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Chapter One


Teaching is a thankless job at the best of times.

Sure, there is joy in shaping minds, and knowing that you are helping to educate the next generation is great, but when you have to buy the supplies out of your own money, and the parents tell you that you need to do more, well then it can get you down.

Which is why I jumped at the chance to interview at Freeverse Academy.

If you look at their website, you'll see that it's a finishing school in the highlands of Scotland, remote, ancient, and beautiful. You can see that the costs are astronomical and that there are extensive interviews to make sure that the students are the right sort for Freeverse. As for the teachers, three rounds of reviews at a minimum to get a job there.

And talking of students, they are all over the age of twenty-one. So, no snotty youths shouting insults at you, no drug-dealing teens in your class because that's where the clients are. At Freeverse, all the students are there because they want to be there.

But what I didn’t know, and only found out when I went for the interview, is what kind of finishing school it is and exactly what the students were being taught. Nowhere on the website does it say what the courses are, but if you are in the know, then you know that Freeverse is the world’s first and only Freeuse Academy.

+++

I was reminded of the scene in Dracula where the lawyer waits at the crossroads for the carriage to take him to the castle. Luckily for me, I was only waiting at a train station cafe for a car to collect me.

When it arrived, I was surprised to see that the driver, in a full chauffeur outfit, was a woman in her mid-twenties, blond and stunning-looking.

"Good morning, Sir. Car for Freeverse Academy?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, trying not to stare too much. She took my case and led me to the car. It was a long black Jag. Not the sort of car I was used to.

The drive was long and bumpy; the road wound through wild moorland that looked as if it had not been disturbed for centuries. Grey sky pressed down on heather and rock, and for the first time, a sliver of genuine doubt worked its way past the excitement of the interview. The Academy's isolation wasn't just geographical; it felt deliberate. A veil was drawn between the world and whatever lay ahead.

The car crested a rise, and there it was. Freeverse. Less a single building and more a complex of structures, all fashioned from the same dark, weathered stone as the landscape itself. Turrets clawed at the sky; Gothic windows stared out like vacant eyes. It was impressive and intimidating in equal measure.

We pulled up before a grand oak door, studded with iron. My driver got out, opened my door, and retrieved my luggage with an efficiency that was unnerving. She set the case down on the flagstones, turned to face me, and bowed.

"Let me officially welcome you to the Academy. My name is Ella. I will be your assistant while you are here, and I am on call 24 hours a day."

This was all a bit unexpected.

"So, you're a member of staff?" I asked.

"Oh no, I'm a student. In my final year. But I drive as part of my duties, and I volunteered to help you during your visit."

She leaned forward, and for a moment, the veil of professionalism dropped.

"To tell you the truth, Sir, I like to get the first look at the new male teachers so that I can gossip with the other girls."

I supposed at the time that nothing much happened out here in the wilds, so a bit of gossip must have been the only fun thing they had to do. Now I can see why they might be interested in any of the new male staff.

"Right," I managed. "Well, I hope I live up to expectations."

A genuine smile touched her lips. "I'm sure you will." She straightened up, the professional mask back in place. "Please follow me. The Headmistress is expecting you."

We entered a hallway so vast that my footsteps echoed. The air was cool, smelling of old stone, beeswax polish, and something else... a faint, electric scent like the air after a lightning strike. Portraits lined the walls, and I noted with interest that they were all of women, their gazes following me with an unnerving intensity.

Ella led me not to an office, but to what appeared to be a library. Or a private study. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a roaring fire, and two deep armchairs. In one of them sat a woman.

She was perhaps in her late thirties, with dark hair with a silver streak, pulled back in a severe but elegant chignon. She wore a dark suit that seemed both modern and timeless. She didn't rise as we entered, but her eyes, a sharp, intelligent grey, fixed on me.

"Mr Hayes," she said. Her voice was calm, measured, with a crisp, educated accent. "Thank you for coming. I am Headmistress Dubois. Please sit."

Ella placed a tray with a silver teapot and two cups on a small table between the chairs. She gave me a small, almost imperceptible wink as she turned to leave, closing the heavy oak door behind her with a soft click.

I sat, feeling like a schoolboy myself.

"Tea?" Headmistress Dubois offered, already pouring.

"Yes, please," I said, my throat suddenly dry.

She handed me the cup. Her fingers were long and unadorned. "I trust your journey was... acceptable?"

"Very. The scenery is quite something."

"Yes. We find that the location helps to focus the mind. Removes... distractions. And keeps outsiders away."

We sat in silence for a moment, the only sound being the crackle of the fire. I could feel the weight of her scrutiny. She wasn't looking at my CV, which was lying on her lap. She was looking at me.

"Your file is impressive, Mr Hayes," she began. "Excellent academic record. Several publications. A genuine passion for history. For someone barely thirty, it is quite an achievement. But what interests us here is not just what you know, but your capacity to... adapt."

"Adapt?" I repeated.

"Freeverse is a unique institution. Our students are the daughters of some of the most powerful and forward-thinking families in the world. They are not here simply to learn facts. They are here to learn their place in the world, and how to shape it to their will. To understand power in all its forms."

It was no surprise to me to hear this, as, after all, that's what finishing schools really were. Learn etiquette and proper manners, do yourself proud, and go out into the world as the person you want to be.

"That all seems as expected," I said. "But I am not sure how much of it needs adapting to."

"Because, Mr Hayes, here at Freeverse, the power dynamic is... unusual."

She took a slow sip of her tea, her gaze never leaving mine.

"Here, as well as getting a rather advanced education, the female students have come to learn how best to give pleasure. Not because a man has demanded it, not because they have been ordered to, but because giving pleasure is what they live for. Have you heard the modern term freeuse?"

To say I was surprised is an understatement. I knew what freeuse was, but was astonished that this lady did.

"Yes, I am aware of the term," I said.

"And what is your opinion of it?"

I had to think fast. Do I go for the liberal "If it's consensual, then fine," or do I go for the "It's something new and needs a great deal of study to understand it fully?" I certainly couldn’t say I disapproved of it. I had, after all, watched quite a bit of it in porn over the years.

In the end, I went for a mixture. "It's a modern concept. There is very little academic study of the subject, as yet. I am not sure that a system where one group of people has the power to ask for sex at any time, and another group is expected to comply without question, can ever be a truly equal one. But if it is fully consensual on all sides, then it is something that can be studied and discussed."

Headmistress Dubois’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. It wasn't unkind, but it held a certain... satisfaction. As if I'd just stepped onto a chessboard of her design and made exactly the move she'd anticipated.

"An academic, measured response. Excellent. You see, Mr Hayes, the 'consent' you speak of is the very foundation of this place. Our students consent to be here. They consent to the curriculum. They consent to the ethos. And they consent very specifically to the use you are so carefully considering."

I was still not sure what she was getting at, but my academic side was intrigued, and I have to admit so was my libido.

"Then why do you need a history teacher? I would have thought you would need... other staff," I said.

She leaned forward, placing her cup and saucer on the table with a delicate clink. The firelight flickered across her face, deepening the lines around her eyes.

"A common misconception. The girls are not mere... objects, although some of them do enjoy being treated as such. They are being trained to be hostesses, wives, leaders, and confidantes. To inhabit any role that they may wish to fill, and to excel within it. How can a woman hope to influence the world, to understand its currents and direct its flow, if she has no knowledge of the past? History is the bedrock of power. It is the story of who won, who lost, and why. You would not be teaching them dates and battles, Mr Hayes. You would be teaching them context. How to build an empire, how to maintain a dynasty, how to use a crisis to their advantage."

She paused, letting her words settle in the quiet, book-lined room.

"Furthermore, the freeuse aspect of their education is not... base. It is not about simple gratification. It is about service, devotion, and the mastery of desire—both their own and that of others. A Freeverse graduate knows the anatomy of power, not just from books, but from the lived experience of surrendering it, and in that surrender, finding a different, more subtle kind of control. I think you would agree that throughout history, a great many events were not played out because of the men in power but from the women standing beside them."

It was a perspective I'd never considered. I was not sure if I agreed with it, but it was interesting to consider.

"So, I would be expected to... take part? In the... freeuse aspects?" The words felt clumsy in my mouth.

The Headmistress's smile widened. "You would be expected to be a teacher. A role model. A guide. The staff here—all male, I might add—are expected to embody the principles they teach. The students, in turn, are expected to serve them. It is a practical application of their studies. Your compliance is not demanded, Mr Hayes. It is... offered. As a resource for your work, and a perk of your position. And all students here have freely consented to it as part of their time here."

A knock on the door broke the spell. Not the soft click of Ella's departure, but a firm, clear rap.

"Come," Headmistress Dubois called.

The door opened, and a different young woman entered. She was slight, with dark, serious hair pulled into a simple ponytail and glasses perched on her nose. She wore the same grey uniform I had seen others wear: a simple pleated skirt and a crisp white shirt. She carried a stack of books.

"Pardon me, Headmistress," she said, her voice soft. "But Mr North asked if you could attend him in the library as soon as you are able. He sent me along to keep Mr Hayes company."

Mr North, I would learn, was the Head of English, but at that moment, he was just a name. My attention was entirely on the woman. She couldn't have been much more than twenty-two or three, with an earnest expression that seemed at odds with the context. She curtsied, a picture of old-fashioned deference.

"Mr Hayes," she said, addressing me. "My name is Isabell, but I like to be called Izzy."

She moved with a quiet grace, placing the books on a side table. She didn't look at me with the same open curiosity as Ella had. Her gaze was more... analytical.

Headmistress Dubois rose. "An excellent demonstration, in its own way. Mr Hayes, this is your potential reality. A student, here to assist you in any way you see fit for the duration of your stay. She is at your complete disposal. I trust you will use the opportunity to... assess the quality of our student body."

She gave me a final, unreadable look. "I will leave you to it. My office will contact you by seven this evening with our decision on your performance."

And then she was gone, the heavy door thudding shut behind her, leaving me alone with the fire, the books, and the woman.


Chapter Two


"I understand that this must all be rather strange for you," Izzy said, sitting in the seat recently vacated by the Headmistress. "And that you might have questions. So please, ask anything."

There was no doubt in my mind that I had been left here with this woman on purpose. That I was supposed to do something with her.

I was still trying to work out the etiquette of the situation. Was I supposed to just tell her to get on her knees? The thought was both shocking and, I had to admit, thrilling. But it felt too abrupt, too crude.

"I... I'm not sure what the protocol is here," I admitted, my voice sounding rough to my own ears.

A small smile played on Izzy's lips. "There is no protocol, Mr Hayes. There is only your desire and my willingness to fulfil it. You could ask me to discuss the socio-economic impact of the Corn Laws, or you could ask me to strip. Both would be met with the same... enthusiasm." She looked at me over the top of her glasses. "Though my knowledge of the Corn Laws is, I confess, somewhat underdeveloped. Perhaps that’s something else you could help me with."

This was a test. It had to be. Headmistress Dubois was watching from somewhere, or at least would get a full report later. A crude demand would mark me as a brute. A purely academic question would mark me as a coward, or worse, uninterested. I had to find a middle ground. A way to engage with the freeuse aspect without being a pig about it. For I had a feeling that, despite what the Headmistress had said, a rejection of freeuse would also mean a rejection of the job offer.

"Tell me about the Academy," I said, nodding towards the stack she'd brought in. "Not what it is, not how it works. But what you yourself like about it."

Her entire demeanour changed. The slightly coquettish student act vanished, and she leaned forward, her eyes bright with genuine passion. "It's the only place in the world where I feel like I can truly be myself. Out there," she gestured vaguely towards the window, "people would call me submissive. Weak. Here, they call me dedicated. Devoted. I love the feeling of being useful. Of making someone else's day better, easier, more pleasurable. It gives me a sense of purpose that I never found anywhere else. I'm good at it. And it feels good to be good at something."

She wasn't just a student. She was a true believer.

"That's... a very different perspective," I said, and I meant it. "It's about choice, then?"

"Of course. I chose to come here. I can choose to leave at any time. My service is a gift, Mr Hayes. Not an obligation."

"Then let me ask you this," I said, leaning back in my chair. "As your potential history teacher, what do you think is the most pivotal moment in the last two hundred years where the influence of a woman, working behind the scenes, changed the course of history?"

Izzy's eyes lit up. "Easy," she said without hesitation. "The Congress of Vienna, 1815. Everyone talks about Metternich and Talleyrand, but the real power was in the salons. Women like the Duchess of Sagan or Princess Bagration. They hosted the delegates; they set the agenda; they whispered in the right ears. They controlled the flow of information. They knew who was sleeping with whom, who owed whom money, and who had secrets to hide. They were the original social network, and they used it to shape the map of Europe for a century. And they did it all with a smile and a perfectly placed compliment."

She was brilliant. And completely committed to the philosophy of this place. The Headmistress had chosen her well.

"It looks like you really have a love for the academy," I said

She leaned back in her chair and lifted her legs up onto the table between us. A foot on each side, raised just enough that her skirt fell back slightly, and I could see the outline of her panties underneath.

"This place gives me as much joy as I give to others. The freeness of submission turns me on."

She started undoing the buttons of her shirt, slowly pulling them free as she kept eye contact with me.

"I know that this may all seem weird. Or that it is degrading to the women here. But I, and many like me, enjoy it. I don’t expect you to join in yet, but maybe you could watch and see just how genuine my enjoyment is?"

With the last button undone, she pulled her shirt open, revealing a plain, white, very simple bra. Her skin was pale, her stomach flat, her breasts small and firm. She was beautiful.

"I will, of course, respect your decision if you say no," she said, her hands now resting on her stomach, just above the waistband of her skirt. "But I would be lying if I said I was not hoping that you would say yes."

This was it. The point of no return. To say yes would be to agree to the job, to the lifestyle, to everything. To say no would be to reject it all. I looked at her, at the open expectancy in her eyes, the slight quiver of her lip. She wanted this. And I wanted to see what she had to offer.

"Alright," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "Show me."

She smiled, a slow, seductive smile that melted away the last of my reservations. She stood up, letting her shirt fall to the floor, and reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. It joined the shirt on the floor. She was perfect. Small, pert breasts with hard, pink nipples. A flat stomach, a slight curve to her hips.

Sitting back down, she spread her legs and slipped her hand downwards. Her other hand cupped her breast and gently squeezed.

"All you have to do is watch," she said, "and see how much I genuinely enjoy turning you on. You can stroke, if you like. Or more."

I could feel the blood rushing to my groin as I watched her, my breath catching in my throat. I had seen porn, of course. I was no stranger to sex. But this was neither of those things, and a mixture of both at the same time. This was a performance. A display of devotion. And it was intoxicating.

Her eyes were locked on mine, watching my every reaction, gauging my desire. A soft sigh escaped her lips as her fingers found her clit, circling it slowly. Her hips began to rock, a slow, steady rhythm that seemed to match the beat of my own heart.

"This is for you," she breathed, her voice husky with pleasure. "All for you."

Izzy closed her eyes as her fingers slipped inside her pussy. Her other hand rested gently on her clit, and she gently rubbed in slow circles as her fingers curled inside.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked.

I could only nod, my throat too tight to speak. My trousers were feeling uncomfortably tight, and I had to shift in my seat to try to find a more comfortable position. A movement she noticed with a sly smile.

"You don't have to just watch," she said, her voice a low purr. "You can touch yourself. I would like that. I want to see you get hard for me."

It was the final permission I needed. My hand went to my trousers, undoing the button and pulling down the zip. My cock sprang free, hard and eager. I wrapped my hand around it, stroking myself in time with her movements.

Her eyes opened, and she watched me, her own breath hitching as she saw me stroking my cock for her. Her fingers moved faster, her hips bucking against her hand.

"Yes," she gasped. "Just like that. Stroke that hard cock for me. Imagine it's my hand on you. My mouth. My pussy."

The fire crackled, casting long shadows across the room, the only other sound being the soft, wet sounds of her fingers moving inside her, and the ragged rhythm of our breathing. The scent of beeswax and old books mingled with the clean, sharp smell of her arousal.

"I want to learn from you, Sir. Knowledge of history and the past. And to know how to please a man and make him full of lust."

I could feel my orgasm building, a tight coil in my groin. Izzy could see I was getting close, and her voice took on a needy edge.

"Come for me," she begged, her voice a desperate, breathy whisper. "Come for me, Sir. Let me see you. Please."

It was the "please" that did it. That single word of supplication, of desperate need, sent me over the edge. I came with a groan, my cum spurting over my hand and stomach, my body arching in pleasure. I kept on stroking, milking every last drop as I watched her groan in delight at my display.

The sight of my release sent Izzy over the edge. Her back arched, her body tensing as a wave of pleasure washed over her. A high, thin cry escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

For a long moment, we were both still, the only sound the crackle of the fire and the pounding of blood in my ears. Then, slowly, Izzy straightened up, a lazy, satisfied smile on her face. She looked at me, at the mess I had made of myself, and then straightened her glasses.

"Shall I get you a cloth, Sir?" she asked, her tone once again that of a helpful, dedicated student. "Or would you prefer me to clean you up... with my tongue?"


Chapter Three


Not long after, Ella entered the room, ready to take me to my accommodation.

Luckily, both Izzy and I were dressed and decent again.

As Ella guided me through the building, she leaned in and whispered conspiratorially.

"Izzy must rate you. She has a thing for intelligent men. Gets her all worked up. From the redness of her cheeks, I would say you worked her up pretty good."

I didn’t know how to respond to that and just let her show me to the room.

"Your room, Sir," she said, opening the door. "You have an en-suite, and your study is through there," she pointed to another door. "The rest of the staff live along this corridor. But I am only at the end of the hall if you need anything at all. And I do mean anything."

She gave me a look that was full of promise, and then, with a wink, she was gone, leaving me alone in the room.

It was a comfortable room, with a large bed, a desk, and a window that looked out over the wild, windswept moorland. I sat on the bed, my head spinning. What had I just done? What had I just agreed to? The logical, academic part of my brain was screaming at me, telling me to pack my bags and run. But the other part, the part that had been starved of this kind of attention, this kind of pure, unadulterated desire, was screaming just as loudly to stay.

The decision was taken out of my hands a few hours later when the phone in my room rang. It was the Headmistress.

"Mr Hayes," her calm, measured voice came through the receiver. "I trust you have had a... productive afternoon?"

"That is certainly one way to put it."

"Good. As you know, the interview process comprises three stages. Our talk earlier and feedback from Izzy have been taken into consideration, and I am pleased to tell you that you have passed the first stage."

"Thank you," I said, my heart starting to beat a little faster.

"The next stage is to observe some classes and to meet the other members of staff. You will start tomorrow. You will be expected in the dining hall for dinner at eight. Please dress appropriately. The dress code is smart casual."

And with that, she hung up.

So, I had passed the first stage. The logical part of my brain was telling me that this was my last chance to back out. That I could pack my bags and be on the next train out of there. But the other part of my brain, the part that was still buzzing from the afternoon's activities, was already thinking about what to wear for dinner.

I chose a dark pair of trousers and a crisp white shirt. I wanted to look professional, but not stuffy. I wanted to fit in.

I made my way to the dining hall at five to eight, my footsteps echoing in the empty, cavernous corridors. The hall was a vast, vaulted room, with long, heavy oak tables and a high, beamed ceiling. A roaring fire filled a huge stone fireplace at one end of the room. At the other end, on a raised platform, was the top table, where the Headmistress was already seated, along with the rest of the staff.

The tables were filled with some of the most astonishingly beautiful women that I had ever seen. Aged anywhere from twenty to forty, I could see that not just the young and impressionable were here. Obviously, older women had also decided that a life of freeuse was one to enjoy.

I felt a hand on my arm. It was Ella.

"Sir," she said with a warm smile. "We are so pleased you are staying for the second stage. Please, let me show you to your seat."

She led me to the top table, to a seat next to a man with a shock of white hair and a rumpled tweed jacket. He looked every inch the cliché academic.

"Mr Hayes," he said, extending a hand. "Arthur North. Head of English. A pleasure to meet you."

"Likewise," I said, shaking his hand. He had a firm grip and a friendly, open face.

"So," he said, leaning in conspiratorially. "How are you finding our little corner of the world?"

"It's... certainly unique," I said, trying to choose my words carefully.

Arthur chuckled. "That's one way of putting it. I was a skeptic myself when I first came here. I thought it was all a bit... much. But I've been here for five years now, and I can't imagine being anywhere else. The students are a joy to teach. And the perks... are not to be sniffed at."

He winked, and I couldn't help but smile.

The food was astonishing, and I was pleased that the atmosphere was not at all stuffy.

The woman laughed and joked as they ate, happy to be there and enjoying each other’s company.

It was only during the dessert course that the nature of the academy showed itself once again.

Mr North waved his hand to one of the servers, who came scurrying across.

"Could you ask Miss Hawks to join me under the table, please?"

The server hurried away and approached one of the women at the lower table.

"Did you say under the table?" I asked North as the woman approached, but he just smiled at me and watched the woman as she reached the table, then kneeled down and disappeared underneath.

"Nice and slow tonight, I think," he said, glancing down.

I was shocked. Surely, even with freeuse, he wasn’t going to do this in the middle of a busy room.

But how wrong I was.

He shifted in his seat, letting out a long, contented sigh. He took a sip of his wine, completely at ease. Across the table, another teacher, a stout, balding man named Mr Gable, who taught mathematics, gave him a nod of approval. A moment later, he too gestured to a passing waiter, and a different young woman excused herself from her meal and knelt down before him.

I glanced at the Headmistress. She was observing the room with a serene, almost parental expression. There was no shock, no disapproval. This was normal. This was the curriculum in action.

I felt a familiar heat on my arm. Ella had returned, standing silently beside my chair.

"Is everything to your satisfaction, Sir?" she asked, her voice a low murmur. "The wine, the food... the company?"

"It's all... very enlightening," I managed, my gaze flicking from North's blissful face to the seemingly oblivious diners nearby.

"Enlightenment is our primary goal," she said. Her fingers trailed lightly down my sleeve, a question without words. "But education can take many forms. I was wondering if I might join you to help educate myself on what you like?"

Before I could reply, she had slipped down and under the table, and I could feel her fingers pulling at the zip of my trousers and her other hand sliding up my leg.

My mind went blank. This was it. The public test. I could feel the soft fabric of the tablecloth against my knees, imagining Ella's face just inches away. Around me, the murmur of conversation, the clinking of cutlery, continued unabated. It was a surreal, dislocating experience.

I looked at North. He gave me a small, encouraging smile, as if to say, See? Not so bad, is it?

Then I felt it. The warm, wet touch of Ella's tongue. I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding. My hands clenched into fists on the tablecloth. Every nerve ending was on fire. The mundane act of eating dessert had become an exercise in sheer, concentrated willpower.

I forced myself to pick up my spoon. The crème Brulé seemed a world away, a flimsy barrier against the tidal wave of sensation building beneath the table. I took a bite. The sugar crust cracked against my teeth, the cool custard a fleeting distraction.

Ella was talented. Her movements were slow, deliberate, and maddeningly skilful. She seemed to know exactly when to tease, when to increase the pressure, when to pull back just enough to make me ache for more. When my cock twitched in her throat, she made a sound like a cat purring contentedly. After a few seconds, I slipped my hand down and onto the top of her head, slowing her down so I didn’t come in her mouth there and then.

"So, Mr Hayes," North said, as if discussing the weather. "Have you given any thought to which historical period you might focus on? The Tudors are always popular. The girls do so enjoy the intrigue. All those beheadings."

I tried to form a coherent sentence. It was like trying to thread a needle during an earthquake. "The... uh... the interwar period," I stammered. "The collapse of empires... the rise of... new ideologies."

"An excellent choice," North nodded sagely. "Plenty of scope for discussion of the nature of power and obedience. You'll find the girls are quite receptive to those themes."

I could feel Ella's lips around my cock. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. She knew I was fighting for control, and she was enjoying every second of my struggle. This wasn't just a service; it was a performance, and I was her captive audience.

“She won’t make you come until you command her,” North said, glancing down at the top of Ella's head. “And believe me, she can keep you on edge for hours.”

I took another bite of my dessert. The sugar barely registered in my mouth. All I could think of in that moment was her. The pressure was building, a tight, insistent heat in my groin. I knew I couldn't last much longer. I had to end this, one way or another.

"Ella," I said, my voice hoarse. "Stop."

The sensations ceased instantly. She was still there, a warm presence under the table, but she had stopped. Her obedience was absolute, and that was a staggering turn-on.

"Please, Sir," I heard her whisper, "let me have my treat."

My cock twitched again, dripping pre-cum onto her lips. I tried to resist for an instant, but there was no way I could say no. So instead, I pushed my cock between her lips.

"Okay," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "You may finish."

She responded with renewed vigour. Her tongue danced, her lips tightened, her head bobbed with a smooth, rhythmic motion. Occasionally, she would bang her head against the underside of the table and upset the cutlery, but she never stopped. I gave up all pretence of eating. I leaned back in my chair, my eyes closed, my hand resting on her head, guiding her. The room, the conversation, the other diners, it all faded away. There was only her and the pleasure she was giving me.

When I came, it was with a shuddering groan that I couldn't suppress. I felt her throat work as she swallowed, her tongue lapping up every last drop. She held me in her mouth until I was completely spent, then, with a final, gentle suck, she released me.

A moment later, she emerged from under the table. Her hair was slightly dishevelled, her lips were red and smeared in lipstick, but her eyes were bright and shining. She gave me a look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction. A job well done.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, her voice a little breathless. Then she straightened her uniform and melted back into the crowd of serving staff, as if nothing had happened.

I looked around and realised that the others at the table had finished as well. Even down next to the Headmistress, I could see a woman emerging from under the table. It seemed that the majority of the staff had enjoyed the benefit while dining.

North gave me a look of approval. "Not bad," he said, with a twinkle in his eye. "Dinner’s over. You have a good sense of timing. I knew Ella wouldn’t let you down."


Chapter Four


When I reached my bedroom, I found Ella already tucked under the covers.

"Don't worry, Sir. I am merely here to warm you up. The heating in this part of the school is terrible at the best of times, but at this time of year, it can get very cold. And sharing a bed can be a good way of keeping that cold away. So, think of me as a large hot-water bottle. Here to cuddle and keep you warm. Or anything else you should want, at any time. Even if I am asleep. You should know by now I give full consent."

I knew better than to try to get her out of the bed. She had the look of someone who knew that she was there for the night.

She watched me as I stripped. I have an average body and would normally be slightly embarrassed about stripping in front of a stranger, but I thought that after she had sucked my cock, the time for shyness was probably over.

As I slipped into the bed, I was instantly taken by the fact that she was naked.

"I hate wearing clothes in bed," she said with a wink. "Gets in the way."

And with that, she closed her eyes and fell asleep.

+++

I woke up at about two in the morning.

The room was dark and quiet, the only sound was Ella's light breathing.

During the night, she must have turned around, because she was now pushed back against me, her pussy pressed against my cock.

As I lay there, I could feel my cock starting to harden at the feel of the warmth of her.

I must have moved slightly, because she pushed back even harder.

"It’s okay," she whispered, her voice still thick with sleep. "You don't have to ask."

She reached back and guided me to her entrance. She was already wet, and I slipped inside her easily.

"Fuck me," she breathed. "Slowly."

I began to move, a slow, gentle rhythm that matched the quiet of the night. Her breathing hitched, and she let out a soft sigh. I wrapped my arm around her, cupping her breast, my thumb brushing against her nipple.

"You feel so good," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "So hard. So deep. I like when we get teachers who know how to fuck."

I could feel my orgasm building, a slow, rising tide. I wanted to make it last, to draw out this moment of pure, uncomplicated pleasure. Trying to distract myself, I wondered what she was thinking.

"I can't wait to tell everyone else," she said, as if reading my mind. "All the students are waiting to hear how big you are, how rough you are. They all want a taste of you. You can bet there are at least a few of them jilling off right now thinking of you."

"Really?" I said before I could stop myself.

"All the freeuse gets everyone horny all the time. Horny leads to masturbation. And then a new hot teacher arrives, well, I think you can see what would happen."

The thought was dizzying. A whole dormitory of women, touching themselves, thinking of me. It was a heady, intoxicating thought.

"Which one of them is the horniest?" I found myself asking.

"Izzy," she said without hesitation. "She acts all smart and prim, but she's insatiable. And there's a girl called Freya in her third year. She's very... athletic."

I had to stop. The images in my head were too much. I pulled her closer, my thrusts becoming harder, more urgent.

"Be as rough as you like," she begged. "I can take it. Actually, I like it. I enjoy being teachers' slutty fucktoy."

That was all the encouragement I needed. I rolled her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up. I entered her from behind, my thrusts hard and deep. The bed creaked in protest, but I didn't care. All that mattered was the feeling of her, the sight of her, the sound of her cries.

I reached down and tangled my hand in her hair, pulling her head back.

"Who's my slut?" I growled, a side of myself I didn't know existed emerging.

"I am," she gasped. "I'm your slut. Your fucktoy. I'm going to be SUCH a bad student, so you have to punish me every day."

My last girlfriend had been into BDSM, and I knew how to choke safely, so I reached round to the front of her throat and gently squeezed.

She came almost immediately, letting out a howl of delight. I ignored her orgasm and kept pumping into her.

My own orgasm was close, getting more and more insistent. I wanted to see her face. I pulled out and flipped her over onto her back. I entered her again, my thrusts fast and furious. I looked down at her, at her flushed face, eyes rolled back into her head.

"I'm going to come on your face," I said, my voice a raw, guttural growl.

"Yes," she breathed. "Please. Mark me."

I pulled out and straddled her chest, my cock in my hand. I stroked myself, my eyes locked on her. With a final, shuddering groan, I came, my cum spurting over her face, her breasts, her stomach. It was a primal, possessive act, and it was the most intense thing I had ever experienced.

When I was done, I collapsed beside her, my body shaking. I looked at her, at the mess I had made of her. She looked beautiful.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, her voice a contented purr. "That was... educational."

She didn't move to clean herself up. She just lay there, marked, a picture of submission.

"Can I ask a favour?" she asked after a few moments.

"Of course. What?"

"Do you think you could get yourself hard enough to slide into me? I like to fall asleep with a hard cock inside me."


Chapter Five


When I woke up, Ella was gone, but a clean set of clothing had been laid out for me.

I had a quick shower, the pipes rattling and groaning but producing hot water, and then waited for someone to collect me.

After ten minutes, there was a knock at the door, and a small red-haired woman in her 30s stepped into the room.

"Good morning, Sir. I have been tasked with escorting you to watch some of the classes today."

"Oh, thank you. What's your name?"

"I'm Freya, Sir."

She was the athletic one that Ella had mentioned last night. And I could see why. She was toned and muscular, her arms and legs defined with lean muscle. She had a friendly, open face, and a warm smile.

"Shall we?" she said, gesturing towards the door.

She led me through the school corridors, her stride confident and purposeful.

"You're up early," I said, trying to make conversation.

"I am, Sir. I had a 5km run before breakfast. And then I had to help Chef with the breakfast prep."

"You help the Chef?"

"Of course. All the students have duties. It helps to keep the school running. And it teaches us to be useful."

I was starting to see that the word "useful" was a core tenet of this place. It wasn't just about sex. It was about service in all its forms.

"Where are we going first?" I asked.

"You're going to observe Mr Gable's Maths class," she said. "And then you're going to observe Headmistress Dubois's Etiquette class."

The Maths class was not what I expected. It wasn't about numbers and equations. It was about logic and strategy. Mr Gable was a short, balding man with a surprisingly commanding presence. To say that some of it was beyond me was an understatement, but I did find it an enjoyable class.

As did the woman, who all watched with interest and engaged with his questions with enthusiasm.

Afterwards, Freya guided me to Headmistress Dubois’ class in the courtyard.

It was a beautiful day, the sun shining on the stone flags, the air crisp and clean. The women were all seated, dressed in their simple grey uniforms, their backs straight, their attention focused.

Headmistress Dubois was not teaching them how to curtsy or how to hold a teacup. She was teaching them how to read a room.

"Look around you," she said, her voice carrying across the courtyard. "What do you see? What do you hear? What do you smell? Who is comfortable? Who is anxious? Who holds the power? The answers are all there if you know how to look. The ability to read a room is the most powerful tool you will ever have. It will allow you to anticipate needs, to soothe tensions, to manipulate outcomes. It is the art of influence."

She then pointed at me.

"Mr Hayes is our guest. Let us practice. What can you tell me about him just by observing him?"

A flurry of hands went up. Dubois pointed to a young woman with dark curly hair.

"He is uncomfortable, Headmistress," she said. "His shoulders are tense. He is trying to hide it, but it is there."

"He is also aroused," said another, a tall, elegant woman. "Although that is hardly surprising with all of us about."

There was a low tinkle of laughter from the group.

"Very good," said the Headmistress, "And what does etiquette tell us we should do in this situation?"

"Release his tension and help him with his arousal," Freya piped up, although technically not part of the class.

"Very good, Freya. Maybe you could show the first years how you would do that?"

Freya turned to me, a playful glint in her eye. "With your permission, Sir?"

I could hardly say no in front of the whole class. As a teacher, how could I stop a teaching moment?

"Please," I said, my throat dry.

Freya stepped closer, her movements fluid and confident. She didn't touch me immediately. Instead, she walked around me, her gaze appraising, analytical. It was like being inspected by a predator.

"You're holding your stress in your shoulders," she said, her voice a low murmur for my ears only, though I knew the class was hanging on her every word. "And your arousal is a reaction to the lack of control. A natural response."

She stopped in front of me. "First, we address the tension."

Her hands were on my shoulders before I could register her movement. Her thumbs were strong, finding the knots of muscle with an unerring accuracy. I let out an involuntary groan as she dug in, the pain a stark, welcome counterpoint to the pleasure I was anticipating. The pressure was intense, but it was also releasing, loosening the tightness I hadn't even been fully aware of. Under the watchful eyes of the class, I could feel myself melting, my posture slumping slightly as the tension drained away.

"And the arousal," she said, pulling up her top. For a second, I saw a glimpse of her black bra before she tugged at it, and her breasts spilled out.

"If Sir would like to suck them, I can continue with the tension."

Gently, she put her hand on the back of my head and pressed her nipple against my lip.

My mind was racing. This was a practical demonstration, a lesson. But the raw, physical reality of her was overwhelming. I lowered my head and took her nipple into my mouth. Her skin was soft, her nipple hardening instantly against my tongue. I sucked gently, tasting the clean, warm taste of her skin.

Her other hand found my groin, her fingers tracing the outline of my hard cock through my trousers. She squeezed gently, and a jolt of pleasure shot through me.

"See?" she said, her voice a little breathless. "A little pleasure can be very relaxing. It's about balance. Relieving one kind of tension with another. The goal is to leave you feeling calm, sated, and in control."

She undid my belt, her movements quick and efficient. My trousers fell to my ankles. She then knelt down in front of me and cast her gaze over my cock. Obviously pleased with what she saw, she looked up at me, a picture of devotion.

"May I?" she asked, her hand resting on my thigh.

I could only nod.

She took me into her mouth, her technique different from Ella's. Where Ella had been slow and teasing, Freya was direct, almost clinical in her efficiency. She knew exactly what to do to bring me to the edge, and then she would back off, keeping me in a state of suspended pleasure.

By now, the class had gathered around to get a better look. Only the Headmistress stayed in place, but even she was observing the proceedings.

"Take a good look, ladies. See how he has put his hands on her shoulders? He's pushing further into her throat. He's relaxed and feels more in control. Freya has dealt with his problems and is now serving him not only for his pleasure but also her own."

I couldn’t believe I was fucking her mouth with so many people watching, but after the last 24 hours, it didn’t seem so strange. Best to just enjoy it while it lasted, I thought.

"Now, ladies, you may be wondering if Mr Hayes will finish in her throat or on her face. Or perhaps a third, as yet unthought of, location. You can tell a lot about a man by his choices."

I heard someone in the crowd make a joke about "finishing school," but I was too occupied to say anything in response.

Freya was now sucking me with a new intensity, her head bobbing faster, her tongue working its magic. I knew I was close. My legs started to tremble, and my hand on her head steadied me as much as guided her.

"Looks like he's going to choose her face," I heard the Headmistress say.

And she was right. I wanted to see my cum on her. I wanted to mark her, to possess her, even if it was just for this one fleeting moment.

I pulled out of her mouth, my cock slick with her saliva. I stroked myself, my eyes locked on hers. With a final, shuddering groan, I came, my cum spurting over her face, her breasts, her hair. She looked amazing with my cum dripping from her lips onto the hard stone of the courtyard.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, her voice a contented purr. She stood up and turned to the class. "And that, ladies, is how you deal with a stressed, aroused man. You address the tension, you provide the pleasure, and you accept their mark as a sign of a job well done."

It was the first time in my life that a blowjob I had received got a round of applause.


Chapter Six


"You have passed round two of our interviews. I take it you are still interested in proceeding?"

The Headmistress looked at me across the desk, and for a moment, I felt her eyes roaming my face, looking for a hint of my reply.

"Yes," I squeaked, then reasserted myself. "I mean, yes."

"Good. Just one round to go. For the next few days, we would like you to teach your class. You will be observed, the ladies will report back, and if by Friday we are happy, then you have the job."

"What if we are not happy?"

"Then you will be paid for the three days and sent on your way, of course."

It seemed fair enough.

"So do I have to do any prep work tonight?"

"No. You will find your class is very eager to learn and has already read a great deal on the subject you requested to teach. All you have to do is show up."

And so, the next day, I was shown to my classroom. It was a large, airy room with a long blackboard and a high, arched window that looked out over the grounds. The women were already there, seated in neat rows, their faces a mixture of curiosity and anticipation. Izzy was in the front row, her notebook open, her pen poised. Freya was there too, a few rows back, her arms crossed over her chest, a small, knowing smile on her face.

I took a deep breath. I could do this. I was a teacher. This was what I did.

I was going to start with a simple question. A way to gauge their knowledge and to get the discussion started. "What," I began, my voice a little shaky, "was the most significant consequence of the Treaty of Versailles?"

Hands shot up. I pointed to a young woman in the second row.

"It created the conditions for the rise of fascism in Germany, Sir," she said, her voice clear and confident. "The reparations, the war guilt clause, it created a sense of national humiliation that a charismatic leader could exploit."

"Excellent," I said, my confidence growing. "But what else? What were the consequences outside of Germany?"

Another hand went up. I pointed to Izzy.

"It redrew the map of Europe, Sir," she said. "It created new nations, like Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia. But it also put minority populations under the rule of foreign powers, sowing the seeds for future conflict. The Treaty wasn't a peace settlement; it was a twenty-year truce."

I was impressed. These weren't just bright students; they were brilliant. I was going to have to up my game.

I spent the next hour pushing them, challenging them, forcing them to think. We discussed the League of Nations, the rise of America as a global power, and the decline of the British Empire. They were with me every step of the way, their contributions insightful, their arguments well-reasoned. I was in my element. For a while, I forgot where I was, forgot the unusual nature of the school. I was just a teacher, and they were my students.

At the end of the lesson, I watched them get ready to file out and silently congratulated myself on a job well done.

It was then that a thought hit me. Why did they want to see me teach? They know my record, know my skills. If they thought I couldn’t teach, they wouldn’t have invited me to the freeuse academy in the first place.

And that was it. It clicked into place. They had seen with the first two parts that I was prepared to go along with the freeuse parts of the job, but up until now, either the school or the students had instigated the action. As yet, I had not taken freeuse of anyone. Was that what they were waiting to see?

"Actually, can everyone sit down again?" I said. "I have some homework for you."

They sat back down with puzzled looks on their faces as I stepped to the front of the class.

"Everyone on the right, group A. Everyone on the left, group B. This is a freeuse academy, or so I am told. But to know what freeuse is, you need to have experienced it for yourself. So, until ten tonight, Group A has freeuse of Group B. From 10 till the morning, the other way around. I want all of you to write reports on how you felt being in charge, and how you felt being used."

There was a quiet murmur from the group. Obviously, this was something new to them.

"Izzy, Freya. Could you both come to the front of the class?"

They sprang from their seats and stood beside me at the head of the class.

"Freya. Do you find Izzy attractive?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Then, as part of group A, I would like the class to observe you using your freeuse of her."

Freya turned to Izzy and took the younger woman's face in her hands. Her kiss wasn't gentle or questioning; it was a claim. Her tongue plunged into Izzy's mouth, and Izzy responded with a whimper, her body melting against Freya's, her notebook falling from her hand onto the floor with a forgotten clatter. This was no act. The raw, undisguised need on Izzy's face was real.

"You have beautiful breasts," Freya said as she pulled away from the kiss. Her hands went to the buttons on Izzy's shirt and started to undo them slowly, one by one.

"Take your shirt off and show them to me," Freya commanded. Her voice was low, husky with authority.

Izzy's fingers fumbled with the last few buttons, her hands trembling slightly. She shrugged the shirt off, letting it pool at her feet. She was wearing a plain white cotton bra, and I thought that maybe she didn’t wear fancy clothing because she knew that her body was attractive enough that she didn’t need to dress it up too much. Freya reached behind her and unclasped it, her knuckles brushing against Izzy's back. The bra joined the shirt on the floor.

"Now strip for me. Make me want you."

Izzy obeyed, her movements slow and deliberate. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall, revealing simple white panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them. She stood before the class, naked and vulnerable, but with a look of pure, unadulterated lust on her face.

"Lie down on the desk," Freya commanded.

Izzy did as she was told, her body a study in pale curves against the dark wood of the desk. Freya walked around her, her gaze appraising. She was a predator, and Izzy was her prey.

"Beg for it," Freya said, her voice a low growl.

"Please," Izzy whispered, her voice shaking with need. "Please, Freya. Use me. I'm yours. I want to feel you. I want to taste you."

Freya smiled, a slow, predatory smile. She climbed onto the desk, straddling Izzy's face. She lowered herself down, her knees on either side of Izzy's head.

"Then taste me," she said.

Izzy's tongue darted out, and Freya let out a long, low moan.

"Good girl," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "Everyone talks about how talented you are with that mouth. Time to prove it."

From my position at the front of the room, I had a perfect view. I could see Izzy's tongue, her nose, her chin, all buried in Freya's pussy. I could see Freya's face, her head thrown back, her eyes closed, a look of pure ecstasy on her face. The rest of the class was silent, their attention rapt. Some were watching with wide-eyed curiosity, others with a knowing, hungry look. I could see hands slipping under desks, skirts hitching up.

Freya's hips rocked, a slow, steady rhythm that matched the movements of Izzy's tongue. Her breathing grew deeper, her moans louder.

"That's it," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

I stepped in front of Izzy and pulled down my trousers. I was hard and ready, and it only took a moment to get the tip of my cock resting against her pussy.

"Mmmm, now you have two people to please, Izzy," Freya sighed, reaching out to stroke my face. "Make sure you give us both attention."

As I pushed myself into Izzy, I watched as Freya put both her hands on Izzy's chest, holding her in place.

I started to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm that had Izzy moaning into Freya's pussy. The vibration of her moans was enough to push Freya over the edge. She came with a loud cry, her body shaking, her juices flooding Izzy's mouth. Izzy drank it all in, her tongue working to lap up every last drop.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to see a student I didn't recognise. She had short dark hair, a pale face, and green eyes that seemed to hypnotise.

"Sir," she said, her voice clear and bright. "My name is Cassia. Group A. I was just wondering if I could borrow your cock for a moment? I find myself getting a bit agitated watching, and I find that a hard cock in my ass has a wonderful calming effect."

Her directness was breathtaking. There was no coyness, no pretence. Just a simple, honest statement of need. I looked at Freya, who was still coming down from her orgasm. She gave me a small, lazy smile, and a nod.

I pulled out of Izzy and was replaced almost immediately by Freya’s head dipping down to her pussy. The two women sixty-nining would at any other time have grabbed my attention, but Cassia had already bent over one of the tables and hitched up her skirt.

"Here, Sir," said one of the other women, stepping up to me with a bottle. "Lube, all the classrooms have a bottle. Shall I help apply it?"

Before I could answer, she had coated my cock in a cool, slick gel. She then squeezed a dollop onto her fingers and, with a look of intense concentration, worked it into Cassia's ass. Cassia let out a soft sigh, pushing back against the woman's fingers.

"Thank you, Clara," she said. "That's perfect."

Clara stepped back, and I took my position behind Cassia. I pressed the head of my cock against her tight little hole, and she pushed back, enveloping me in her warmth. I slid in slowly, the lube doing its job.

"Oh, yes," she breathed. "That's it. Just like that."

Looking around the classroom, I saw that the other members of Group A were taking full advantage of their freeuse. One girl had a classmate bent over a desk, her fingers buried in her pussy. Another was sitting on a girl's face, grinding her hips against her mouth. It was an orgy, a beautiful, chaotic symphony of pleasure.

I thought for a moment that maybe I had gone too far. Was this really what the school wanted? But then I decided that if they really wanted me to take part, then they should be prepared for what that meant.

I thrust forward into Cassia and nearly lifted her off her tiptoes.

"Yes," she whimpered. "Sir. I love my ass being full."

My mind was reeling, my senses overloaded. The sounds of pleasure, the sight of so many willing bodies, the feeling of Cassia's tight ass around my cock. There was submission and domination, perversity and pleasure. All of it fully consented to. And I was going to enjoy it all to the full.

My thrusts became harder, faster. I was no longer holding back. I was taking what I wanted, what was being offered so freely. Cassia was crying out with pleasure, her body shaking with every thrust.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm going to come," she gasped. I could see her hand moving frantically between her legs.

"Not without my permission."

"Please, Sir, please. I need to come. Don't make me beg."

"Well, you did ask nicely. Permission granted."

I held her hips and pulled her back onto me one last time, burying myself deep inside her as my own orgasm ripped through me. I came with a shout, my cum filling her ass.

For a long moment, we were both still, our bodies trembling. Then, slowly, I pulled out. A trickle of my cum ran down her thigh. I felt a strange sense of pride.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, her voice a breathless whisper. "That was... very calming."

She stood up, straightened her skirt, and gave me a small curtsy. Then she turned to Clara and kissed her, a deep, lingering kiss. "And thank you," she said. "You were very helpful."

"You're welcome," Clara replied, her face flushed. "It was my pleasure."

The rest of the class was winding down, the girls separating, dressing, their faces flushed and satisfied. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. I looked at the clock on the wall. It was four o'clock. The lesson had technically ended an hour ago.

"Alright, ladies," I said, my voice hoarse. "I think that's enough for today. Remember your reports. And I expect Group B to be... just as enthusiastic when their turn comes."


Chapter Seven


"Very well done. Although maybe a little disruptive. We wouldn’t want that much chaos in the classroom too often."

The Headmistress looked pleased, and for the first time, I saw a warm smile on her face.

"The board of the school is pleased to offer you the job."

"And I would be delighted to accept."

"Ah, wait. It is on one condition."

I had looked through the contract, and everything seemed fair and above board. But I had not noticed any specific conditions.

The Headmistress stood up and unbuttoned her gown. Underneath, she was wearing a black leather corset, black boots, and very little else.

"As you told the girls, giving freeuse is best when you have experienced it yourself. The opposite also applies. So as Headmistress of the school, I reserve the right of freeuse with all the staff. Would that be a problem for you?"

"No," I said, "it would be my pleasure."

"Excellent. Now get on your knees."

I did as I was told. I was kneeling in front of the Headmistress, my head level with her pussy. She was wearing a pair of crotchless leather panties, and I could see her wetness glistening in the dim light of her office.

"Show me what you've learned, Mr Hayes," she said, her voice a low growl. "Show me that you are worthy of this position. To be in control, you need to understand submission."

I leaned forward and tasted her. She was wet, and she tasted of power and desire. I licked her clit, and she let out a long, low moan. Her hands went to my head, her fingers tangling in my hair.

"Yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

She lifted one leg slightly onto a conveniently placed stool, giving me much better access.

I licked her, my tongue exploring every inch of her pussy. I could feel her getting wetter, her hips bucking against my face. I slid a finger inside her, and she gasped.

"Another," she commanded.

I slid a second finger into her, and she gently began to fuck herself on them. It must have been quite the sight, in the ancient study, a teacher finger-fucking his Headmistress while sucking her clit.

"That will do for now," she said reluctantly. "Strip for me and lie face up on the table."

I jumped up and pulled at my clothes. Earlier, I had not really noticed how attractive she was, and the sudden display of dominance was really enhancing my attraction to her.

"Good boy. Now close your eyes and let's see how you do."

She wrapped her hand around cock and gave it one slow jerk.

"When I take freeuse of some, I want to be in control of them. So, what I am going to do is edge you, get you right to the moment of coming, and keep you there. My pleasure is denying you your pleasure until the last moment."

I did as she commanded, my mind a blank slate ready for her instructions. The cool, polished wood of the table was a stark contrast to the heat building in my body.

Her touch was maddening. She knew exactly where to stroke, how to tighten her grip, when to slow down, when to speed up. My hips bucked, desperate for more, but she would always pull back at the last second, leaving me gasping, on the very brink of release.

I could feel her breath on my ear.

"You're doing so well," she murmured. "I like a man who can follow instructions."

She straddled me, her leather-clad thighs brushing against my hips. She lowered herself down, her wetness sliding against my stomach.

"Do you want to be inside me?" she whispered.

"Yes," I gasped. "Please."

"Beg for it."

"Please, Headmistress," I begged. "Please give me a chance to please you."

She smiled, a slow, triumphant smile. She lifted herself up, and for a heart-stopping moment, I thought she was finally going to let me have her. But instead, she positioned herself so that the head of my cock was just barely touching her pussy.

Her finger brushed against the tip, drawing a groan from me.

"I have great hopes for you, Mr Hayes. And if we can improve that stamina of yours, keep you hard and ready at a moment’s notice, then I believe you will fit it perfectly."

As she spoke, she slipped my cock inside her.

The feeling was electric. She was tight, wet, and incredibly hot. I wanted to move, to thrust, to lose myself in her, but I knew that would be a mistake. I had to wait for her command.

She began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm that was both pleasure and torture. She was in complete control, and I was completely at her mercy.

"Look at me," she commanded.

I opened my eyes. Her face was a mask of concentration, her eyes dark with desire. She was enjoying this, enjoying her power over me.

"Don't you dare come," she said, her voice a low growl. "Not until I say so."

Her movements became faster, more urgent. Her hips bucked against mine, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I could feel her orgasm building, her muscles tightening around me.

"Oh God," I begged, my body on fire.

"Now you see," she smiled. "How good a Freeverse Academy graduated woman can be."

She was riding the edge, her body a taut bowstring of pleasure. I was right there with her, my own orgasm a desperate, aching need.

"I am going to come," she said, her body convulsing. "And you are not. I am going to ride your perfect curve of a cock and fuck myself senseless on it. And you will thank me for it. And only when I tell you will you come."

I had never been so turned on in all my life.

She came with a loud cry, her body shaking, her juices flooding over me. It was all I could do not to follow her over the edge.

But she didn’t stop. On and on she went, rising to one orgasm after another. Yet somehow, she kept me on edge, always seconds from coming.

"Please," I begged, my lips unable to think of anything else to say.

"Please what?" she asked, slowing down.

"Please let me come." I had never begged a woman for anything in my life, but I would have done anything at that moment.

"Why?"

"So, I can prove myself. Show I can follow instructions. Show you that you made the right choice in hiring me."

The Headmistress stopped her riding.

"A very good answer. Now, come for me."

And with that, she lifted her hips slightly and slammed down onto me one last time. That was all it took. I came with a shuddering groan, my whole body lifting from the table and then slamming back down. I came three times, each time marvelling at how long it felt. It was like when I had gone without sex for a while, a sudden release that woke every cell. My cum filled her, and my whole body relaxed at once.

For a long moment, we were both still, our bodies trembling. The only sound was the crackle of the fire and the sound of our breathing.

"You may open your eyes now, Mr Hayes," she said, her voice a contented purr.

I did. She was looking down at me, a look of pure, unadulterated satisfaction on her face.

"You passed your final test," she said. "Welcome to Freeverse Academy."

She climbed off me, and I watched as my cum dripped out of her and onto my stomach.

"Please make yourself free every Thursday from ten. We have a lot to teach you, just as you have a lot to teach the ladies."


Chapter Eight


And that was how I spent my first few days at Freeverse "Freeuse" Academy.

After a short while, the freeuse came easily.

The ladies were more than willing, and although I spent the first few weeks asking consent before taking my fill, I never found a single person who objected in any way.

Ella, as part of her duties, volunteered to be my personal bed warmer. Although on particularly chilly nights, she would ask if she could bring a willing friend with her.

And so, things went as I settled in.

At least, until one morning when I was rather roughly fucking Izzy’s mouth while she sat on all fours on my bed. Mid-thrust, Ella came bursting into the room, completely unfazed by Izzy’s gargling on my cock, and declared that the winter trip had been announced.

I knew there was a winter trip, but not really what it involved. Some of the women were going away for a special winter retreat for a week. That was as much as I knew.

"You have been picked as the chaperon," Ella shouted with joy. "You know what that means?"

I admitted, between groans, that I did not.

"12 students, you, private lessons in a swanky accommodation for a week."

Izzy did that thing with her tongue that she does, and I emptied myself into her throat.

"That sounds so fucking good."

"Oh, it's better than good. I’m going, as is Izzy. Freya, Cassie, Clara, and some others."

"Wonderful."

I meant it, but was distracted by Izzy slipping my cock out of her mouth and then sucking on my balls.

"Oh, but Sir, here’s the thing. You are supposed to be looking after us all. In ALL ways. 12 horny women. You will be expected to fuck all of us."

I let it sink in, 12 women and myself.

"Fucking hell, this is a good job."

I looked down at Izzy, who was slowly rubbing herself into another frenzy.

"Well then, it looks like I'm going on a Freeuse Academy Winter Trip."
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