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Chapter 1

“Where’re we going?” I asked as I followed Mary through the office hallways, watching her short red hair bounce behind her.

The fourth-year valedictorian laughed as she stopped and turned around. “Everyone gets assigned an advisor, with a mandatory meeting once a semester. Some students see theirs more often than that, but many don't. For you, however, she’s the one who’ll be keeping track of your grades and free-use requirements.”

“Wait what?” I asked. “I thought Dean Delacroix or you were doing that.”

“We’re too busy. And it’ll be good for you to get to know more faculty.” Mary smiled at the shocked look on my face as she knocked on the nearest door, then opened it. “Professor Dewulf! We’re here!”

“Come in!” The voice was sharp yet warm, and I took a liking to it immediately. As I entered the room behind Mary, I marveled at the organization of the small office. The shelves were full of tightly packed books and well-placed knickknacks, and the walls were decorated with tasteful art.

The owner of it all sat behind a simple, neat desk with a warm smile. Her blonde hair was pulled up into a tight bun, and she wore a simple, elegant set of dark blue robes. “Thank you, Mary. I can take it from here,” she replied as she adjusted her glasses.

My redheaded friend left with a playful wave and a wink, shutting the door behind her. Professor Dewulf gestured for me to take the chair in front of her desk, so I did. “Uh. Hi.”

She beamed at me. “Hello indeed. I am Scarlett Dewulf, but please, call me as you wish. I am your advisor, and it is a pleasure to meet you. Before we begin, do you have any questions for me?”

I shook my head. “No, Professor Dewulf.” Though she had invited me to use her first name, it only seemed right to call her by her title.

This seemed to please her. Reaching to the side, she pulled out several sheets of paper and looked through them. “I must say, you’re certainly an interesting student I’ve met. I usually don’t have so many things to keep an eye on! Still, I welcome the challenge. Now let’s see…”

She removed two of the pages and placed them in front of me. “Your grades are quite acceptable. In terms of your free-use requirements, however…” She counted on her fingers. “I believe you’ve had intercourse with over twenty women since arriving here. Less than half, however, have submitted the requisite feedback, meaning you are at risk for expulsion due to inadequate fulfillment duties.”

“What?” I exclaimed, nearly jumping out of my chair. “That’s- I can’t- I’ve been-”

She made a soothing gesture. “Don’t worry. We just need to track them down and ask them to submit their forms. It might be a bit of work, but hopefully this will remind you to ask them for feedback in the future.”

Ask them for feedback? Half the time they could barely stand when I was done with them. The whole situation felt ridiculous.

An idea came to mind, no less ridiculous, but a lot more convenient than tracking all my sexual partners down and asking them to review our sex. I stood up and looked down at Professor Dewulf. “Would you fill out a form for me?”

She caught my intention immediately, one eyebrow arching high. “That depends. Can you please me sufficiently in the next hour? That’s all the time I have set aside for our meeting, so we may have to multitask.”

I always did enjoy a challenge. Standing up, I shed my pants and underwear, then came around the table. I noticed Professor Dewulf’s blue eyes flit to my bare cock before she cleared her throat and returned to looking through her papers. Even after I pressed my shaft against her cheek, her voice remained steady. “Anyways. Let’s talk specifics about your coursework.”

She pulled one of the papers forward, tapping her nail against it. “You’ve got a pretty typical first semester and your teachers have let me know that you’re doing well. I would-”

Unable to resist, I pushed the head of my cock against her lips, interrupting her mid-sentence. Professor Dewulf glared at me, then rolled her eyes as she accepted my cock between her lips. Despite her expression, she turned her body so she could suck me off better. Her tongue flicked over the tip of my shaft, making me groan softly as my preseed dribbled into her mouth.

As she began to bob back and forth, she tapped the paper on her desk. I looked down at where she was pointing, seeing her finger go down my list of classes. She stopped at the list of classes for next semester, and I observed them as her lips slid all the way down to my base.

I had to admit, it was a bit hard to focus with my cock buried down her warm, wet throat. Professor Dewulf noticed this and dragged her lips wetly off of my shaft. She coughed quietly before she returned her attention to the page. “Next semester is when you start to have some choice. I suggest you take some time to consider which classes you want to take.”

She was making a good point, but my lust demanded attention. I pushed my hard, spit-shined cock towards her mouth yet again, smearing it over her cheek. I was rewarded with a sigh as her hand came up to wrap around me, her thumb playing along the bottom as she started to jerk me off with her saliva as lube.

She started off slow, and I reached down to grab her head, holding on for support as I started to move my hips. The sound of her wet, sloppy handjob filled the air, and prejizz and spit tumbled down onto her robes. My balls slapped wetly against my thighs as she quickened her stroking, and I let out a groan of delight.

Professor Dewulf cleared her throat, drawing my attention back to our topic of conversation. I smiled embarrassedly as I spoke, glancing down at the options. “I really liked the spellcasting class. Maybe more of those?” I asked.

As she jerked me off with her left hand, she pointed at the schedule with her right. “You can have a maximum of three spell-focused classes if you-”

She paused as a thick strand of sticky mess flew across the page. With a sigh, she scooped it up with her fingers and popped it into her mouth. Glancing up at me with a sharp look, she sighed. “Looks like we’ll have to deal with this before we can talk properly, hm?” she asked, bringing her lips to the tip of my drooling cock.

I tightened my right hand on her head while my left reached up to stroke her cheek gently. “It would help,” I responded.

Her wet smooch turned into a hard suck, her lips locking around my tip as she jerked me off harder. She turned her chair fully towards me, sharp blue eyes gazing up at my face as her mouth moved further down. With each stroke, she milked more of my mess into her tight, wet lips.

Her other hand came up from below, stroking along my bare thighs before tracing against my balls. She weighed them playfully, then started to run her fingers over them, coating them with the slick, warm, wet mess.

My hips began to move faster, a groan of pleasure leaving my lips as I thrust myself deeper into her throat. Despite my size and the way I bulged her neck, she didn’t gag once, simply smiling as she gulped me down. As she toyed with my balls, her right hand left the base of my cock and slid behind me, gripping my ass to help me thrust harder.

It wasn’t long before I was fully pounding her face, grunting hard as my waist smashed into her lips with loud, luscious smacks. My abs tensed as a familiar heat built up, and I could tell that Professor Dewulf sensed it too.

Her blowjob grew more eager, her glasses smeared with lust as her nose drove into my waist. My toes curled against the ground as my fingers tightened in her hair. “Fuck! Cumming!” I grunted in delight, giving her as much warning as I could.

To my surprise, she pulled off with a wet slurp. Her right hand gave my asscheek one last squeeze, then moved to the base of my shaft. She continued to toy with my balls as her hand resumed its prior pace, her tongue coming out to flick warmly over the tip of my gleaming cock.

With a cry of delight, I unleashed my hot, sticky mess all over her waiting face. Professor Dewulf smiled as the first thick spurt flew over her features, then landed with a sticky wet splatter. Another joined it, then another, covering her with my essence. Her glasses weren’t spared either, their transparent surfaces soon gleaming with cum.

Despite the mess I was making, she continued to jerk me off. Occasionally, her lips came up to suck gently at the tip of my sensitive shaft, but mostly, she seemed content to let me paint her face.

There was so much that it started to drip down onto her clean robes. As my hot jizz soaked into her top, she let go of me and moved to pull her top down. As she freed herself from her clothes, Professor Dewulf’s tits swayed hypnotically back and forth. The next gleaming glob of spit-and-cum mess dripped slowly onto her creamy breasts, tumbling wetly into the delicious cleavage between.

Finally, my cock started to soften between her fingers. She released my shaft and snatched up a handkerchief to clean off her glasses, then cleared her throat. As she turned her messy face to me, I watched a strand of cum break off and tumble down onto the lap of her robes. “Now with that out of the way, shall we return to discussing your schedule?”

I had to admire her commitment to her responsibilities. I, however, was not as committed. “Sure. Mind if I share your seat?”

“Hm?” Her forehead wrinkled in confusion, causing some of the seed to trickle down her cheek. Her tongue slid out to lap at it automatically. “Oh. Oh!” She sighed and shook her head. “My my, so demanding. Well, at least I don’t have to worry that you’re not meeting your requirements, just that you’re not documenting them.”

She stood up off her chair for a moment, letting me slide under her and sit down on her chair. I grinned as she reached down and pulled the bottom of her robes up, revealing long, trim, pale legs and a nice, soft ass. I helped her, holding the bunched-up clothes at her hips as she slowly lowered herself back down, her bare butt against my sticky, soft cock.

I looked over her shoulder, trying not to stare too hard at her bare, sticky tits as we surveyed my potential schedule. “So, what happens if I take all three of those spellcasting classes?”

She pointed to another column. “You’ll have to take two of these rune classes later, but they’re prerequisites for some of the more complex spell courses.”

Her ass shifted against my cock as she spoke, sending a shiver of pleasure up my spine. My hands moved up to her breasts, squeezing and palming them. “Hm. I’d rather be able to do as much actual Eromagic as possible. What are my other options?”

Despite my teasing, Professor Dewulf’s voice remained steady. “You could schedule one of your history or mathematics classes later, but I wouldn’t recommend it. You’ll end up as a second-year in first-year classes, and vice versa.”

“Hm.” I tried envisioning the scheduling like she was, but it was hard with her nipples against my hands and her ass pressed into my cock. And even though I had just finished all over her face and tits, my cock was already growing harder. “I’ll have to think about that.”

“That’s fine. Your schedule isn’t due for a few months yet.” Professor Dewulf lifted her hips up casually, my half-hard shaft smearing against her inner thighs. Reaching down, she took the base of my cock and aimed me towards her pussy.

She mounted me as she sat back down, my manhood pushing deep inside her. I felt her purr, her body leaning back against mine as she buried my cock balls deep inside her. “Mmph. Not bad. I can see why you’re so popular,” she murmured as my shaft throbbed harder inside her.

I grinned, gently kissing her neck as she started to move her hips. “I’d like to think I’m easy to get along with, even without the cock.”

She grunted, grinding her soft ass against me as she slid her right hand down between her thighs to rub her clit. “The cock does help though.”

I couldn’t deny that as I thrust up into her. Her sweet, tight, wet pussy had drawn out my full lust again, and my cock was throbbing hard. My balls rested against the base of her snatch as her lust leaked over them. I pressed my face into her neck, feeling her squeeze down against me as I started to move, grinding the tip of my cock deep into her.

Professor Dewulf gasped in delight, her hips moving in time with mine. She rubbed her clit harder as she lifted herself up and brought her ass back down on me with a smack. A low groan left her messy lips as she leaned over her desk, panting hard. “Now, I know it’s early, but have you thought about what you want to do with your Eromagic career?” Professor Dewulf asked between moans.

I reached out and smacked her pale ass, leaving a red handprint on it as she threw her head back with a gasp. She turned back to me with a severe look, though she couldn’t hide her lusty moans as I grabbed and groped her other buttock. I shrugged innocently. “There’s never been a male Eromage before, right?”

It took her a few moments to muster up an answer as she rode me, her legs shaking, her lust trickling over my cock and balls. “I suppose that’s true. Still, if you have any ideas, you can come to me. I can put you in touch with the necessary parties.”

I appreciated her kindness, but even more than that, I appreciated the feeling of her warm body against mine as I satisfied myself inside her needy, willing body. “Sure. But all I want right now is to blow my load inside you.”

Her voice was playfully sarcastic. “How romantic.” With that, she began to move her hips faster, slamming them down into me.

I returned her passion, my hands moving up from her ass to squeeze her tits hard as I thrust up into her harder. My cock rammed balls-deep into her with each movement, and I buried my face into her shoulder to hide my grunts of pleasure.

My pleasure built as the force of each thrust sent a ripple up her barely clothed body. My chest pressed warmly into her back as I bounced her on my lap, her reddened ass turning even more crimson with each smack of my waist into hers. My toes curled against the ground as raw, hot pleasure ran up my spine, my orgasm building.

Professor Dewulf was getting close as well. Her movements were growing wilder as our pleasure mounted, and she reached out to hold onto her desk with the hand not toying with her pussy. Her composed speech had devolved into whimper and moans and grunts of delight, the blonde woman shamelessly showing off her carnal pleasure. Her cum-covered glasses nearly flew from her face with each movement.

As my cock flexed inside her, ready to blow, Professor Dewulf grew even more wild. Throwing her head back with a scream of delight, she rammed her ass down into my lap roughly, flattening her reddened ass with each smack. Her thighs shook as she rubbed her clit furiously with her right hand, her left digging into the wooden surface of her desk.

She came as she felt the first balls-deep creampie fill her up. “Oh fuck yes!” she screamed throatily, arching back, her ass pressed flush into my lap. Her entire body shook against mine, and I had to tighten my grip on her tits as she soaked our thighs with her lust. I returned the favor by making a mess deep inside her, my throbbing cock releasing shot after thick, heavy, sticky jizz shot balls-deep inside her tight, warm body.

Each spurt was accompanied by another shudder from Professor Dewulf. “Mmm, that’s it. Ruin me inside. Claim me. Oh yes…”

Grinning, I kissed and nibbled at her exposed neck as she leaned back against me, my hands roaming up and down her helpless, shaking body.

It took a few minutes for her to recover. Even then, she was still a mess, pussy leaking with lust, face, tits, and robes covered with sticky white streaks. Her blue eyes fluttered open again as she sighed, wiggling back against me with a warm smile. “I think that was a very productive use of our meeting time,” she stated.

“I agree.” I eased myself back a little, making my lap more comfortable for her as I brought my hands down to her hips. “When’s the next one?”

Professor Dewulf sighed, leaning back against me and staring at the ceiling. “Oh, well, I’m a busy woman, and your path seems relatively set for now. Still…” She tapped a finger to her lips. “Might be sooner than you think. And you can always make an appointment. For you, I’ll make time.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I’ll keep that in mind.” As much as I would have loved to visit Professor Dewulf, I knew that my other commitments would probably keep me too busy, especially if I had to make sure my free-use toys filled out the paperwork they needed to do. As lovely as this was, I had a feeling I wouldn’t be seeing Professor Dewulf much in the future…

…but, as it turns out, I was wrong. Pleasantly wrong.


Chapter 2

This time, Professor Dewulf reached out to me first. Rose, a short, brunette third-year student who I had studied with before, caught me as I was leaving class and handed me a letter.  “Professor Dewulf’s your advisor? She’s got a lot of influence in a lot of places, so you’re in good hands.”

“Yeah. She’s been fun to work with,” I smiled and leaned in for a hug and a kiss.

Rose accepted it, squeezing her tits against me as she held me tight. “Not as fun as you, I’m sure. We’ll need to get together again sometime.”

I nodded in agreement, smiling and waving as she left before turning to the page she handed me.

The letter was an invitation to a private lunch at her place in the next few days. She wanted to do another check-in about my free-use requirements and schedule. Though I was busy, this seemed like a mandatory commitment.

And so, after making sure all my partners submitted their evaluations religiously over the next few days, I showed up to her two-story house on the edge of campus, wearing my nicest set of forest green robes. Professor Dewulf greeted me with a smile, her hair down, her blue eyes glittering behind her square glasses. Her clothing was casual, a light pink blouse above a dark red skirt that fell to below her knees. “Come in, come in! Lunch is ready.”

She had prepared a homey beef pie with a side of roast vegetables, which we ate at a table on her second-floor balcony overlooking campus. She had brought some papers with her but kept them face down as we made small talk.

Finally, when the plates were empty and pushed out of the way, she sighed. “Before we continue, I have something to confess.”

Despite being full and satisfied, I felt a pang of anxiety as I sat forward with interest. “Yes?”

Taking a deep breath, Professor Dewulf continued. “I was one of those opposed to your initial arrival here. I thought that men had no place in Eromagic and that you would disturb the peace.”

That was surprising. I had known that people like her existed, but so far, my time at Eromage University had been welcoming. “Oh. I see. Does that change anything?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. I am your advisor, and I’d like to think that I will judge you fairly because of that. But I just wanted to let you know that I’m still not quite sure how much you deserve to be there.”

It hurt to hear that from her, but I was glad she was being truthful. A few moments of silence passed between us before I spoke. “So was that all you called me out for, then?”

Professor Dewulf turned to me, bringing her papers over. “Actually, no. I wanted to commend you. Between the reviews from your classes and your free-use duties, you’ve been doing well.

“Oh? Can I see them?” I asked curiously.

She paused. “Hm. Give me a second to make them anonymous.” She turned away with the papers and started to fold the tops over, presumably to hide the names.

I decided to make my move in the awkward silence that ensued. The tension in my body had started to travel to my crotch, and I knew one good way to get rid of it. Scooting closer, I slid my left hand over her thigh and eased it between her legs, feeling only a single, thin layer of fabric separating my fingers from the warmth of her pussy.

She looked up from her work to glare at me before her expression softened. Leaning over, she kissed my cheek. “I can admire your passion and limitless lust. It’s what makes you so appealing. However, please try not to be too distracting?” Professor Dewulf asked, her thighs closing warmly against my groping fingers.

“No promises,” I teased back as I stole a kiss from her lips. She let out a light, sighing harrumph before turning forward to the papers yet again, sorting through them.

I eased my chair closer until my thigh pressed against hers. My fingers trailed back and forth over her pussy, and I enjoyed the way she shivered with delight as she tried to focus on the task in front of her. I tried not to look at them, directing my gaze out at campus as my right hand crossed over my body to grope her tits.

Even though I wasn’t looking at her, I could hear her panting softly. Encouraged by her response, I tugged her top up over her tits so I could run my fingers over her bare, warm breasts, my thumb flicking over her nipple. I felt it get harder under my teasing, her back arching forward to press her body against my groping.

Down below, I could feel her pussy heat up, soaking into her skirt, decorating my fingers as I pushed deeper. It felt weird to be fingerfucking her through her clothing, but I could feel her growing more desperate with each little move, her clit bumping into my palm as she gasped and humped my fingers.

My cock throbbed harder inside my pants, tense and heated. Unable to keep my gaze away any longer, I turned to Professor Dewulf. She sensed me move and shot over an annoyed yet heated glance, then turned away with a harrumph.

Grinning, I pressed myself closer and was rewarded when she leaned into me. I didn’t bother looking at the papers she was reviewing as I buried my face into her soft neck, kissing and nuzzling her heated skin. I tasted her next rising moan, and my hands moved faster on her, my right holding her against the chair while my left rubbed harder at her pussy.

Professor Dewulf followed my lead, collapsing back against her chair, blonde hair falling over the back. She let her arms fall to her sides and glared at me, then reached down to lift her skirt and expose her bare, soaked pussy. “Convince me that you deserve to be here.”

I was happy to do just that. I suddenly pinched her nipple, twisting and flicking it and tugging her body up. She gasped and grabbed my wrist, but not to push me away. As she moaned in sweet masochism, I moved my other hand down below and gave her pussy a loud smack.

Wetness clung to my palm when I pulled it away, and her hips bucked up as she gasped. “Again!” she half-commanded, half-begged.

I didn’t obey, not immediately, at least. My palm rubbed over her reddened pussy, and she whimpered as she pushed up into me. Just as she was getting used to my gentle teasing, I smacked her again, making her ass slam back into the chair as she screamed in shameless delight.

She rose to stand out of the chair, but I pressed my hand into her chest and guided her back down. Her glasses were askew as she followed me, and she made no move to adjust them as her chest rose and fell. A playful smile rose on her lips as she spread her legs wider. “Is that all you can do?”

I released her soft breast and moved my hand to her throat. She tipped her chin up in challenge, swallowing against my palm as I held her down. Her hands reached out, one of them holding on to the edge of the table, the other clinging to my hip as she braced herself.

As soon as I had my grip on her neck, my fingers dove into her from below, exploring her hot, wet pussy. I felt her clench around me as she gasped, her hips bucking up into the air, her clit hitting my palm as her legs shook. “Fuck! Yes! Harder!” she cried out, her voice choked yet clear.

I granted her wish, my fingers pumping in and out of her even faster, making her waist dance. She howled with pleasure, arching up so hard that I had to shove her back down. Her fingers gripped my wrist harder as my palm smacked into her pussy roughly, my fingers pumping deep into her needy wet pussy.

She could only last so long. Professor Dewulf threw her head back, her glasses nearly falling off as she gasped and pressed up into me. My strong hands kept her down as I fingerfucked her through her wild, wet orgasm, her lust spraying against and around my hand. Several drops flew onto the table, speckling the papers she had been looking at.

I kept up my rough pace, making her body jerk as I squeezed her neck. Professor Dewulf smiled blissfully, her body continuing to shake and shudder as she slowly settled back into her chair. Finally, I slowed my fingers and pulled them out of her, smiling as I wiped them against her thigh. I released her throat and watched her gasp, her clothes clinging desperately to her exposed body.

“So. How’d I do, Professor Dewulf?” I asked innocently.

She cleared her throat and adjusted her glasses. Standing up on shaky legs, she turned to face me and leaned against the edge of the table. “Well now. You’re certainly doing well, but you have to keep it up.” She spread her legs wide, then reached out to pull me forward by the hips. Her tits pressed into my chest as she leaned up to kiss me.

Her fingers slipped into my trousers and shoved them down, freeing my hard, hot cock. Smiling, she dragged me closer, letting the bottom of my heated shaft rest against her pussy as she stared into my eyes. Cupping my cheeks, she whispered. “I’m not quite convinced that you’re worthy yet, but-”

Our conversation was interrupted by a voice calling out from below. “Are you busy right now, Professor Dewulf? I can come back at another time.”

We both looked over the balcony and caught sight of Jasmine, the exchange student from an Eastern school of Eromagic. Though it was warm, she wore a full-length white silken dress, with a light pink shawl over her shoulders. Her kind brown eyes glittered as she tilted her head, dark hair falling to just below her shoulders as she smiled. “Oh my. You do look busy. I can return with my questions later!” She tipped a cheery wink at us as she turned to walk away.

Professor Dewulf cleared her throat. “Nonsense. The door is open. You may join us up here if you wish.”

Jasmine’s excitement was visible as she turned back towards the house and rushed in. As we heard her come up the stairs, I rolled my eyes and looked at the professor, my cock slowly grinding back and forth over her pussy. “Do I not get a say?”

She laughed softly as she reached down and guided the tip of my cock into her. With that, my next forward movement pushed me into her body, making my toes curl as I let out a soft groan of delight.

Jasmine showed up just as I started to move, her eyes glittering with excitement. “Oh my, it’s been so long! Should I take off my clothes? Leave them on?” She eyed Professor Dewulf’s state of half-dress.

I shrugged as I slowly eased myself in and out of the blonde woman’s body, feeling her clench around me. She cleared her throat and tapped my chest, then pointed at Jasmine. “One point of feedback I’d like to give you is to be more confident. Make decisions. Claim what’s yours. No need to hold back.”

“Oh. Uh…naked,” I decided as I started to move faster, rocking Professor Dewulf’s body against the table as I stroked my pussy inside her.

“Of course.” Jasmine stripped eagerly, folding her clothes and placing them on a nearby chair. Her busty, naked, pale body glowed in the sunlight as she smiled and leaned into me, her warm pussy brushing against my thigh. She rested her right hand against the small of my back as her left played up my chest, and her lips pressed against my neck. “I like this show,” she whispered.

I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying it too. Jasmine’s soft, warm, lusty body pressed into my side while Professor Dewulf gazed up defiantly from below, her pussy squeezing down harder as she started to trust herself up against me.

I kept my right hand on her hip while my left moved to Jasmine’s body, moving up her inner thigh to grope her defenseless pussy. Just as the professor had recommended, I took what was mine, slipping my fingers into Jasmine’s body and making her gasp in delight. She leaned into me, soft breasts against my shoulder as her body started to bounce with my gentle fingerfucking.

Down below, however, Professor Dewulf demanded more. She reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me in. She pressed her forehead against mine as she kissed me hard, her tongue pushing into my mouth. My hand slipped away from Jasmine as I turned my full attention to the needy professor, my hands moving to her shoulders and pressing her down against the table.

She broke our kiss with a playful growl as I pinned her there, her legs spread wide. “I think I’m beginning to see the benefits of you being here,” she whispered, chest rising and falling. “But why don’t you convince me a little more? Jasmine can help, too.”

As I adjusted myself, angling my hips downward to pin her to the table, Jasmine asked quizzically. “Why does she not want you here? You have been amazing for education. You make many people very happy.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I rammed my first thrust down into Professor Dewulf, making her grunt as the table shook underneath her. “Some people like the professor here need a bit of a rougher lesson to realize that,” I stated with a grin. “Would you like to help?”

“Gladly!” Jasmine reached over eagerly, running a hand down Professor Dewulf’s body, then up mine. “How?”

I had to take a few moments to think as I quickened my pace, ramming my cock harder into the professor. Despite things getting rougher, she pushed her hips back against me with similar passion, smiling devilishly as her hands moved to my shoulders, nails digging in. “More,” I grunted. “Harder.”

Though my words were barely understandable, Jasmine’s smile only grew wider as she stepped forward and bowed. “Happily.”

I lost sight of her as she bent down behind me. For a moment, I wondered what she was doing. Then, I felt her warm, wet tongue press against my balls, coaxing me forward. Though I had already been moving quickly, the wet, warm sensation of her spit trickling down my thighs added new passion to my movements.

It wasn’t just me that Jasmine was helping along either. As I crammed my cock into Professor Dewulf harder, I felt Jasmine’s tongue travel to the other woman, flicking against her pussy from below. The blonde professor gasped, her warm body arching against me, but she had nowhere to go.

With a fierce grunt, I trapped her underneath me as I started to ride her even harder. The wet, lusty slap of my balls against her body filled the air as I crushed her tits between us. I kissed her fiercely, shoving my tongue between her lips to taste her moans as I rode her hard.

Her legs locked around me as she matched my pace. Despite submitting, Professor Dewulf still tasted like defiance. Her fingers tightened on my shoulders as her waist smashed into my body over and over again, nearly crushing poor Jasmine under us as her lust leaked over the table.

It was going to take more than just a hard fuck to show Professor Dewulf I belonged here, it seemed. Luckily, I had an ally I could call on. With great effort, I dragged myself away from the professor, earning a yowl of disappointment from her. As my pace slowed, she glared up at me. “If you can’t endure this-”

I shut her up by putting my hand over her mouth, hiding a smile. “Jasmine!”

“Yes, sir?” she asked, tugging her face out from below me and standing at my side. Though her face gleamed with our mixed lust, her smile remained radiant as she awaited my command.

“Please, do you mind helping me show Professor Dewulf my purpose here? She doesn’t seem to think I can please people properly.” I gestured to the professor’s face.

Both girls looked confused, but it was Jasmine who realized my intentions first. She smiled brightly at me as she clambered onto the table carefully, making sure it could support her weight and Professor Dewulf’s. “I promise you, professor, he does a good job!” the foreign girl insisted. “Just watch!” Swinging one leg over the blonde woman’s face, she began to lower her pussy onto the professor’s lips.

Professor Dewulf looked shocked for a moment before she smiled. She managed a few words before Jasmine’s pussy covered her mouth. “I’ll believe it when I can taste it!”

I rolled my eyes, then smiled at Jasmine as I started to ride the blonde woman again, my hips smacking into hers, shoving her against Jasmine’s body. “Thanks. She was getting hard to deal with.”

Professor Dewulf let out a vibrating sound of complaint that made Jasmine gasp, then press her pussy down harder. “It is no problem. I am enjoying this,” she whispered. “And I can help more from here. She likes it rough, you say?” Jasmine’s pillowy thighs squeezed around the professor’s face.

I nodded as I started to ram my cock down into the professor harder, my waist grinding over her clit. “And she’s not going to stop until we give her what she wants.”

Jasmine nodded solemnly. Leaning forward, she swung her soft tits into my face as her hands slid over Professor Dewulf’s helpless breasts. She stroked and groped, fingers tightening against that soft, sensitive skin. The blonde woman underneath gasped, her waist bucking against me. Her low moan of pleasure made Jasmine grunt as well, and I watched as her hands tightened against Jasmine’s soft thighs.

Neither of us let up even when the professor tried to take the lead. Her hands gripped Jasmine’s hips harder, even spanking her ass, but the transfer student continued to smother Professor Dewulf’s tongue and mouth, riding that needy pussy against the professor’s face over and over again.

I continued to feel my lust build, each rough thrust bringing me closer. I was worried that I wouldn’t have enough endurance to prove my worth, but soon enough, I could feel the woman under me going into a frenzy. As I buried my face in Jasmine’s tits, Professor Dewulf shook with lust, grunting hard as she slammed her clit against my waist.

I reached down and captured that little pleasure button, pushing my thumb against it and pushing her back down to the table. She shrieked in pleasure, her body rising up, but Jasmine’s luscious ass kept her face down.

“Am I doing well?” the soft transfer student asked, biting her lower lip. “I am close. Her tongue is very good. I hope she is close as well,” Jasmine moaned as she continued to grope the professor’s tits.

I could only hope the same as I brushed my thumb back and forth over Professor Dewulf’s pussy, watching her shake and shudder. It was too late for me to hold back now anyway. My cock throbbed with needy, hungry delight, and each thrust into her tight, clenching pussy brought me closer and closer to my finish.

When it finally came, I didn’t bother holding back. I was going to give Professor Dewulf everything I had and damn the consequences. With one, final table-shaking thrust I rammed myself balls-deep inside her. My hips shook against hers as I unleashed the first spurt of my thick, heavy load into her.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me as my cock pumped and spurted into her, filling her body with my cum. I leaned forward into Jasmine, feeling her soft arms wrap around my head as she gasped softly. Her arms tightened around my head, drowning my vision in her soft tits as her body shook.

She came to Professor Dewulf’s rough tongue, her lust trickling down over the other woman’s cheeks as she shivered. I brought my mouth to one of Jasmine’s hard nipples, flicking over it with my tongue to make her whimper. “I tried my best, but she is very good,” Jasmine whispered into my hair.

Just as I was wondering if we’d disappointed the professor, I felt her shiver as my cum started to leak out of her pussy. Though my cock was softening, I managed one last thrust, my waist brushing over Professor Dewulf’s clit as I rolled my waist into her.

And that was it. With a muffled scream into Jasmine’s cumming pussy, she locked her ankles around my back, shoving me balls deep again. I felt her pussy clench and shudder around me, her lusty wetness adding to the cum mess trickling down her butt.

I finally felt the tension leave me as I relaxed against Jasmine’s body. I wasn’t sure what the whole point of this was, but it felt good to dominate Professor Dewulf until she came. I smiled and lifted my head from between Jasmine’s soft, warm breasts, gazing up into her cute face. Bringing my lips up, I shared a warm, affectionate kiss with her. “Thank you.”

She blushed as she wrapped her arms around the back of my head. “No. Thank you. This was an experience,” she whispered as she playfully swayed her hips over Professor Dewulf’s face.

I sighed and relaxed against her. We might have stayed like that forever, except the professor managed to free her mouth from under Jasmine’s pussy to speak. “This is an excellent example of your duties done successfully, and I would appreciate it if you freed me so I can save these papers and write a review.”

After a short pause, Jasmine and I burst out laughing, unable to help ourselves as we pulled away from Professor Dewulf. We collapsed into the nearest chairs as we watched the older woman stay on her back, her legs spread, pussy leaking.

Finally, the professor lifted herself to look at me. “Best orgasm I’ve ever had. Helps when there’s a man there, I suppose.” She reached up to adjust her glasses, then ran a hand through her messy hair with a sigh. “I may have to reevaluate my viewpoint.” She stretched, her top falling back into place.

Jasmine looked between us incredulously. “She is still not convinced that you are good? Isn’t she your advisor?”

Rolling my eyes, I nodded. “Yes. And a good one at that. If only we could get over that one little thing.”

Professor Dewulf laughed. “Oh, I’m not that easy to convince. I’m going to need a few more good, hard fucks before I let them know that I’m happy with you being here. I hope you’re ready to provide that.” She winked at me. “But for now, you’ve earned the right to call me Scarlett. You too, Jasmine.”

Well, at least it was something. As I toyed with that thought in my mind, Scarlett hopped off the table and started to gently shoo me away. “Now, you’re time here is up. I’ve got another meeting with Jasmine now. If you’d like to see me again, please make an appointment. I look forward to it.”

Even as I tugged on my clothes as I was forced out the door, I couldn’t help but think that I looked forward to it too. And Scarlett was just one. Who else in the school might need convincing? I couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 3

As fun as it was to “convince” Scarlett over and over again, I was busy enough with my other things that stopping by to see her was the last thing on my mind. As summer became autumn, and tests began to loom, I focused more and more on my classes and less and less on my free-use duties.

I could feel the stress getting to me as I walked across campus, planning to head home and get to studying. Though I could have studied with a friend, I didn’t need the distraction of fucking right now.

A familiar voice made me pause as I passed by a small outdoor seating area, empty except for one table. Dean Ophelia Delacroix, the dark-haired, blue-eyed woman who had welcomed me to Eromage University, sat across from Scarlett. I would have continued on, but then I realized they were talking about me.

“You still aren’t convinced?” Ophelia asked, raising her eyebrow as she lifted a teacup to her lips. Though she usually wore more formal clothing, today she wore a simple white shirt above dark breeches.

Scarlett, on the other hand, was wearing a deep blue set of elaborate mage robes. “I’m convinced he deserves to be here. His grades and his abilities certainly show it. I’m still not sure he’s good for the school. I’m worried that there will be conflict among the students, among other things.”

That was what she’d been worried about? My exhaustion melted away, to be replaced by frustration. I had been working my ass off to be here, and she thought I might not belong because the girls would get jealous?

I should have just walked away, but my emotions got the better of me. I tossed my bag to the side and strode towards them. Ophelia noticed me first, smiling warmly even when she saw the look on my face. “Well, here he comes now.”

Scarlett looked around in surprise, just in time for me to stop by her, grab her hair, and pull her face against my still-clothed crotch. My anger mingled with lust as I rubbed my cock over her, feeling it throb harder as her breath played across it.

She cleared her throat as she adjusted her glasses, then hooked her fingers into my pants. “So he does. Well, I’m not going to hide how I feel,” Scarlett stated as my thick cock flopped onto her face. “The girls love him, but the question is, can he keep up?” She slid her lips around my tip, her tongue flicking over it as she started to bob back and forth.

Ophelia smiled at the scene in front of her. Though she was speaking to Scarlett, her eyes darted towards me as she winked. “Well, he’s keeping up well so far. I know you’re going solely off of the reports, but you and I both know he’s doing more than they say.”

Scarlett’s lips slid off of me with a wet pop. She placed her hand on my hip and gently pushed me towards Ophelia. The dean wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me close, my wet, hard cock slapping over her face as she started to kiss the side of my shaft.

Scarlett cleared her throat as she watched, bringing her hands together in front of her. “Good, but that still doesn’t change the fact that I don’t have the documentation to back it up.”

Ophelia took her time running her tongue up and down my shaft. She willingly drank up Scarlett’s spit, then slid my cock head into her mouth, pressing it against her cheek for a few thrusts. Finally, she pulled her lips away from me, gently pushing me back towards Scarlett.

“If the problem is the students not filling out their reviews, perhaps you should take that up with them and not him?” The dean smiled, raising her eyebrows.

While Ophelia had taken her time, Scarlett was a little more eager. She angled my cock towards her, then brought her lips forward. As the dean spoke, the professor bobbed quickly over my shaft, back and forth, glasses bouncing. She planted one hand on my waist while the other wrapped around my base, helping to stroke me down her throat. I gasped softly at the sensation, my abs flexing as her blonde hair swayed with each movement.

I looked down and met her blue eyes. I shivered as I saw their eager determination and the way they evaluated me. I slid my hands into her hair, helping to guide her back and forth, beginning to pump my cock back and forth as my toes curled. “Fuck,” I panted.

We only stopped when Ophelia cleared her throat as she awaited a response. Even then, Scarlett took her time pulling off me with a wet slurp. She harrumphed softly as she pushed me back towards Ophelia. “That is a good idea,” she admitted, tilting her head, and tapping the wet mess on her chin.

As Scarlett thought up a response, Ophelia quickly dragged me behind her. In one smooth move, she kicked out the chair from under her and lifted her hips as she leaned forward, elbows on the table. I got the hint and moved behind her. Unable to help myself, I spanked her with both hands, watching her ass shudder as she grunted and stayed upright.

I couldn’t help but grin at the look on Scarlett’s face. “Though, even if it is their fault, he should at least be trying to get them to turn in their forms.” Even as she spoke to Ophelia, her eyes followed me as I dragged down the dean’s pants, exposing her reddened buttocks and sweet pussy.

Ophelia nodded as I pushed the tip of my spit-lubed cock inside her. “True, and you have let him know what he needs to do. If you want a higher success rate, it’s probably time to talk to the girls.” Her voice remained surprisingly steady as I felt her warm, wet pussy around me, squeezing tightly as I pushed deeper.

There were a few moments of silence as Scarlett considered her response. I met her gaze as I buried myself balls-deep in Ophelia’s familiar, tight pussy. My fingers sunk into the dean’s fine ass as I pulled her back into me. When my waist met her butt, she started to grind against me, shifting my cock inside her as her lust dripped down my shaft.

Finally, Scarlett mustered up a few words. “I suppose that’s fine. I’ve been meaning to speak to more of the girls anyways, to see how they feel.” She stood up suddenly. Lifting her robes from the bottom, she exposed her bare pussy as she climbed onto the table on her knees. Her face reddened as she looked around, then pulled Ophelia’s face between her thighs.

The dean accepted her duty without complaint, her small pink tongue diving into Scarlett’s pussy willingly, lapping at it. My blonde, glasses-wearing advisor leaned in close to me, her hands against Ophelia’s lower back. “Don’t think this means you can take it easy. I’m hardly the only one who opposed your arrival.”

I had guessed as much. Still, despite her warning, I smiled as I started to move my hips, stroking my cock in and out of Ophelia’s helpless body. “Of course,” I promised, bringing my face close. “I will never stop trying to earn my place as an Eromage of note.” To finish off my statement, I leaned forward and pressed my lips into Scarlett’s mouth.

Our tongues danced together as her hands slid up over my neck to pull me close. I felt her groan in delight and her lust-fueled mine. My hands gripped Ophelia’s waist tighter as I kissed my advisor above her body. The wet smacking of our mouths was soon accompanied by the heavier sounds of my waist crashing into Ophelia’s butt.

Each thrust rocked the dean against Scarlett’s pussy, thrusting her tongue deeper. Our kiss broke and I glanced down to see Ophelia’s tongue buried deep in Scarlett’s body, flicking and twisting and licking, her nose brushing over the other woman’s clit. Scarlett’s hands slid to my shoulders as she shivered. “Harder.”

With a grin, I did as I was told. I could feel the heat awakening inside of me, and I wanted to stoke into an inferno. Ophelia, though she couldn’t talk, seemed to agree, throwing her waist back against me eagerly. I gave her ass another slap as I moved faster, watching my gleaming cock slide in and out of her tight snatch.

Scarlett’s finger pressed into the bottom of my chin, tipping my gaze back up to her. She smiled, pulling the top of her dress down and pushing her tits against my face. “Go on. Enjoy these. Cum to them,” she whispered. “When fucking two women, you have to make sure to give them both equal attention.”

I slid my lips around her right nipple, sucking it into my mouth and rolling it between my teeth. I was rewarded with her soft gasp of delight and her hands clutching harder against my head, holding me close as her body shook.

Though we were all close, it was Ophelia who finished first. Perhaps the double-sided stimulation of Scarlett’s lusty pussy and my fat cock was too much for her. Her soft, whimpering moans increased in frequency, in complete contrast with her usually collected demeanor. Her legs shook as her pussy clenched down on me, and her tongue went into a frenzy, making Scarlett gasp and try to move away. Reaching out, I grabbed my advisor and pulled her back in, grinning as I watched her eyes roll with pleasure.

Ophelia’s wet, sticky mess splattered over my cock and thighs. I continued to fuck her through her orgasm, and each added thrust coaxed a new explosion over me. The tension left Ophelia’s body, letting me pound her as I wished, her body no longer able to push back. I shoved her harder into Scarlett, making the blonde woman gasp and moan, her fingers clutching Ophelia’s hair tightly.

Though I could feel myself getting close, I pulled out before I finished, my cock bouncing out of Ophelia, eager for more. I caught the dean’s hips as she collapsed, then lowered her gently into the seat she had been using before. Her face came out from between Scarlett’s thighs and she leaned back with a sigh, gazing back at me. “Wonderful. Simply wonderful. I always approved of your arrival, just so you know.”

“Thanks, Dean Delacroix,” I replied as I patted her head. As Ophelia settled back into her seat with a pleased sigh, Scarlett was positioning herself on the table on her back, dress lifted, legs spread.

The blonde woman cleared her throat. “Your duties aren’t yet done unless you plan to leave me unsatisfied.”

I laughed as I stepped forward, dragging my cock, still coated with Ophelia’s lust, up against Scarlett’s inner thigh. I watched her shiver as I leaned over to share another kiss with her, this one more intimate than the last. Her breasts pressed against my chest as I guided my tip to her entrance, feeling her shiver with delight.

I entered her slowly, feeling her yield. She inhaled softly, breaking our kiss as she stared into my eyes. “I have to admit,” she confessed as he pushed her waist back into mine. “I’m starting to be convinced.”

“Oh?” I teased as my hips pressed against hers. She gasped and pushed up against me, starting to ride me from below as I thrust down from above. “What am I doing right?”

Her breathing quickened as her hands came up to my chest, stroking over me. “Well. You have to keep up your grades. And continue to get good feedback. And-”

Ophelia laughed as she leaned forward and looked at both of us. “And make sure to drop by Scarlett often so you can satisfy her pent-up needs. Isn’t that right, Professor Dewulf?” Ophelia’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she reached out and ran a hand up Scarlett’s thigh, then started to tease her clit.

Scarlett’s response was immediate. She gasped, her legs locking around my body and dragging me close. She started to thrust her hips up more passionately, her tits bouncing as she groaned. I reached out to grab one of her breasts, squeezing it with my right hand, feeling her nipple brush over my palm as I matched her pace.

The heat that Ophelia had stoked inside me was now a raging inferno, ready to explode into Scarlett at any moment. I pumped my hips harder into her, our bodies coming together again and again. My lust rose, and so did hers, her back arching as she responded to Ophelia’s talented touch.

Scarlett cried out in delight as her orgasm finally crashed over her. Her grunts of pleasure rose as she thrust herself up at me, her toes curling behind me as her legs relaxed. Her pussy continued to stroke and squeeze as she smiled blissfully up at me, reaching up to stroke my cheek.”Good job.”

Just as I felt the first, hot throbbing pulse of cum travel up my cock, Ophelia’s right hand suddenly wrapped around the base of my cock and dragged me out. I gasped as I followed her, my shaft sliding out of her and throbbing in the cool air. With a few quick pumps, she milked me over Scarlett’s body. “Fuck!” I gasped as I watched the first thick shot of jizz coat the professor’s inner thigh.

The next was aimed more appropriately, spraying directly against Scarlett’s pussy and making her body jerk. Ophelia kept stroking, stroking my thick, hard cumshots all over the blonde woman’s waist and legs. Wave after wave of pleasure traveled through my body as I marked Scarlett with my seed, my thighs tensing. I let out a low, pleased moan, reaching over to hold onto Ophelia’s shoulder for support.

By the time she released me, I was completely empty, my cock soft, not a single drop leaking from the tip. I had to pull up another chair to sit down in, panting hard. Scarlett remained on her back, her clothes askew, her lower half completely covered with my cum.

Finally, she spoke, her tits rising and falling with each breath. “I can see why the girls don’t always fill out their feedback now.”

Ophelia and I both burst into laughter. We must have struck quite an unusual sight for those passing by, two high-level faculty and the only male student at Eromage University sitting together, signs of sex decorating our bodies.

Still, despite that, I felt comfortable. Though my journey through Eromage University had just begun, it already felt like home. It was reassuring to know that even those who didn’t want me here were willing to talk to me, work with me, and, most importantly, be part of my free-use duties.

And as for Professor Dewulf’s concerns? Well, I’d just have to work hard and keep my grades up while fucking everyone in the school. It was a challenge, but one I was looking forward to.
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