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Chapter 1

I returned from my vacation on the weekend before the new semester began. Though my break had been busier than I planned, I still felt refreshed and ready for the next semester at Eromage University.
But first, I had to pick up my syllabus. Since I had more choices, I decided to add an elective or two. It would have been smarter to give myself some time off, but how hard could a few extra courses be?
The sight of my packed schedule quickly eliminated the happiness from hearing that I’d passed the last semester with flying colors. Though I’d wanted some electives, I hadn’t wanted all of them! I wondered how bad it’d look if I dropped some before I even started.
As I made my way out of the building, I just happened to glance into an empty classroom, then nearly tripped over my own feet.
A girl sat in the corner of the classroom, painting. By itself, that wasn’t unusual. What was weird was that she’d hung her clothes on the windowsill and sat there completely naked. The bright morning light streaming through the windows illuminated her fiery red hair and pale, freckled skin as she slid her brush across the canvas.
Since her back was to me, I could slip in undetected, so that’s what I did. The girl was so focused that I didn’t want to disturb her concentration, though I was curious as to what she was painting onto the sun-streaked canvas.
Though she had barely gotten done with outlining, it was clear she was painting some sort of sex scene. In it, an upright figure was positioned behind another that was bent forward, with both of them looking back toward the viewer.
The linework was excellent, but something about the position looked unnatural. The artist seemed to think so as well, because there was a look of frustration on her face as she turned from the canvas to an open book at her side. As I watched, she glanced down at her own body before adding small flourishes to the bent-over character with a sigh.
Despite this, something was still bothering me, and it seemed to bother her too. With a frustrated sound, she set her paintbrush and palette aside, then turned around. Her eyes widened as she saw me sitting there, and she yelped and nearly knocked the canvas out of its frame.
I realized I hadn’t announced myself. “Sorry!” I stood quickly. “I was just passing by. I can go.”
“Don’t!” Her voice was soft but commanding, and I found myself sitting back down. She cleared her throat. “You just surprised me. I would be happy to have you watch.” Stepping forward, she offered me her hand. “I am Tamara.”
“Arthur,” I responded, taking her hand and shaking it. “I like your art.”
“Good. I don’t.” She sighed and glanced back at it. “I’m trying to infuse my drawings with Eromagic, but so far, I’m failing miserably.”
“Is that why you’re painting naked?” I asked.
She glanced down at herself, then laughed. “Oh no, this is just so I don’t get paint on my robes. And so I have a reference for my art. But I know what a girl’s body looks like. It's the guy I just can’t get right.” Tamara’s eyes lit on me. “Though, maybe with your help…”
I laughed. “I guess I’ve got some time. What do you need me to do?”
“Hold on.” Tamara hopped off her chair and rushed to her art. From behind her easel, she slowly moved out a large mirror and carefully leaned it against the wall. “Come over here.”
By the time I made my way over, Tamara had bent over, her hands pressed against the reflective silver surface. “Behind me,” she commanded. “Just like that in the painting.”
I grabbed her waist like the person in her art, pushing my hips forward to bump my clothed crotch against Tamara’s pussy. We moved a little more before she rolled her eyes at me. “This still isn’t quite right. We’re missing something important.” She wiggled her butt meaningfully against my crotch.
With a guilty smile, I reached down to free my cock. “My bad.”
“Better,” Tamara remarked as she felt my bare shaft press against her pussy. She tossed her red hair over her shoulder. “Maybe now I’ll finally be able to capture sex in my art.”
I glanced back at her canvas as I began to push inside her. “It looks pretty good to me,” I emphasized my statement with a light smack against Tamara’s ass.
She pushed herself back onto me with a lusty grunt, and her butt hit my waist with a luscious smack. “But it could be better, and with your help, it will be,” she groaned as she started to ride against me.
As I began to ride her, I ran my fingers over her large, soft ass. I savored the way my hands sank into her warm butt, and gasped with pleasure as my cock pushed deep inside her. Her lust trickled down my balls as I squeezed harder, my waist moving out of pure, desire-filled instinct.
“There we go,” Tamara gasped. She placed her hands against the mirror and cocked her head, staring at our reflection. “I see,” she panted as she watched her tits sway below her.
Intrigued, I leaned over, my chest pressing into her back as her body rippled with the force of my thrusts. “What do you see?” I breathed into her ear. Though it was a little awkward to watch ourselves fuck in the mirror, I couldn’t deny how hot it was watching the expression on her face as my cock hit the perfect spots inside her.
“The passion. The fire. I know what I want to capture,” she whispered, almost to herself. Suddenly, Tamara tossed her hair over her shoulder and glared back at me. “But I need more. Show me more. I’ve been told you’re quite the stallion, and I need every last bit of your passion.”
Her demands made me grin fiercely. She wanted it all, did she? Fine, I’d give her more than she could handle. I slapped her ass suddenly, enjoying how it shuddered against my hips. Then, I reached out with my right hand and grabbed a handful of her hair.
Tamara gasped as I dragged her head back. A viciously hungry smile rose on her face as her fingers curled against the mirror. “More of that,” she growled. “That’s perfect.”
But I’d only just started. I braced my feet against the ground as I tightened my grip in her hair. I dragged her back as my hips smashed into her ass with a loud smack. Tamara gasped, arching hard, and I took advantage of her movements to shove her into the mirror.
Her lusciously large tits smashed into their reflection. She moaned as her nipples ran over the cold metal. Her legs trembled against as my rough pounding shoved her forward again and again. I buried my face into her neck as I rutted her hard, my bare cock throbbing deep inside her raw, wet pussy.
Tamara had lost the ability to speak. She could only make luscious, guttural grunts as the impact of my thrusts rippled through her body. I pressed down into her as I slid my hands up her body, cramming them between her tits and the mirror.
I squeezed her heavy, soft breasts and felt her hard nipples press into my palms. I grunted with pleasure as I kissed the back of her neck, feeling my pleasure mount. Raw, lustful heat built in my core, begging for release.
But before I could go over the edge, Tamara threw back her head with a scream of delight. Her eyes rolled back as she pressed into me, her body shaking. I went from groping her to supporting her as her pussy squeezed tightly over my tense cock. More wet, raw lust poured down my shaft to paint my inner thighs, and Tamara groaned throatily in sheer delight as she surrendered to her peak.
I didn’t stop moving, though I slowed my pace to match her needy little movements. I kept my hard shaft pressed against the deepest, neediest parts of her cumming pussy, rolling my hips to grind into her.
As she slowly came down from her peak, her release slowly trickled down the mirror between her legs. “Holy fuck,” she breathed as she found her voice. “That was…inspiring,” she groaned.
Taking that as my cue to retreat, I began to pull my waist away, my cock sliding slowly out of her satisfied snatch. I carefully let go of her and stepped back as my shaft bounced, unsatisfied, in front of me.
Tamara hadn’t quite been ready for that. With a cute little yelp, she slid to her knees, her body smearing over the glass before she hit the ground with a soft moan. Her legs continued to shake as she pressed her cheek against a streak of her own lust, then gently dragged her tongue through it. The sight sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine.
She turned around and opened her mouth to say something, then froze as she came face-to-face with my still-hard shaft. Her pretty green eyes glittered as she gazed up at me with a sultry smile, then got on all fours. “Oh my,” she murmured, her breath playing across my shaft. “What do we have here?”
“More inspiration?” I suggested as I gently patted her head. I thought she’d want to get back to her painting after cumming that hard, but, judging by the way she was staring, the fun wasn’t over yet.
She threw her head back and laughed throatily before leaning in and planting a hard, hungry kiss against my balls. My wet, messy cock dragged over her face, and precum leaked onto her cheek as she gazed up at me with playful eyes.
“Sure,” she decided as she dragged her tongue up the right side of my cock, then over the tip. “Go on, then. Inspire me.” She glanced over her shoulder at the mirror and shivered in delight as she saw herself, bent over on all fours, submitting to my throbbing shaft.
I wasted no time in grabbing her head and dragging her lips to my cock. Tamara kept herself on all fours as her mouth brushed over the head of my manhood, and offered no resistance as I pushed her onto me.
The view of her sucking me off was doubled in the nearby mirror. Two cute artist girls sucked off two thick, needy cocks, and I caught Tamara glancing at her reflection more than once. And why wouldn’t she? She was beautiful, her heavy tits swaying in time with her vibrant red hair.
With a soft groan, I rammed my cock into her pretty lips and down her tight, wet throat. My fingers tightened in her hair as I grunted in delight, feeling my balls slap roughly against her chin. Despite my roughness, Tamara didn’t back down, her head bobbing fiercely back and forth over me.
Her sloppy, wet spit splattered over my skin each time she kissed down against my waist. My toes curled against the ground as I thrust into her harder, watching her butt bounce every time my hips smashed into her face.
She submitted to my rough desires, her green eyes glittering with teasing delight as she watched me. Her throat bulged as she gagged against my deeper thrusts, but still she didn’t flinch as she brought herself to the base each time.
I couldn’t last long against a girl like this. My movements grew harder and more desperate as my butt tensed in delight. My breathing quickened, and my thighs trembled in delight as the ball of heat in my core begged for release.
Tamara must have sensed my impending finish. She suddenly pushed off the ground with her hands and pulled back. I was so surprised that my grip on her hair weakened, allowing her to sit back against the mirror.
Just as I was about to ask her what was going on, Tamara smiled brightly and wrapped both hands around my cock. My words became lusty moans as she began to jerk me off. Slick, wet sounds filled the air as her hands became a blur on my shaft, my balls bouncing with each full-length stroke.
With a smile, Tamara leaned forward and pressed her lips against the tip of my cock. Her tongue flicked back and forth over it, coaxing my pleasure even higher as she grinned devilishly.
“Oh fuck!” I groaned in delight as I felt my pleasure explode.
My shaft throbbed hard between her fingers as I thrust into her stroking hands. The first thick, heavy cumshot splattered over her left cheek, leaving a thick rope of white that slowly dripped down her chin and onto her tits.
The sensation of that first cumshot only made Tamara hungry for more. She opened her mouth wide and aimed the tip of my shaft at her tongue, pumping even harder. The next spurt splattered into her mouth. As she closed her mouth to swallow, I kept cumming.
My thick, hot, sticky jizz painted over her face and the tops of her breasts. Tamara aimed me where she wanted me, sometimes getting me to paint her chest, sometimes slurping down a fresh spurt.
I could do little more than hold onto her crimson hair as my cock flexed between her fingers. I bit my lower lip as I painted her with my seed, ropes of cum trickling down her cheeks and shoulders.
Finally, she released me as my shaft began to soften. I sighed with relief and relaxed, then leaned back to admire her handiwork.
It wasn’t exactly art, but the sight of my seed slowly trickling down her skin was beautiful. Tamara seemed to think so as well, turning to the mirror and smiling as she licked a stray strand off her palm.
“Perfect,” she purred affectionately as she stood slowly.
I helped her up, and she thanked me by leaning into my chest and pressing a messy kiss into my lips. Her hands ran over my body affectionately before she stepped back. I caressed her hips with a smile. “Think you can paint what you need now?” I asked softly.
She admired herself in the mirror, striking one pose, then another. “Oh yes,” she purred happily. “This is perfect.” Once she was satisfied with what she’d seen, Tamara walked back to her canvas and took her seat.
“You’re welcome to stay,” she offered as she picked up her palette and paintbrush again. “But you’ll have to be quiet. I need to focus and capture that spark we just had.”
I smiled and shook my head. “I’ll let you have your space.”
Tamara tossed her hair over her shoulder and smiled radiantly at me. “Thanks.” She blew me a playful kiss. “Hope to catch you around campus, though.”
My cheeks heated up pleasantly as I turned to the door. “I hope so, too.”




Chapter 2

I had forgotten all about Tamara by the end of my first week back. The stress of my full class load was already getting to me, and I had a scheduled check-in with my advisor at the end of the week.
Professor Scarlett Dewulf was a tall, imposing, no-nonsense woman who had been assigned to keep track of me while I was at Eromage University. We met outside in a tucked-away courtyard on campus, with the warm, dappled, late spring sunlight shining down on us.
Her stern blue eyes softened as I poured out my worries, and she sighed as she tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “I hope that all settles down.” She sighed, then cleared her throat. “I hate to add more to your burden, but the administration wanted me to let you know that you’re falling behind on your free use requirements. Remember, you’re not just here to learn, but also to teach these budding Eromages what real sex is like. Failure to do so is grounds for expulsion.”
I groaned. Last semester, I had a schedule set up so I could regularly meet up with women who would reliably fill out the required surveys so I could get credit. This last week, though, I’d barely had the time to keep up with studying, let alone think about my other requirements for being here.
“What about you?” I asked. “Would it count if we did something right now?”
Scarlett laughed as she sat back and adjusted her top. She had worn a cute, form-fitting white blouse above light brown pants, a simple, summery outfit that emphasized her curvy form. “It would. But that would be just one event, and we’re also more interested in having you meet new people.”
“There was someone I fucked the weekend before classes started!” I recalled. “That counts, right?”
Scarlett smiled and nodded. “Do you have her name? I can reach out.”
For a moment, her name escaped my memory, but then I saw a flash of red hair passing by. “Tamara!”
Today, the artsy girl was dressed in a short, bright yellow sundress with white frills. She stopped in surprise as she heard her name, then smiled. “There you are. Haven’t seen you all week, thought you forgot about me.” Her hips swayed as she walked over and set aside the bag she’d had hanging over her shoulder. “What’s going on?”
“Arthur here was just letting me know what you two had gotten up to last weekend,” Scarlet explained artfully. “We’re trying to keep track of who he’s been with, to make sure he meets his quota. Would you be willing to help?”
Tamara appeared to mull it over. She shot me a mischievous glance, then cocked her head. “He needs this, huh?” She tapped her lower lip thoughtfully. “Well, you know, last weekend was such a long time ago. I’ve done a lot in the meantime, with my classes and all, so I’m not sure I remembered what happened. I think I might need a refresher.”
I groaned inwardly. Tamara’s playfulness was cute, but I was a little stressed at the moment. Still, what choice did I have? I stood up and moved behind the redheaded girl. I ran my hands down her plush body as I looked over her shoulder at Scarlett. “Does it count if I do it right in front of you?”
Scarlett laughed. “As long as she answers the questions adequately, yes.”
“Do you hear that?” I whispered into Tamara’s ear as I lifted up her dress. “You only get what you want if you help me.”
The cute redhead smiled cheekily at me, then turned back to Scarlett. “Can I complain that he talks too much?”
Scarlett pulled out a piece of spare parchment and a quill, arching one fine eyebrow. “Of course. Is this a serious complaint?”
I decided not to let Tamara answer that question. I pulled out my cock with my left hand while my right gave her ass a rough smack. She arched back with a moan, her pussy nuzzling against the tip of my cock.
“You don’t think I talk too much, right?” I asked Scarlett as I pushed into Tamara.
My advisor leaned back with a soft laugh. “I don’t, but this isn’t about me. We’re seeing how much the other girls like having you around.”
I felt Tamara getting ready to speak, so I focused on shutting her up. With a grunt, I shoved my hips forward, my waist smacking into her ass with a lusty smack. I nuzzled into the back of her neck as my hands slid up to her chest, then dragged down her dress to grope her bare tits.
Despite my best efforts, Tamara managed to get out a few words. “He’s…doing…good!” she gasped, her soft tits pushing into my hands.
I rewarded her with a squeeze as I began to move faster. Each thrust forced her tits against my fingers, letting them sink deeper into her delicious breasts. As I rode her, Tamara’s arousal trickled down my bare shaft, coating my balls as her pussy trembled with delight.
“How is he doing well?” Scarlett asked, crossing one leg over the other. She was remarkably unfazed by our shameless fucking, and even smiled playfully as she leaned back. “Do be specific.”
“He’s hitting the right places,” Tamara grunted, leaning forward to change the angle of my cock inside her. “And he does what I want. I like that.”
My hands slid down from Tamara’s tits to run over her hips. I gave her ass a double-handed smack as I nodded at Scarlett. “I’m very attentive to my partner’s desires,” I promised as I rolled my hips into Tamara.
“I know.” Scarlett smiled sympathetically. “But we’re looking to hear from the girls themselves. So, Tamara? Anything else to add?”
Bent over like an animal, Tamara could do little more than grunt in delight as her eyes rolled back. I showed her no mercy, pounding my cock deep into her warm, wet entrance and bouncing her body against the table.
Finally, Scarlett sighed and put down her writing implements. “I don’t think this survey is going anywhere. I’ll just have to ask her after it’s all over. In the meantime…” She suddenly stood from her seat and hooked her thumbs into her pants.
In one smooth move, she shoved down both pants and underwear, revealing her pussy, already hot and sticky with arousal. As I rode Tamara from behind, Scarlett reached down to grab Tamara by her hair.
My tall blonde advisor dragged Tamara’s face between her legs. She groaned as she rode her crotch against Tamara’s nose, and angled her hips up to grind her pussy lips into Tamara’s mouth.
The force of my thrusts smothered Tamara against Scarlett’s pussy. Even with that help, it took a moment for the artist girl to remember what to do. She whimpered softly as she opened her mouth wide and let her tongue loll out, the perfect textured surface for Scarlett to ride.
Scarlett’s decorum dropped as she slammed her hips forward into the student’s face. Scarlett moaned in delight as she humped her raw, wet pussy over Tamara’s tongue, her rough movements bouncing Tamara back into me.
We turned Tamara into a toy between us, my thrusts shoving her into Scarlett’s pussy before Scarlett’s movements rammed her snatch back onto my cock. I was acutely aware of my duty to make Tamara feel good, so I held nothing back. The force of my thrusts made her tits sway below us, and I enjoyed the muffled moans she released into Scarlett’s pussy.
Letting go of Tamara’s hips, I reached up and pushed Scarlett’s top up and over her breasts. She welcomed my advance, humming with delight as she pushed her tits into my groping hands. “So assertive,” she murmured. “Very good.”
“I have to be if I want to keep up with these stupid requirements,” I groaned. As good as this felt, I couldn’t get the stress of school and free use out of my head. I tried to lose myself in Scarlett’s tits under my hands and Tamara’s pussy squeezing my cock, but the tension lingered hotly under the surface.
Even with all that on my mind, I couldn’t resist the raw pleasure that Tamara’s shuddering pussy was sending up my spine. With each thrust, I pulled back almost all the way before sinking every last inch balls-deep inside her. I could feel her snatch shudder and twitch with delight at my full-force movements, and I could tell that she was getting close as well.
We came at the same time. My hips crashed forward into Tamara’s body as I sank my fingers deep into Scarlett’s tits. Tamara screamed in delight as she rammed back into me, our bodies pressed flush against each other.
The first hot cumshot traveled up my cock just as her climax shuddered down her pussy. I pressed forward to keep myself inside her as I began to fill her up, both of us letting the pleasure take over.
As I pumped Tamara full of my hot, sticky lust, Scarlett leaned forward with a pleased grin. She kissed my lips, making me gasp and shudder. My cock flexed inside Tamara, and a fresh wave of her sweet lust drenched my shaft and balls.
I squeezed Scarlett’s tits hard as I came and came and came inside Tamara. Closing my eyes, I simply savored my orgasm, letting the pleasure wash over me.
Though Tamara had talked big, she was nearly out cold after her finish. I slipped out of her, then tumbled back into my chair with a pleased sigh. Scarlett gently extracted the other girl’s sticky face from between her legs, then helped Tamara lie across the table.
My advisor stepped forward and placed her hands on her hips. “It doesn’t seem like she’ll be able to answer any questions right now, will she?” Scarlett reached over and gave Tamara’s shoulder an experimental shake, but the redhead was out cold.
“I suppose I’ll add my evaluation in the meantime, just to give you some credit.” Scarlett squatted down and brought her face close to my still-wet cock, then smiled as she pressed a kiss against it.
I gasped as she nuzzled my oversensitive shaft. “You’re welcome to try,” I groaned.
Scarlett did more than just try. She could have used Eromagic, but she didn’t. Instead, through gentle touches and soft, sweet licks, she coaxed the embers of my arousal back into a dancing flame.
Her nose brushed against the bottom of my shaft as she gently trailed kisses up my length. She left the tip of my cock with a sweet smooch before letting it drag over her cheek. Her fingers played up my inner thighs as her breath played over me. “Enjoying?” she asked throatily, cocking her head with a deceptively sweet smile.
I nodded weakly, surprised at how much energy I had left after riding Tamara. As I watched Scarlett, another thought came to mind. I bit my lower lip, then cleared my throat. “I was wondering, what are the girls saying about me? Like, any feedback?” It felt a little foolish asking this with my cock dragging over her face.
Scarlett took the question in stride. “We’re not aiming for feedback, just so you know. It’s more to observe how you change things by being here. With that in mind, are you still interested?”
I thought for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah. Mostly curious.”
Scarlett shrugged and flicked her tongue thoughtfully over the tip of my cock. “They’ve generally been positive. A lot of girls mention that your presence has changed their lives for the better. Something about you just helps brighten their day.”
The compliment made my heart soar, and my cock shot up with it. Scarlett laughed as she nuzzled the base of my shaft. “The only real complaints I get are about how stressed you can be sometimes. They like that you just jump into it, but sometimes you’re distracted mid-sex.”
I couldn’t deny that. I tried my best to give these girls what they wanted, but with everything else on my plate, it was hard to focus on just one thing. I sighed as I ran a hand through my hair. “Yeah. Thanks for letting me know, but I’m not sure if it’s going to get any better this semester with all my classes.”
“Sounds like you need an easy elective.” Tamara had finally recovered and now sat up to watch the scene in front of her with a smile. “May I make a suggestion?”
I glanced down at Scarlett, but she seemed too focused on getting my cock hard again to offer advice. I shrugged, then nodded. “Sure.”
“Take ‘Erotic Art’. Super relaxed elective, but it can be used as a prereq for a lot of other things. Plus, I’m the teacher’s assistant this semester, so I can set you up for success.” She winked.
Scarlett pulled her face off my cock. “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that.”
Tamara laughed as she rolled off the table and got on her knees next to Scarlett. “Thanks. But yeah, you should at least come by and check it out. The next class is in two days. Since it’s a nighttime class, it can work well in most schedules.”
“I’ll have to consider it,” I murmured. My right hand went to Scarlett’s head while my left went to Tamara’s. “But for now, I’m going to try and focus on you two.”
Tamara winked at me as she slid her face down to my balls. “You’re doing just fine. I’ll leave you some glowing feedback, I promise.”
I laughed weakly as I leaned back in my chair, savoring the double blowjob from the two pretty women. I spread my legs wider to give them some more room as I let them paint my cock with their spit.
Though their mouths were occupied, their hands were free to wander elsewhere. Scarlett had been stroking my thighs to get me aroused, but now she moved her hands to her own body, sliding them back and forth over her own hips as she shivered in delight.
Tamara reached over to help Scarlett as well, gently teasing the blonde woman’s clit. Scarlett gasped, then nodded in approval before pushing her lips over my cock.
Normally, I would have grabbed Scarlett’s head and started to ride, but her advice about not rushing things resonated in my head. I decided to simply stroke her hair and lean back to enjoy. My hips pumped upward gently, my balls dragging over Tamara’s face, but that was all I did for now.
Compared to the fierce intensity of fucking Tamara, this was almost soothing. I sat back and let them do all the work, fully in tune with the warm pleasure buzzing through my body. I enjoyed the show, my hands on their heads as they toyed with each other, managing their mounting lust as they teased mine.
Despite my recent finish, or perhaps because of it, I was already climbing my way toward another climax. “Soon,” I warned them softly, arching my back in the chair to push my cock just a little deeper into Scarlett’s sucking lips.
Scarlett nodded, then tugged herself off of me with a wet pop. “Help jerk him off. I want it all over my face and tits,” Scarlett stated.
Tamara was more than happy to help. Her left hand continued to tease Scarlett’s pussy, but her right gently wrapped around the base of my shaft and began to stroke. The surprisingly soft friction was teasing, almost frustrating at first, but I soon relaxed into the sweet rhythm. By moving my hips at just the right times, I could draw out the most pleasure with each stroke, and then…
I gasped, my abs tensing in delight as the first thick white rope of cum flew over Scarlett’s face. She gasped, then laughed and opened her mouth to catch the next one. Her hips danced with her own warm, low-grade orgasm as she took my cumshots over her face, then her tits.
Tamara aimed my cock to paint Scarlett’s body with my seed. As my first load leaked out of her pussy, she made sure Scarlett got a nice, full coating of rich cum all over her face and body.
I couldn’t last forever, though, and soon, my shaft was soft once again. Scarlett leaned forward for a final sweet, affectionate suck before sitting back with a pleased sigh. “Very good,” she murmured as she licked a stray glob from off her palm.
“Let me have some too,” Tamara pleaded, leaning in and sharing a wet, sticky kiss with my advisor. Even though I’d cum twice, I felt a hot twinge of arousal at watching them make out.
And Scarlett didn’t hold back. Their tongues passed a rich, sticky glob of my seed back and forth before Tamara finally swallowed it with an audible gulp. My thighs tensed as I sat up straighter. “Wow.”
Scarlett pulled away with a laugh. “You’ll let me know if you want to change your schedule?” she asked.
I nodded weakly. “Thanks.”
“Of course. Now shoo. Tamara and I have to share some thoughts about this free use session.” Scarlett smiled as she kissed Tamara again, deeper this time.
They had more to share than just that, I thought with a smile. Still, I decided to leave them to it. After all, I had a lot of other things to deal with, so I could be my best self for these Eromages.




Chapter 3

After a long day of classes, I didn’t really want to go to the art studio to try out yet another class, but I had promised Tamara. And so, as the sun began to set, I trudged across campus to the vine-covered building that served as the Hall of Arts.
The class itself took place in a small, cozy room to the right of the entrance. As soon as I walked in, Tamara saw me and grinned. Ignoring the curious glances from the rest of the class, she walked through the canvases and took me by the arm. “There you are! Glad you could make it.”
“Thanks. Where’s the teacher?” I asked as I scanned the classroom.
“She only comes every other week, so it’s just me today, so I run the class the rest of the time. I told you it was easy. And don’t forget, it’ll count for credit.” She winked as she took me to a canvas in the corner. “We’re working on sketching the face.”
As I sat down, I realized that Tamara wasn’t the only person I recognized. “Claire!” I gasped in surprise.
The blonde girl whom I’d studied with last semester grinned as she looked up from her sketching. “Was wondering when you’d recognize me. I’m surprised you’re here, didn’t realize art was one of your passions.”
“I’m not sure it is. But I’m open to trying things out,” I responded as I picked up a piece of charcoal and examined it.
Tamara patted both of our shoulders with a smile. “Glad you two know each other already. You can get started drawing each other as practice. I’ve got to check on the others.”
With that, she left us to our business. Claire and I quickly got to work sketching each other. I was clumsy at first, with many false starts, but soon, I had a good approximation of the curves of Claire’s face.
When we reviewed each other’s work, however, my jaw dropped. Claire’s rendition of me was just as crude, and yet she had managed to capture the fiery heat of desire in my expression.
Claire smiled nervously. “Everything okay?”
“Better than that. This is really impressive!” I remarked. “How did you do it?”
She relaxed with a playful wink. “I just remembered the time we spent together.”
With that in mind, my next series of drawings was based on the study sessions that had turned into something more. But even then, I felt that my drawings were a caricature of the true desire she’d shown me during our time together.
Claire seemed to agree when she checked on me. “Need some help?” she asked sympathetically.
“Yeah,” I admitted in frustration. “I just can’t get it right.”
“Firstly, you need to stop being so hard on yourself.” She leaned forward and tapped her finger against my chest. “The main point of art is to enjoy the freedom of expression, and you can’t do that if you hate what you’re trying to do. So try copying this!” Claire suddenly made an exaggerated orgasm face.
I couldn’t help but burst into laughter, and she giggled with me. My next few drawings were better, though I felt like I was focusing too hard on getting the shape of her face just right. I stepped back and shook my head critically. “The passion just doesn’t feel real enough.”
“Hm.” Claire returned her face to normal and cocked her head at my art. “What else can I do to help?”
I had an idea, albeit an unconventional one. I slid my hands to her shoulders and stepped in close, then cleared my throat. “Well, there is something that would both help me relax and give me a good example to use for my drawings.”
Claire caught on immediately and grinned. “Naughty boy. But if it’ll help you out…” She slid to her knees, catching my pants with her fingers and tugging them down on the way. With a soft hum, she pressed her cheek against my shaft.
I ran my fingers through her hair with a soft groan, my cock growing harder against her face. She smiled playfully as she began to stroke me off between her cheek and her palm. “Feeling inspired yet?”
I grinned weakly. “Kind of. But not enough.”
Claire stuck her tongue out at me. “Well, you did help me with studying, so I guess I owe you one.”  She flicked her tongue over the tip of my shaft, making me gasp in pleasure.
I groaned in delight as she began to move her mouth back and forth over my cock. Her gleaming wet spit slowly began to paint over my shaft as my hips swayed back and forth. Claire took her time, each playful bob of her head taking her further and further down.
Surprisingly, I found my gaze wandering between her face and the canvas. There was something beautiful in the way she fully dedicated herself to my lust. I still couldn’t quite see what my sketches were missing, but I could feel myself getting close. As my pleasure built, I began to reach out for the charcoal again, my eyes glued to the way her hair messily danced around her face with each deep suck.
Before I could do anything, however, Tamara suddenly reappeared at our sides. She rested one hand on my shoulder and the other on Claire’s. “And just what do you think you two are doing?”
Claire shrugged but didn’t stop sucking, leaving me to answer. I grinned weakly. “Getting inspired?”
Tamara laughed. “Fair enough. You’re distracting the rest of the class, though,” she pointed out.
I looked around at the other Eromages. As soon as my gaze passed over them, they quickly averted their eyes, but it was clear that many of them were watching Claire’s blowjob with interest. “Should we stop?” I asked weakly.
Tamara thought for a moment. “Nah, it’s okay.” She turned to the others and clapped her hands. “If you’re satisfied with your progress today, feel free to sketch this scene. Focus on capturing the flow of desire between them.”
Before she could walk away, I hooked my arm around her waist and tugged her back. Tamara arched one eyebrow primly as she pressed her chest to my side. “Oh? Did you need more help with something?”
“I still can’t capture the expression of lust. I think I need more examples.” I sighed melodramatically.
Tamara rolled her eyes. “Or maybe you need a new perspective. Here.” She reached down to pull Claire off me with a wet slurp. After guiding us to an empty table, Tamara pushed me onto my back.
She helped Claire get on top of me, the blonde girl blushing as she faced me. “Oh wow. I like the view from up here.”
I grinned as I ran my hands along her soft thighs. “And I like what I’m seeing from down here.”
Claire giggled as she pressed her wet pussy against the bottom of my spit-lubed shaft, grinding it up and down. She gasped as her clit bumped against me, her thighs trembling in delight. Leaning over, she pressed her hands against my chest for support as she began to grind back and forth.
My cock throbbed in delight against her pussy as I ran my hands up her sides, then cupped her breasts. Claire’s pleasure shone beautifully from her face as she humped my cock, her eyes unfocused, her mouth half open.
I was so busy staring at her radiant expression of ecstasy that I almost forgot about my own pleasure. Luckily, Tamara hadn’t. The redheaded art girl lay on her side next to me with a smile. At some point, she’d tossed off her robes, and now I wasn’t sure who to look at.
“Keep your eyes on her,” Tamara instructed. “I’m only here for support.” Reaching down, she gripped the base of my cock and helped guide the tip against Claire’s entrance.
Claire gasped as she slid down onto me, then laughed weakly. “Sorry. Forgot about you.”
I lifted my head and pressed a gentle kiss to her lips. As her tongue danced with mine, I ran my thumbs over her hard nipples, enjoying the way she shuddered against me. “Don’t worry,” I whispered into her lips. “I’m enjoying this a lot.”
Claire giggled as she pushed her hips down onto me, welcoming my hard cock balls-deep into her warm, wet depths. I grunted with delight as my hips bucked up against her, and slowly, we began to move with each other.
My thrusts made her tits bounce into my groping hands. The sound of her ass clapping against my thighs filled the air, and my toes curled as I felt my pleasure building. Neither of us cared much for art anymore. Instead, we were simply lost in each other, soft, hungry, lusty bodies surrendering to the rhythmic pleasure of our hungry lovemaking.
It wasn’t long before my raw, heated need begged for release. I barely had the chance to warn Claire as I broke our kiss, my body tense with lust. “Claire, I’m going to-”
She interrupted me by tossing her head back with a scream of delight. She angled herself forward, her clit brushing over my waist as she forced the tip of my cock to the perfect spot inside her. Her pussy tensed and trembled and stroked over me as her thighs shuddered.
I soon joined her, grunting with pleasure as my cock throbbed deep inside her body. Panting, I bounced her on my lap as I released the first of many thick, heavy cumshots deep inside her. My hands slid from her tits to her thighs, and I held on for dear life as I let the pleasure run through my body.
Even as we came, we didn’t stop moving, grinding our bodies against each other to milk out every last bit of delight. I emptied so much inside her that I could feel it starting to flow out onto my lap.
Satisfied, I lay back against the hard wooden table and pulled Claire down with me. Her blonde hair spilled over my chest as I sighed, my eyes half-closing as we relaxed in the afterglow of our finish.
But Tamara wasn’t quite done with us. Suddenly, her hands gently gripped our shoulders and began to pull us apart. I made a small sound of complaint as Claire groaned, but complied. “What’s that for?” I asked weakly.
Tamara grinned cheekily as she climbed onto the table to join us. “You clearly weren’t working on your art. I know this class is easy, but you should still put some effort into it.”
“I am! I just got distracted.” I began to sit up, but Tamara pushed me back down to the table.
“Don’t worry about it.” She turned around so her butt hovered near my face. “I know just how you can make up for this.” With a grin, she swung her thighs over me, then pressed her pussy toward my lips. “I need to get a good look at this dick again, so be a good boy and stay still, won’t you?”
Judging by the wet pussy hovering over my face, she wanted more than to just look at my cock, and I was happy to oblige. I sunk my fingers into her deliciously warm ass and pulled her snatch onto my face.
Her luscious thighs tightened around my face as I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue. Tamara gasped against my cock and pushed down against me harder, begging for more.
So I gave it to her. My fingers moved to toy with her clit while my tongue slid down to push into her pussy. Tamara humped back against me as I thrust my tongue in and out of that warm, wet hole, shamelessly drinking her lust.
But I wasn’t the only one with surprises. As her tongue slowly coaxed my cock straight again, I felt another pair of lips against me. I groaned in delight as the warm, wet attention played over my shaft and balls.
Though all I could see was Tamara’s beautiful butt, I already knew who had joined her. Claire’s eagerness to help out surprised me, since I thought she was drained after what we just did. Still, I was happy to have her help coax my desire back to the surface as she pressed warm kisses against my inner thighs.
My body pressed up against Tamara’s from below, and her softness pushed me down. I tongue-fucked her pussy faster as my hips began to thrust desperately into their teasing lips. My eyes rolled back as I felt their playful lips caress over my tense, needy length, their spit slowly trickling down my cock.
It wasn’t long before I felt like I could blow again. Between being buried in Tamara’s sex and the calculated teasing of their fingers and mouths, I was rock hard and ready to go. But despite my needy thrusts, they continued their slow teasing, coaxing out and playing with my sticky precum as I kissed and nuzzled and licked Tamara’s pussy.
Just as I felt my patience coming to an end, Tamara gave me exactly what I needed. Her hips slammed my head back down against the table while her mouth suddenly slammed down onto me.
With a muffled cry of delight, I arched up against her as my hips shuddered. Claire’s lips continued to tease up and down my thighs as my second orgasm of the night pumped up hotly through my overstimulated cock.
I felt Tamara gulping down my seed thirstily as I pumped it into the back of her throat. I pulled my face away from her pussy to cry out in pleasure, just in time for her to unleash her own messy orgasm over my face.
I fell back against the table and closed my eyes to enjoy the shower. When Tamara pulled off me mid-orgasm, I gasped as I felt my cock flex, spraying my seed wildly into the air. Their fingers continued to gently caress my waist, coaxing more and more cum out of me until I was empty.
Finally, I lay my head back down and relaxed against the wood. “Thanks,” I panted. “I think I can draw better now.”
Tamara laughed lightly as she began to dismount my face. “Even if you can’t, this has been very useful.”
As the world came into view again, I realized that the rest of the class had gathered around my lower half, watching the other two tease my cock. Most of them had brought their sketchboards and were frantically capturing my manhood from various angles. My face turned red at the attention, though none of them noticed as they captured the last twitches of my arousal.
Tamara sat next to me with a grin and slid her arm around my shoulders. “Looks like you’ll have to come back here sometime. I think you’re going to be our next art project. Don’t worry, I’ll help you figure out what class to drop.”
I leaned against her with a sigh. “Fine, fine.” In truth, I was happy to have the decision made for me. This next semester was going to be hard…
…but with a start like this, I was looking forward to it.
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