again and again and again.

I enjoyed the way she shuddered and shivered with each fresh load. Her arms and legs tightened around me as we slowly came down from our finishes, an utter mess painting the inside of our entwined thighs.

Finally, Morgana relaxed, letting her body fall back to the table with a sigh. “H-holy fuck,” she whimpered.

I had the same sentiments. Gently rising from her body, I glanced around only to realize that the classroom was empty. We were the only ones here now, enjoying each other’s bodies in the late morning sunlight. I sighed and relaxed back down into Morgana’s softness, knowing that my next class wouldn’t be for a few hours.             

She was nearly purring with delight as we came together once again. Running her fingers over my shoulders, she sighed. “Glad we got matched up together, yeah? This is going to be a fun class.” Morgana laughed softly, her tits shaking against my chest.

As I looked down into her pretty, pale face and luscious black hair, and as I felt her warm, soft body against mine, I couldn’t help but agree with her. I couldn’t wait to see what sort of dirty, sexy magic we could get up to together.


Chapter 2

The second-floor room we’d chosen to use as a study space looked out onto the campus quad, now painted with the colors of the sunset. We had our Basic Spellcraft practical exam coming up, a private presentation in front of the teacher, and we needed to be ready. Though there’d been a few more classes since the first, none had been as explosive, and we wanted to recapture that magic again.

“Fuck, I hate this shit,” Morgana groaned, laying her head down on the desk.

I set down my quill and sighed as I looked over at her. “Yeah, it sucks, but once we’re done planning, we can try it out on each other. I know you like that part,” I teased.

Morgana grinned back, then abandoned her work to scoot closer to me. Leaning over, she placed her hand over my crotch, her warm thigh pressing into mine. Her breath tickled my ear as she spoke. “Or we could just let instinct take over.”

Though I wanted to give in, I pulled away instead, clearing my throat. Morgana pouted but released me with a soft sigh. A few moments later, though, she was on me again, her heavy breasts pressed into my back as she looked over my shoulder. I raised my eyebrows. “Are you not worried about  passing?”

This made her hesitate, even as her hands trailed down my chest and towards my crotch. Finally, she spoke as her palms ran over my shaft. “I mean. Yeah. Who isn’t? But also…this is the second time I’ve taken the class. I failed my first round of Practical Eromagic.”

I looked over at her in surprise. “Really? You seem so good at it!” Throughout our classes, Morgana had always known exactly how to manipulate her own lust.

She laughed awkwardly, tugging away and sitting down again. “That’s what they all say. I mean, I know my body well, and I’m pretty good with my other classes, but, like, actually using Eromagic on someone else?” She shook her head. “I choke up every time. It sucks. The only thing that works for me is castitas,” she laughed. “The only Eromagic I can cast is the one that stops the fun!”

Now, I realized that each time we’d been in class, it was me casting magic on her. Though she made a show of drawing runes on me when Professor Wayson walked by, Morgana had never actually done anything to me.

I reached over and placed a hand on her knee. “Okay. So why don’t we practice?”

Morgana smiled at me weakly. “You’re real sweet. Don’t you think I’ve tried? I’ve got a reputation, even. When I showed up late, I was wondering which poor girl would be stuck with me. Turns out, it’s you.” She laughed softly and eased her arm around my shoulder. “Don't worry, though. You’ll pass, I promise. It’s just me who can’t use magic to save her life.”

I felt a pang of frustration run through me as I shrugged off her arm. “What? So you’re just going to give up without trying?”

She drew back, a hurt look on her face. “I am trying. I mean…” She gestured lamely at her papers.

I shook my head. “That’s not trying. Go. Back to your seat. Start studying.” I looked down at my notes, then pushed them aside. “Gimme a few moments. I’m going to come up with something. We’re going to pass together, Morgana.”

She looked shocked for a moment, then did as she was told. At the same time, I dug through my notes, trying to find a way to help her with Eromagic.

The sun had fully set by the time I rose from my seat, tired but inspired. Surprisingly, Morgana had remained quiet and continued to study the entire time, only occasionally shooting a nervous glance over at me.

She kept her head down as I walked over to her, though I could see her tremble in anticipation. Smiling, I reached down and slid my right hand into her top, running my palm over her soft breasts as I leaned in close. Morgana shivered as I whispered into her ear. “I know you’ve been looking forward to this.”

She turned to me, nodding fiercely and biting her lower lip. Looking at her notes, I could see all sorts of intense scribbling, from various runic configurations to detailed sketches of sexual positions. She really had put her mind to it.

I pulled my hand out of her shirt and gently patted her cheek. “I’ve got some ideas, but first, I’m curious. Where do you think I get the most pleasure?”

Morgana shook her head. “Not sure. I mean, for girls, I can tell, but for guys-”

I shook my head and cleared my throat. “You seemed to know just fine on the day we met. Go on.” I pushed my waist towards her. “Give it a shot, at least.”

She brought her hands up to my pants and tugged them down slowly, gazing up at me with a nervous expression. Soon, however, lust shone from her eyes as my cock came into view, still soft, but slowly growing harder as she stared at it.

“Um. I know you’re sensitive here, right?” she asked, moving her face forward and gently pressing a kiss to my leaking tip.

A shiver of pleasure ran up my spine as I smiled and nodded. “Keep going,” I encouraged.

She wrapped her lips around the tip, flicking at my cockslit with her tongue. I grunted softly, my hips bucking forward on instinct before I placed a hand on her head and gently pushed her away. “I meant find other spots, not just this one.”

Morgana pouted, but I could see a teasing smile on her face. Wrapping one hand around the base of my shaft, she started to stroke, her grip soft and warm. Leaning forward, she pressed a gentle kiss to the skin right above the base of my cock. Then, with a thoughtful look, she slid her face under me and dragged her tongue wetly over my balls.

I groaned at the sensation of that warm, wet licking over my heavy sack. She kissed and nuzzled, her pretty face buried against me, and I felt a soft groan of pleasure vibrating into my thighs.

Pulling back, she wiped her lips with the back of her free hand, her brown eyes glittering eagerly. “Um. Maybe one of those places would be good to focus on?” she asked. As she spoke, I noticed her thighs clenching.

I nodded. “If I had to choose, I think I like the bottom of my cock better.”

Morgana nodded, leaning in to plant one last kiss against my balls. “Noted. If I were more experienced, I would try all three, but…” She shrugged. “You think it’ll work this time?”

“I hope so. But you need to do at least two runes to make sure there’s a direction for the spell to flow, remember?” I reminded her softly.

“Oh! Right. Um. I was a little distracted,” she laughed, sitting back. Her hands roamed roughly over her thighs and chest, still clothed, as she surveyed my body. “This is easier with girls. They’ve got more pleasure spots. Where else am I going to draw a rune on a guy?”

I patted her head gently. “Why don’t you find out, hm? You seemed pretty good at making me cum the first time.”

“Well, that time I was naked and teasing the hell out of you. It wasn’t hard,” she confessed.

Both my eyebrows shot up. “Yeah? Why don’t you try it again?”

A look of surprise crossed her face. She opened her mouth to respond, then set her jaw. Standing up, she tugged off her tight clothes, throwing her shirt onto the ground behind her. Her heavy tits shook as she tossed her hair back, then stood. Staring up into my face boldly, she shoved her pants down her thighs and kicked them off as she stepped forward.

I couldn’t deny the effect that her naked body had on me. I could feel the heat of her skin against mine, her glistening pussy mere inches from my throbbing cock. Her heavy tits rested against my chest as she placed her hands on my shoulders and ran her fingers down my arms. Her eyes stared intensely into my face as she watched my response.

I didn’t hide anything from her as I let out a low moan of pleasure. Morgana slowly worked her way down my body, staring at me with interest as her tits dragged over my abs, then my waist. My hips thrust forward and I gasped as her soft tits engulfed my shaft. She looked hopeful for a moment as she brought her face forward and kissed my waist. “Mmm. Maybe I can mark you here? No, that’s still too close. Wait, I have an idea!”

She stood quickly and could sense her determination as she moved behind me. Her heavy, soft tits pressed into my back, making me shiver. She brought her hands to my chest and then started sliding down my body, her hard nipples dragging down my back.

I had a bigger reaction when her hands brushed over my thighs and her soft tits pressed against my firm ass. My cock flexed, the tip drooling with preseed.

Morgana noticed. “Hm? Oh!” She quickly rushed to my front again. Before the gleaming, pearly mess could break off the tip of my cock, she quickly swallowed me down, wrapping her lips around my cock head and cleaning me with her rough tongue. I gasped softly, reaching down to hold onto her dark hair.

After a few moments, she pulled away, wiping her lips, her eyes glittering with inspiration. “That’s it! Your butt! I mean, of course it is, it’s right next to your cock. It all makes sense now.” She stood up, reaching to the side and grabbing a piece of charcoal. She glanced at her notes quickly, then looked at me again. “May I?”

I nodded, spreading my legs a little and holding my arms out. “Be my guest.” I couldn’t help but smile at her eagerness.

She quickly sketched a few runes on me, one at the base of my cock, the other on my lower back, right above my butt. She tossed the charcoal aside, then stepped in front of me again, her eyes glittering with eagerness. “Ready?” she asked.

I nodded. Closing her eyes, she whispered something, then stilled. I could feel her quiet focus fill the room, trying to manifest her lust and desire on my body.

After a few moments, she opened her eyes again. “Well? What do you think?”

As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t lie to her. “Nothing,” I admitted, shaking my head.

Though her face showed disappointment, it also showed determination. She moved to my side, frowning. Her right hand ran down my chest, while the left trailed down my back as she tried to figure out what was going wrong. Her breasts pressed into my arm as she mumbled to herself. “I could have sworn…”

When her hands wrapped around the base of my cock and touched my butt at the same time, I realized her spell had worked, perhaps even better than expected.

Our only warning was my sudden grunt of surprised delight as I felt the sudden, leg-weakening rush of pleasure slam into me. “Fuck!” I screamed as my cock shuddered, more sensitive than I had ever felt before. Her hand felt so good against my ass, brushing over the back of my thighs gently, teasingly.

I nearly collapsed as the first spurt of hot, thick white cum sprayed from the tip of my cock, then splattered onto the carpet below. Wide-eyed, Morgana watched it, then stroked me again, coaxing another out. Her hand brushed over my tip, and the third spurt of jizz painted her palm with a heavy, sticky mess.

By now, my legs were weak, and I found myself collapsing to the ground. Morgana continued to keep her hands on me as she fell with me, kneeling down and letting me sit on her lap. Now realizing what she had done to me, she smiled devilishly as she wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock and started to stroke, this time aiming my tip towards her body.

I painted her skin with each stroke, my hips jerking up with pleasure as I rested on her warm legs. The hand that had been on my ass now moved behind my neck, pulling my face into her soft, pillowy tits. She pulled me into her breasts, letting me bury my face against them sucking at her skin, then her nipple as she milked me dry.

With each stroke, a fresh wave of cramping pleasure struck. My legs shuddered and tensed as my waist fucked up into her merciless handjob. My mind went blank as I lost myself in the pleasure, buried against her warm, welcoming body.

Finally, when my cock was shooting blanks, she released me, hand sliding off my shaft as she lowered me away from her breasts. Exhausted, I slid off her lap and onto my butt, staring up at her with surprise and delight. As I watched, she brought her cum-covered palm to her lips, slowly licking it clean, while her other hand slid between her thighs to play with her pussy.

Once she’d finished cleaning herself off, Morgana looked at me, joy and amazement in her eyes. As my cum trickled down the side of her body, she reached over and scooped me into a hug. “I did it! I really did it!”

“So you did,” I responded, drained and satisfied from the mind-melting orgasm. “Good job. Now, let’s make sure we can repeat it, yeah? After I recover.”

Excitedly, Morgana planted a big, wet kiss against my cheek before pulling away. “Yeah! I’m gonna take some notes.”

Unceremoniously dropping me back onto the floor, she quickly stood and made her way back to the desk. Bending over it, she picked up her quill and began to scribble eagerly.

It took me a few moments to realize that, despite my recent climax, I was still ready for more. My cock remained rock hard, almost painfully so, as it throbbed between my legs. I stood up slowly, walking over to where Morgana was, scribbling notes down so eagerly that she still hadn’t bothered sitting down.

Unable to help myself, I reached over and smacked her ass hard. My handprint marked her butt as her hips swayed from side to side. Morgana gasped softly, then looked over her shoulder at me. “Oh my, still ready to go after all that? That’s the power of Eromagic, huh?” She reached over and gently tapped the tip of my cock with her finger, making it dance.

I responded by spanking her other asscheek, turning both sides red as she bit her lip and moaned. “Like what you see, huh? You wanna fuck it?” She arched back, spreading her legs wider. Reaching back with her left hand, she spread her asscheeks, revealing her needy, trembling rosebud.

I positioned myself behind her, grabbing the base of my cock and pushing the tip towards her asshole. As I pressed into her, Morgana paused. “Hold on. Let me try something…” I felt her body tense as she focused again.

This time, I did feel the Eromagic being cast. I shuddered as I felt a warm, slippery coating trickle over my cock, covering me from base to tip. Glancing down, I couldn’t see it, but when I gently touched my shaft, I could feel it there.

“That’ll help,” Morgana murmured, turning to her notes again. “Now, don’t hold back. You deserve a reward after helping me with this.” She couldn’t hide her smile as she turned away, her firm asscheeks and tight backdoor on full display.

I eased the tip of my shaft against her again. Morgana bit back a gasp as I started to push forward, feeling her tight hole start to yield to me. My hands moved to her hips, stroking, then gripping hard as I slid into her.

Her warm tightness gripped my cock tightly, hot and warm even with the invisible Eromagic lube. My toes curled against the carpeted floor as I felt her push back into me, both of us going slowly, enjoying every slow, depraved inch of my cock plunging into her asshole.

Somehow, I made it all the way in without needing to pull back. As soon as my hips pressed into Morgana’s reddened ass, I felt her relax and let out a gasp of relief. Her pussy drooled against my balls as I rode my hips against hers, enjoying the sensation of my cock shifting inside her tight asshole.

“Holy fuck,” she murmured. “I can’t believe it all fits.”

I spanked her left asscheek again, smiling. “Weren’t you supposed to be studying?”

She threw a playful glance over her shoulder. “Weren’t you supposed to be pounding my ass? You do your job, and I’ll do mine.”

Laughing, I got to work. My hands tightened on her hips as I drew back, tugging her body back with me. I watched my thick, hard cock slide out of her, every little movement sending tremors of pleasure through my core.

My next thrust was a lot faster than my first. Now that I knew she could take me easily, I didn’t need to hold back. With a grunt of pleasure, I smashed my waist into hers, flattening her firm buttocks into her body.

The force of my thrust shoved her into the table, making her grunt. “Fuck! That’s rough!” With a snarl, she forced her waist back against me. “Keep going!”

I planned to. I started to ride her hard, and the sound of my waist clapping into her ass filled the air. My left hand tightened on her hips, holding her in place, while my right reached out and grabbed her by the hair, dragging her head back. Morgana gasped, then grunted, her tits bouncing under her as I pounded her ass.

She had stopped taking notes, and her hands clawed into the surface of the table as she surrendered her asshole to me. Every time my hips came forward, she shoved her waist back, meeting my passionate thrusts with her own body. As I watched, she brought her right hand down between her thighs, greedily flicking at her clit and pussy, occasionally brushing over my sensitive balls.

We rode the mounting pleasure together. Every balls-deep thrust into her tight ass made me shudder with pleasure, and I could sense the tension building inside Morgana as well. Her fingers dove into her soaked pussy, sliding in and out with deliciously depraved sounds. With our height difference, my powerful thrusts started lifting her off the ground and throwing her off the table.

Morgana wasn’t complaining though. In fact, she was having the time of her life, shoving herself back at me. “That’s right. Cum for me, big boy, cum in my fucking ass! Show me that my magic works!”

I was only too happy to oblige. The roiling heat inside me had reached its peak, and I didn’t bother holding back any longer. I released her hair and leaned forward, my warm chest pressing against her back as I kissed her shoulder and the side of her neck.

With my next thrust, my cock throbbed hard inside her, tense and twitching. The first hot, sticky explosion of jizz erupted deep into her backdoor. With a shriek of pleasure, Morgana came as well, her fingers ramming hard into her pussy as a wet mess trickled onto the table below.

I didn’t stop moving even after I came. Each movement pumped more hot, sticky seed inside her, then churned it up into a sticky, wet mess. Morgana kept cumming as well, her thighs trembling as she collapsed forward onto the table. I followed her down, laying down on her warm body, still cumming.

Our combined orgasm continued even as we lay on the table together. Her pussy leaked wetly over her thighs as my cock continued to empty into her ass. It took a few minutes before we were finally and fully satisfied, our breathing slowing down together as we relaxed on the table.

Not wanting to crush Morgana], I rolled off of her slowly and laid on my side. Even though my cock had softened, she somehow managed to keep me inside her, pressing her butt to my hips. I grinned, leaning in to nibble at her ear. “Not bad. See? You can cast magic after all,” I whispered.

“Mmm,” she hummed with pleasure, then sighed. Her eyes fluttered shut as she wiggled back into me. “Well, I think I’m going to need to practice more. A lot more. Our practical is in a few days, and I want to make sure it goes as well as possible. You’ll help me, right?”

I trailed my hands up her body, stroking over her sides, then palming her warm breasts and pulling her back into me. “Gladly,” I promised with a smile, leaning in and kissing her shoulder. I was looking forward to this.


Chapter 3

I spent most of the week leading up to the practical in magic-filled cram sessions. Once Morgana had cast her first spell, she was eager to try out more. A few days before the test itself, I had to remind her to hold back so that I wouldn’t be too exhausted when we did our presentation. Morgana herself had no such qualms, though, and was willing to submit to my choice of fun, lust-filled experiments.

We were assigned to the last timeslot, which gave us about an hour to cram in the hallway as we watched the other groups come and go. Judging by the sounds coming from behind the closed door and the sight of the disheveled girls walking out of the classroom, things were going well.

“I’m nervous,” Morgana confessed, leaning into me. “What if it doesn’t work again? What if we fail?”

I put my arm over her shoulder and leaned in to kiss her cheek as we sat outside the classroom. “We’ve done all we can. Whatever happens, happens, but I have faith in your magic. After all, you’ve proved yourself with it again and again,” I reminded her.

Before we could continue, the door opened and Professor Wayson stepped out. “Arthur and Morgana? Ah, there you are. On time, too. Come in, come in.”

We followed her into the classroom and took the first desk on the left, where a piece of charcoal was set up. Professor Wayson was set up in front of us with a smaller desk, a blank sheet of paper in front of her.

She smiled as she took a seat in front of us. “As a reminder, your Basic Spellcraft practical is graded on the creativity of your runes and the effectiveness of your Eromagic. A fun show is welcome, but not required. Now, let’s see what you’ve learned!”

We started by stripping and placing our clothes on the desk behind us. Now, naked in front of Professor Wayson’s sharp eyes, I picked up the piece of charcoal. We had decided that I would demonstrate my magic first, which would hopefully loosen Morgana up when her turn came.

I had practiced with and explored her body well, and I had confidence in my ability. With a flourish, I scrawled two simple runes over her nipples, watching them harden as the soft pigment brushed near them. Morgana turned around before I even asked, offering her firm, pale asscheeks as a canvas. My cock throbbed harder as I remembered how many times I’d pounded her from behind, and I added several other marks trailing down her butt and over the back of her thighs.

We stepped out from behind the desk to give Professor Wayson a better look. Morgana stood in front as I moved in behind her, looming over her shorter body. I pressed myself into her, my heavy cock grinding between her pillowy asscheeks as I looked down at her swaying tits.

I shifted a little, the tip of my shaft leaking over Morgana’s lower back as the bottom of my cock slid up and down between her asscheeks. Once we were in a comfortable position, I moved my hands to her body, one sliding over her throat while the other moved between her legs.

Closing my eyes, I let myself both relax and focus at the same time. Casting Eromagic wasn’t the hard part for me, but controlling it was. With a deep breath, I filled Morgana with my energy, feeling it spark between the runes I had drawn on her.

She inhaled softly, letting me know that the magic had taken effect. I opened my eyes slowly, keeping our connection together. I could feel the heated pulse of her lustful need responding to me, embers stoked into an inferno.

Her pussy was leaking now, wet strands of desire trickling down her inner thighs. She whimpered softly, leaning back against me. This was my favorite part. I tightened my right hand on her throat while my left played over her waist, enjoying the way she trembled. Her skin was hot and sensitive, and she whined with each small touch.

I started to move my hips against her, pumping my cock up and down between her soft asscheeks. I tightened my hands on her, holding her to me as I moaned into her ear. Morgana threw her head back with a gasp, her hair tumbling over my shoulder, her back against my chest, and her entire body little more than my plaything. Her hands moved to her nipples, flicking over them and making her whine.

Professor Wayson leaned forward, observing the show with intense focus. I couldn’t help but steal a glance down the top of her robe, smiling as I just barely caught sight of her hard nipples. Things were going well.

Now, I just had to bring it to a finish. Our bodies were moving faster against each other now, her asscheeks stroking my cock off as her pussy humped into the air. She was dancing with lust, panting hard, her mouth hanging open. As I cast more, lust-inducing magic, my balls slapped into her ass from below, making her grunt in sheer pleasure. “Almost there!” she groaned. “Just a little more!”

I moved my fingers from her neck to her chin, turning her face to the side. Though we hadn’t planned this, I couldn’t resist bringing my face to hers and kissing her hard on the lips. She let out a yelp of surprise, then surrendered to me, letting me taste her lust as her eyes closed in complete submission.

Though neither of us had touched her needy, wet pussy, Morgana came hard. Her body arched against mine, asscheeks trembling over my cock as she sprayed her clear, sticky lust toward Professor Wayson. She nearly collapsed against me, screaming into my mouth as her pussy spasmed with pleasure.

I kept my magic up for as long as I could, but I was starting to lose my focus. Her ass grinding over my cock felt too good, and I decided to let go of my spell and simply enjoy the ride. Our kiss broke and I nuzzled into her neck, smiling warmly as I stroked my fingers over her neck and waist, watching her shudder as she rode her pleasure to the end.

Finally, her part was over. I released her gently, waiting til she could find her footing before I stepped away. We both turned to Professor Wayson, breathing hard. She looked at us for a moment, then gestured. “Continue.”

Her response would have been disappointing had I not seen the way she shifted her legs under the table. I turned to Morgana with a wide smile, and she returned an uncertain one. It was time for the real test of her skills.

She picked up the piece of charcoal and strode over to me. With a few flourishes, she drew the runes right above my cock, then went around behind me and added a few above my butt.

Coming back around to my front, she smiled as she pressed herself against me. Her heavy tits, nipples still hard, dragged over the front of my body. Standing on the tips of her toes, she begged for a kiss with her lips, and I granted her request by pressing my mouth against hers. As our tongues tangled together once again, she slid her hands around my butt, squeezing and stroking.

My cock was sandwiched between us, the bottom of it grinding against her pussy. The sticky mess drooling from my tip painted her belly, trickling down slowly toward her needy wet snatch. I felt her magic flow into me, making my shaft pulse harder against her.

Our kiss broke and she stared up into my eyes with wonder. “It’s working,” she whispered. “It’s working!”

With a warm smile, I slid my hands behind her body, administering a playful, double-handed slap to her cute butt. Her fingers clenched against my butt, pulling me closer as she yelped. “Yeah. Now come on, Morgana. Blow me away. I know you can do it.”

I had no idea what I was getting into. A devilish smile decorated her lips as she moved up and planted a quick peck on the lips. Then, I felt the magic.

I grunted in sheer pleasure at the sudden flood of arousal. My cock pulsed hard as an extra spurt of jizz decorated Morgana’s belly. She giggled as she glanced down at it, rubbing her soft skin over the bottom of my cock. Leaning in close, her nipples dragged along my chest as she whispered. “Go wild.”

I did just that, wrapping my arms around her body and walking forward. A few steps took us to Professor Wayson’s desk. She barely managed to tug her papers back in time before I threw Morgana down on her back.

She let out a playful yelp as she lay across the professor’s desk, grinning up at the blonde woman mischievously. “Oops.”

Though the raw desire was burning inside me almost painfully, I didn’t even think of using castitas. This was what I wanted, this empowering lust, Eromagic at its finest, filling me with little more than the desire to take and claim.

I mounted her shamelessly, her hands clutching my buttocks harder as I pressed my cock to her entrance and drove myself into her. My waist smashed into her body with a loud smack, and the desk underneath creaked under the strain. I leaned over Morgana, crushing her to the table with my body and lips as I fucked her into the table.

Her pussy clenched and twitched around me as she broke our kiss to throw back her head with a gasp. I brought my face down to her exposed neck, biting, nipping, and claiming her as I continued to ram myself balls-deep into her body. I was on fire, and every sound she made, every touch of her soft skin on mine kept my lust blazing.

Morgana came before I did. She arched hard, screaming, her clit bumping against my waist with each hard, downward thrust. Her legs came up and locked around my back, while her fingers dug into my ass, coaxing me to fuck her more, harder.

I had no idea when her magic stopped, I only knew that my climax was inevitable. My cock was harder than it had ever been, the tip smashing deep, deep inside her tight, wet fuck hole. My hands held her to the table, clenching down on her shoulders as I continued to mark her, claim her, and make her mine.

I didn’t stop my wild thrusting even when the first massive, sticky load erupted inside her. As my hard, rough movements churned it into a foamy mess, I released another shot, then another. My balls smacked into her ass over and over again as I kept cumming and cumming, so much that I could feel the hot, sticky mess flow out the sides of her pussy.

Morgana was gone now, her eyes rolled back, her mouth wide open. Her tits bounced with each thrust, and her hands had moved to my back, but she was fully satisfied, it seemed. I was getting there too, my thrusts slowing as that familiar, restful warmth spread through me. I was done.

Or was I? As I straightened up to give Morgana some room to breathe, I found that my cock was still hard inside her. Though it was covered in our combined lust and well-used, I was still ready. Grinning, I leaned forward and kissed Morgana on the corner of the lips. “Looks like your magic is stronger than you think.”

I pulled out of the darker-haired girl, my cock bouncing free, still ready for another round. I looked up at Professor Wayson, who raised both eyebrows as she stared at my gleaming cock. “Well,” I began with a grin. “How did we do?”

She smiled even as she shook her head. “Can’t tell you that. You’ll get your grades next week. However, I will say that Morgana owes me something.” Pulling her robes up and off of her body, Professor Wayson revealed her long, slim legs, tight ass, and cute, firm tits. “You see, Morgana told me that she’d tongue fuck if she ever managed to cast Eromagic. Are you ready to pay your debt, Morgana?” she asked, reaching down to pat the girl’s cheek.

“Hm? Oh. Yeah. Fuck yeah!” Morgana giggled with excitement, opening her mouth and pushing herself up the desk. “I’ll do whatever you want. I’m an Eromage now, a real Eromage!”

“That you are. I never doubted you. It looks like you just needed the right partner.” Professor Wayson smiled as she stepped forward, pushing her pussy over Morgana’s upside-down face. Our petite teacher wasted no time in grinding her pussy down against Morgana’s eager mouth, and soon, the sound of Morgana’s eager tongue filled the air. Her hands, which had recently held onto my butt, now hooked onto Professor Wayson’s with equal eagerness.

I wasn’t going to let myself be left out either. Moving behind our blonde professor, I savored the sight of her cute, tight ass and her pussy mashed down against Morgana’s face for a moment. Then, I stepped forward, grabbing her hips and pushing the tip of my cock against her entrance. I groaned as I felt Morgana’s tongue dance over my cockhead, slurping up the mixture of her mess and my cum.

Professor Wayson pushed herself back onto me with a grunt while looking over her shoulder. “Don’t think this earns you any extra credit,” she warned as she started to ride me, smearing her pussy over Morgana’s face.

With a grin, I gripped our teacher’s hips harder, planting her firmly on top of Morgana’s lips. Professor Wayson let out a soft gasp, then grinned. “I will say, Morgana’s magic is quite impressive if it can keep you hard for this long.”

As I started to move my hips, I leaned in, sliding my hands up Professor Wayson’s body to grope at her cute, firm tits. I kissed the back of her neck as I started to ride her, my balls slapping against Morgana’s forehead.

This time, no magic was needed, just raw lust. Professor Wayson’s tight pussy squeezed around me, stroking me with measured precision as she enjoyed Morgana’s oral attention. As I palmed her cute breasts, she leaned forward suddenly, bringing me down with her.

I moved faster as the angle of my cock changed inside her, plunging deep into her with every thrust. As Professor Wayson brought her lips down to Morgana’s well-fucked pussy, I felt an extra pulse of lust travel through me, my cock twitching harder inside her.

I buried my face in her short blonde hair, breathing deeply and taking in her scent. Morgana and I sandwiched our cute teacher between us, showing her our sexual and magic prowess through our shameless lust. Though Professor Wayson had been well put together at first, she was beginning to fall apart between us, breathing faster, soft moans trapped against Morgana’s leaking snatch.

Though I had just recently cum inside Morgana, I already felt my second peak approaching. My toes curled against the ground as I quickened my pace, slamming Professor Wayson’s body harder into Morgana’s face. My fellow student groaned, her hands moving from our teacher’s body to mine. Instead of trying to hold me back, though, she clumsily pulled me forward, convincing me to go faster, harder.

It wasn’t difficult to see why. Every time I moved, Professor Wayson moaned, her tongue diving farther into Morgana’s messy pussy. This, in turn, made Morgana’s mouth work more eagerly at Professor Wayson’s pussy and clit, while also painting my cock with her spit. Our lusts built off of each other, climbing higher and higher, the three of us shamelessly enjoying each other’s bodies.

Surprisingly, Professor Wayson surrendered first, her scream of orgasmic pleasure lost between Morgana’s thighs. I felt her pussy clench down on me, then unleash its sticky, hot wetness over Morgana’s face. Her hips bucked between us, utterly helpless as she gave in to us.

As our petite professor collapsed, I rammed my cock one final time into her, then let loose. My waist shuddered as I emptied cumshot after cumshot deep inside her, feeling that delicious heat build-up through my shaft with each one. Even as she whimpered, I kept cumming, grinding myself into her as I filled her up.

Like Morgana, she was too small to hold it in, and soon, my wet, sticky mess poured down onto my partner’s face. She tried to drink it in, opening her mouth wide and slurping at the mixture, but all she succeeded in doing was adding her spit to the coating on her face.

Morgana was the last to finish. Between watching my orgasm with Professor Wayson and having her pussy licked, she finally made it over the edge. Her fingers dug into my ass as she whimpered, her body shuddering with delight. Slowly, she let herself relax, hands sliding off my body and legs falling to the side, as the final wave of pleasure took her.

As fun as it would have been to lie there together, lost in the pleasure, I wasn’t sure if Professor Wayson’s desk could support it. I drew back slowly, sliding my finally soft cock out of her pussy. I sat back on the chair she had been using, watching as my creampie slowly dripped out of her snatch and onto Morgana’s forehead.

The two women seemed happy to stay where they were. Morgana opened one eye, smiling as she sighed. “I think that was the most fun I’ve ever had taking a test,” she murmured.

“Same,” Professor Wayson grunted, slowly dismounting Morgana and getting to her feet. “Well, this has been good, but I’ve got to grade all these by next week. A teacher’s work is never done,” she bemoaned. “But this was a good break.” Smiling, she winked at us. “I hope you can keep it up for the rest of the semester.” With that, she gathered her robe back up, tucking it under her arm as she walked towards the door.

I watched her ass as she went, then looked back down at Morgana. “Well, I think that was a success,” I asked, leaning in to share a quick kiss with her.

She looped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deeper kiss, releasing a soft moan into my mouth before she pulled back. “Thank you. Thank you so much,” she murmured sincerely. “I couldn’t have passed without you.”

I reached down and stroked her cheek with a playful smile. “Is that so? Then I guess you owe me,” I teased softly. “I look forward to making you repay that debt.”

Morgana laughed, a deep, throaty sound. “I do too,” she promised with a smile.

And so, my first experience with real Eromagic came to an end, but it was an end that promised a lot more. The only question was, would I be able to keep up?
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