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Chapter One


For the last few months, I have been a teacher at Freeverse Academy.

The staff and students know me as Mr. Hayes, and I am a regular sight around the school, either teaching or helping the students.

And pretty much every day, I fuck at least one of them.

Now, before you get the wrong idea, this is a very different school.

All the students here are women 21 years or older, and all of them have given their consent multiple times.

It's a strange school.

The women who go to Freeverse are all in some way submissive. They all take pleasure in giving pleasure. They are here to learn the best ways to do that, and get a damn fine education at the same time.

It was weird for me at first, but with the aid of some willing students, such as Izzy and Ella, I soon realized that they were all genuinely here because it gave them joy. And after graduating, they would go out into the world educated and better subs.

But something had just been announced at the school, and I was right in the center of it. It was time for the winter trip.

***

"Ah, there you are, Mr. Hayes. Just pop up onto the table there and take off my shirt."

The speaker was Miss Guest, the school nurse. I am sure she had a first name, but no one had ever told me it.

The reason I was visiting the school nurse was that I had been picked to be a chaperone for 12 of the students on a winter trip. The school had decided I needed a checkup to make sure I was fit for the trip.

"Don't you mean I need to take off my shirt?" I asked her.

"Now, where would the fun in that be? You're going to be with 12 women. I need to know you have the stamina to keep up with them. So first, let's see if you have the stamina to keep up with me."

This time, I heard the echo of an accent in her voice. Someone had told me she was originally from Jamaica, and her accent had mixed with the local Scottish twang. It sounded delightful.

I did as she asked and clambered up onto the examination table. As she stepped forward, I reached out and grasped the hem of her white uniform top.

I pulled it up and over her head, revealing a pristine white bra that cupped two beautiful breasts. The skin of her torso was flawless, a lovely canvas against the clinical white of the room.

With slow, deliberate movements, I unhooked her bra. It fell away, and she stood before me, topless, her dark nipples already puckering in the cool air. A faint smile played on her lips, a mixture of amusement and delight.

She didn't cover herself. She let me look. Her hands, cool and professional, rested on my thighs.

"Alright, Mr. Hayes," she said, her voice a low purr. "Let's check that endurance. The old-fashioned way."

She reached down and unbuckled my belt, pulling it free and placing it next to me on the table.

"Just in case you want to use it later to tie my wrists up," she said with a grin.

Her hands were deft, and soon my trousers and boxers were gone, leaving me bare ass on the crisp paper covering the table. The air in the room was cool, but my skin was already warming with anticipation.

Miss Guest leaned over me, her breasts brushing against my chest as she reached for something in a nearby drawer. The rustle of packaging, the snap of latex. When she straightened up, she was sheathed in thin latex gloves, which somehow already had lube on them.

"Your heart rate is elevated," she murmured, her breath warm against my ear. "That's a good sign. Very responsive."

Her hands dipped down, teasing the sensitive skin of my stomach before moving even further down. She traced the line of my hips, her thumbs brushing against the hollows there, sending shivers through my entire body.

Then her hands were on me, wrapping around my shaft, her grip firm yet gentle. She moved with a practiced, unhurried rhythm, her touch both clinical and intensely erotic.

"I believe that the headmistress has been giving you lessons in staying power? So there will be no going off early, I hope."

It was true, the headmistress claimed freeuse of all the staff, and we had been meeting regularly for her to edge me till my mind went blank, gradually increasing my staying power as she kept me on edge for hours.

"Let's see what her training has accomplished."

She started with long, sweeping strokes from base to tip, her gloved fingers sliding smoothly over the lube she'd applied. Each pass of her thumb over the sensitive head sent a jolt through me. I fought to maintain a rhythm, to breathe through the building pressure.

"You're doing well," she said, her voice a low, encouraging hum. "But the test has only just begun."

Her other hand joined the first, creating a new, more intense sensation. She varied her pace, her grip, her movements, keeping me guessing, keeping me on that knife's edge of pleasure and control. She'd pause, just as I felt the tide begin to rise, letting the sensation ebb before starting again with a new, more demanding rhythm. The latex made a soft, slick sound with every movement, a counterpoint to my ragged breaths.

The room swam in and out of focus. The sterile white walls, the scent of antiseptic, the cool metal of the table beneath me. It all blurred into the background, overwhelmed by the sensation of her touch, by the sheer, concentrated pleasure she was drawing from me. I was losing myself, just as the headmistress had trained me to.

"Such a good boy," Miss Guest purred in my ear. "I bet I could just stroke you senseless and you wouldn’t come till I told you. That's some good training from the headmistress."

She stepped back, and I let out a little groan as her hand slipped from my cock.

"Ok, all good. Now lay back. I'm going to mount you."

"Is this part of the exam?" I asked.

She winked at me as she pulled down her skirt and panties.

"Oh no. I just want a good, hard fucking."

My eyes, half-closed with the lingering pleasure of her touch, fought to focus on her as she finished undressing. She moved with an easy confidence, a grace that spoke of a woman utterly comfortable in her own skin. There was no self-consciousness, only the clear, unadorned purpose of her desire.

She climbed onto the table, her knees on either side of my hips. The vinyl covering the table groaned softly under her weight. I could feel the heat radiating from her, a stark contrast to the cool air of the room. She positioned herself above me, one hand braced on my chest for balance, the other guiding me towards her.

Then she sank down, a slow, deliberate descent that stole the air from my lungs. The sensation of her enveloping me, her tight, wet pussy squeezing me, was overwhelming. She took her time, letting me feel every inch of the journey, sinking down slowly till I was filling her.

When she was fully settled, she paused. She looked down at me, her dark eyes glinting with a mixture of amusement and raw, unfiltered lust.

"I hear talk, you know," she said as she took my hands and raised them to her breasts. "Apparently, the curve of your cock can hit just...right."

She shifted on top of me, and her eyes flickered closed for a moment.

"Mmmm, yeah. Just like that."

I assumed she had been gossiping with one of the students. Possibly Izzy, who seemed to particularly like my curve.

"I'm going to slow ride you, take my time. And you can just relax and play with my nipples. And if you’re a good boy, I might even let you fill me with cum."

I did as she asked, my thumbs circling the hard nubs of her nipples. She started to move, a slow, grinding rhythm that was less about the frantic search for release and more about savoring the journey. Each roll of her hips sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me, a deep, resonant thrum that built and receded like a tide.

I watched her face, the way her eyelids fluttered, the way her lips parted slightly as she breathed. Her movements were languid, deliberate, each one designed to draw out the sensation, to prolong the sweet, delicious ache of it.

"Good," she breathed, her voice a little unsteady now. "Just like that. You feel so good inside me."

She picked up the pace slightly, her movements becoming more fluid, more assured. The table creaked in protest beneath us, a rhythmic counterpoint to the slap of our skin, to her soft moans and my ragged breaths.

Her hands came up to cover mine, pressing them harder against her breasts. Her nails dug into my wrists, not hard enough to hurt, but just enough to ground me, to remind me of who was in control.

"Good boy," she sighed. "Squeeze them. Twist them."

I did as she asked. She gasped, and her movements became more erratic. She was chasing her own pleasure now, her control starting to fray at the edges. It was a beautiful sight to behold.

I could feel the pressure building in me again, that familiar, coiling heat in my groin. The headmistress's training was holding, but it was a struggle. Miss Guest was a master of her craft, her body a finely tuned instrument of pleasure, and she was playing me with expert precision.

She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my chest, her hair falling around my face in a dark, fragrant curtain. Her lips found my ear, her breath hot on my skin.

"Not yet," she whispered. "Wait for me. Wait for me to say when."

I gritted my teeth, my entire body focused on that single, monumental task. I fought the rising tide, the primal urge to let go, to empty myself into her. I thought of cold showers, of spreadsheets, of anything but the exquisite sensation of her body moving on mine, of her scent filling my senses, of the sounds she was making in my ear.

"Almost there," she gasped, her movements becoming more frantic. "Almost... ah! Don't you dare come. Not yet."

Her body arched, her head thrown back, a long, shuddering cry tearing from her throat. I felt her clench around me, a series of tight, rhythmic pulses that sent me over the edge with her.

"Now," she commanded, her voice a ragged sob. "Now, Mr. Hayes. Fill me up."

The control I'd fought so hard to maintain shattered. I buried myself deep inside her, a hoarse cry tearing from my own throat as I came, the release so intense it was almost painful. It seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me, leaving me spent and shaking in its wake.

She collapsed on top of me, her body limp and sated. I could feel her heart hammering against my chest, a rapid, frantic beat that slowly began to even out.

We lay there for a long moment, a tangle of limbs in the sterile white room. After a while, she pushed herself up, a satisfied smile on her face. She climbed off me, her movements a little unsteady.

"Well, Mr. Hayes," she said, her voice a little husky. "I think it's safe to say you have the stamina for the trip. You pass with flying colors."

She reached out and trailed her finger along the edge of my jaw, and then gently stroked my face.

"Oh, by the way, did anyone tell you? I'm the other chaperone."


Chapter Two


In case you have never been there before, I have to tell you that Cologne is a beautiful city. And it is even more so in the winter.

I had never been there before, but luckily Miss Guest had, so she led the way while I made sure none of the students got lost. This was not as bad as it sounds, as they are all over 21, after all. It's not like guiding a load of kids.

We were staying at the Hotel Adler, a converted factory that was now a luxury hotel. It was an impressive building, round and wide, and it had a sense of history. The lobby was vast, with a soaring ceiling and a huge, ornate staircase that swept up to the floors above. The girls were suitably impressed.

"Okay, everyone," Miss Guest announced, her voice easily carrying over the excited chatter. "We have a few hours before dinner. Feel free to explore the city, preferably in groups. Your room keys can be collected before you go. Mr. Hayes and I will be in the lounge for the next half-hour if you need us."

The girls dispersed, a flurry of winter coats, scarves, and chatter, leaving me alone with Miss Guest in the echoing grandeur of the lobby.

"Well, this is nice," I said, looking around. "A bit of a change from the Academy."

"Indeed," she replied, a strange glint in her eye. "But don't get too comfortable, Mr. Hayes. The rules of the Academy still apply, even here. Should the feeling take you."

I was not likely to have forgotten that, although doing so out of the Academy did feel a little strange.

"Anyway, the half-hour is up. I can only assume that everyone is ok and we are free to explore ourselves. Have fun, Mr. Hayes."

Which left me with a city to explore on a dark, snowy night.

I decided to look around a little and took a wander through the city. The streets were draped in a festive hush, the medieval architecture stark and beautiful against the darkening sky. Snow, a fine crystalline powder, dusted the cobblestones and the intricate carvings of the Cologne Cathedral's twin spires. The air was sharp  and clean, carrying the scent of roasted chestnuts and the distant, melodic chime of a church bell.

I wandered for what felt like an hour, the city's ancient energy seeping into my bones. It was a good feeling, a grounding one. I was just contemplating heading back, the cold starting to nip at my exposed skin, when I saw them. Two of my students, Cassia and Clara.

The two of them were in a doorway, almost in darkness. The only reason I spotted them is that Cassia has quite a pale face, and it caught my eye as I passed.

Neither of them saw me, but then they were quite busy.

Clara had Cassia pushed up against a large wooden door and was kissing her neck hungrily. I was pretty sure that from her rough movements, her hand was inside Cassia's jeans.

I could have left them to it, but for some reason I didn't. Instead, I found my feet moving me closer, my boots making almost no sound on the snow-dusted ground.

Clara's head was bent to Cassia's throat, her dark hair a curtain that hid her face from me, but I could see the tension in the line of her neck. Cassia's head was thrown back, her lips parted, her gloved hands clutching Clara's shoulders. Her breath plumed in the cold air in short, sharp bursts.

"Clara," she gasped, her voice a thin, shaky thread of sound. "Someone will see."

"Let them," Clara growled, her voice muffled against Cassia's skin. Her arm was moving, a slow, steady rhythm that left no doubt as to what she was doing.

I was close now, close enough to hear the soft, wet sounds, to see the desperate, hungry way Cassia was arching against Clara's hand. It was a private moment, a raw, unguarded display of desire that I had no right to witness. And yet, I couldn't look away.

"Please," Cassia whimpered, her hips bucking against Clara's hand. "Please, Clara."

"Come for me," growled Clara.

Cassia's body went rigid, a choked cry tearing from her throat. Her whole body seemed to convulse, a silent, violent shudder that left her limp and trembling against the door. Clara held her for a long moment, her body a solid, reassuring presence in the encroaching darkness.

I should have walked away then, but I was rooted to the spot. I was a trespasser, a voyeur, and the thrill of it was a sharp, guilty pleasure.

Then Clara lifted her head. Her eyes, dark and feral, locked with mine. There was no surprise, no shock, only a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. She had known I was there all along. She had put on a show for me.

She slowly, deliberately withdrew her hand from Cassia's jeans. She held my gaze as she brought her fingers to her lips, her tongue darting out to taste Cassia's arousal.

"Mr. Hayes," she said, her voice a low, husky purr that cut through the winter silence. "Enjoying the view?"

Cassia's head snapped up, her pale face flushing a deep, embarrassed red. She tried to pull away, to cover herself, but Clara's grip on her was like iron.

"No need to be shy about Mr. Hayes," Clara laughed. "After all, he has fucked both of us. And maybe this is the first time he has seen us together, but I'm sure it won't be the last."

At that, Cassia seemed to relax. She even flashed me a wicked smile.

"Well, if you don't mind him seeing, I certainly don't."

"I thought so," Clara chuckled. "I am feeling a little hungry after that. Mr. Hayes, would you mind escorting us back to the hotel for dinner?"

"Of course," I said, my voice a little rougher than I intended. "But only if you promise to behave."

Cassia gave me a look of pure, unadulterated innocence that was so convincing it was almost believable.

"Oh, I promise," she said, her eyes wide. "I'll be good."

Clara, however, just laughed.

"No promises," she said, a wicked glint in her eye. "Where's the fun in that?"


Chapter Three


Back at the hotel, the other students had already returned, and Miss Guest was ushering them into the ballroom for dinner.

"Ah, the last three," she said. "And now we are all here."

Ella, one of my favorite students and my Academy helper, appeared at the door and waved to me.

"Over here, I've saved you a seat."

I made my apologies to Cassia and Clara and went to join her.

The dinner was as expected for a large group in a hotel. The food was edible but not spectacular, and the service was slow. But that was not what the trip was about.

As the meal ended, Miss Guest got to her feet.

"I trust you are all enjoying your stay so far. So, for the rest of the evening, you are free. Please feel free to use the hotel's spa, or explore the city some more. Just remember your curfew of midnight."

She paused and looked over at me.

"Mr. Hayes will be in the hotel should any of you require... assistance."

The last word was laced with a meaning that was not lost on anyone in the room. I saw a few knowing smiles, a few furtive glances in my direction. I could feel the weight of their expectations, a collective, silent question hanging in the air.

Ella leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear.

"I think that's your cue," she whispered. "Don't you?"

I stood up and looked around the room.

"As you know, private lessons start tomorrow. Anyone not scheduled for a lesson may spend the time freely. I will also have a few hours every night to help anyone who has needs."

Under the table, I could feel Ella's hand slide over my leg and give it a squeeze.

"So have a fun night, whatever you get up to."

Sitting back down, I felt Ella's hand slide up to my crotch, giving it another gentle squeeze.

"I have some needs I think you can help me with," she grinned.

"As you have a lesson with me tomorrow, why don't we go get you prepared?" I asked.

"I was hoping you would say that."

We excused ourselves and headed for the elevators, the other students watching us go with knowing smiles. The elevator ride was silent, the air thick with unspoken anticipation. Ella stood close to me, her shoulder brushing against mine, her scent a subtle, intoxicating mix of vanilla and something else, something uniquely her.

The elevator doors opened onto our floor. The corridor was empty, the plush carpet swallowing the sound of our footsteps. I swiped the keycard and pushed open the door to my room.

It was a corner room with large windows that overlooked the city. The snow had started to fall again, fat, lazy flakes that drifted past the streetlights, casting a soft, ethereal glow over the rooftops.

Ella didn't hesitate. She crossed the room in a few quick strides, shrugging off her coat and letting it fall to the floor. She turned to face me, her hands on her hips, a challenging look in her eyes.

"So," she said. "How are you going to prepare me?"

I didn't answer with words. I crossed the room, closed the distance between us, and cupped her face in my hands. I leaned in and kissed her, a slow, deep kiss that made her legs tremble.

My hands roamed over her body, tracing the curve of her spine, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her dress.

I broke the kiss, my lips trailing a path down her neck, across her collarbone. I found the zipper of her dress and pulled it down, my knuckles brushing against the soft skin of her back. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in a simple lacy bra and panties.

I guided her towards the window, her steps a little unsteady as she was distracted by my kisses. Then I told her to put her hands on the glass and lean forward.

"Where everyone can see?" she asked, a gentle laugh to her voice.

"Let them watch. All they will see is a good little fucktoy getting her needs seen to."

I knelt behind her, my hands tracing the curve of her ass, the backs of her thighs. I could feel her shiver, her body tensing with anticipation. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, exposing her to the cool air of the room.

I leaned in and blew gently on her skin. She let out a little whine, a small sound of need.

But I did not give her what she wanted. Not yet. Instead, I traced the line of her pussy with my finger, so lightly she could hardly feel it.

"What do you want, Ella?" I asked, my voice a low growl.

"You know what I want," she breathed, her body arching towards my touch. "I want your tongue. I want your cock. I want you to fuck me."

"Such a greedy girl. Patience. You will get what you want. In good time."

I continued to tease her, my fingers tracing maddeningly light patterns on her inner thighs, her hips, the sensitive skin behind her knees. She was squirming now, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body begging for a firmer touch, a more direct contact.

"Please," she whimpered, her hands pressed flat against the cold glass. "Please, Mr. Hayes."

I finally relented, parting her folds with my thumbs. I leaned in and ran my tongue along her slit, a slow, deliberate lick that made her cry out. I tasted her, sweet and salty.

I turned her around and explored her with my tongue, circling her clit, dipping inside her, learning her body all over again. She was responsive, her body moving in time with my touches, her moans growing louder, more insistent.

I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them upwards to find that spot that made her see stars. I sucked on her clit and felt her hands gripping my head.

"God, yes," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop."

I didn't stop. I worked her, my tongue and fingers moving in a perfect, practiced rhythm, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. Her body tensed, her back arching off the floor. Her cries became more frantic, more desperate.

And then she was coming, her body convulsing, a wave of pleasure crashing over her so intense it was almost painful. I held her through it, my touch gentle now, soothing, as she rode out the storm.

When she was spent, I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to the bed. I laid her down gently, her limbs heavy and relaxed.

It was then that we heard a knock on the door.


Chapter Four


"Don't worry, they will go away," I said.

Ella stretched out on the bed and slipped her hand between her legs.

"Well, you are on call. Someone might need your help. And who knows, it might be another plaything to join us."

I acknowledged that this was true and walked across the room, opening the door to see who was there.

It was a woman, mid-forties, with long wavy red hair and flashing green eyes. She was wearing the tight black uniform of the hotel, and her breasts seemed to be struggling to be contained.

"Good evening, Mr. Hayes. I'm Bonnie Clark, the Night Manager of the hotel. I was just checking to make sure you were enjoying the stay. Is there anything that I can offer you?"

I could think of a few things, but before I could reply, I heard a cry of shock from behind me.

Suddenly, Ella was up and standing next to me, completely forgetting that she was naked. Or not caring.

"You’re THE Bonnie Clark?"

The woman smiled and tilted her head in a small bow.

Ella turned to me, looking more excited than I had ever seen.

"Bonnie Clark! You must have heard about her. She's like one of the most famous students ever to go to Freeverse. Night Manager, my ass, she owns the entire chain of hotels. And her skills are legendary. The headmistress said that Bonnie is the best cocksucker that the Academy ever produced. Didn’t need to touch you with anything but her lips and was guaranteed to make you come."

I looked at Bonnie.

"Well, that's quite the boast. Any of it true?"

"Well, I did ask if there’s anything I could offer you."

She stepped inside the room and closed the door behind her.

"If I'm only going to use my mouth, maybe you could get his cock out?" she asked Ella.

Ella grinned and took my hand and led me to the bed, where she quickly removed my trousers and boxers. My cock was already hard from my session with Ella, so it sprang free, ready for action.

Bonnie stepped out of her skirt and was wearing nothing underneath. Her legs were long and toned, and a neat triangle of red hair was nestled between them.

She knelt before me, her movements graceful and fluid. She looked up at me, her green eyes shining with a mixture of mischief and raw, unadulterated desire.

"Let's see if my skills are as good as they say," she purred.

She leaned in, and her breath was warm against my sensitive skin. She didn't touch me, not at first. She just breathed, letting me feel the heat of her, the promise of what was to come. Then she stuck out her tongue and, with the very tip, traced the sensitive ridge of my head.

I let out a sharp intake of breath.

Then she took me into her mouth. It was a slow, deliberate act, a perfect, controlled descent. Her lips were soft, her tongue a clever, agile instrument that explored every inch of me. She took me deep, deeper than I thought possible, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length.

Ella climbed down next to her, her face inches away.

"Don't mind me, just taking notes."

Bonnie started to move, a slow, rocking rhythm. She used her tongue, her lips, her teeth in a dizzying array of sensations, each one more intense than the last. She would pull back, her tongue swirling around my head, before taking me deep again, her throat constricting around me in a way that made my head spin.

I knew if she kept up with that, I was going to have a hard time not cumming.

Ella, however, seemed to have other plans.

"No, no, no," she said, her voice a soft, teasing chide. "We can't have him finishing yet. We have to save that for me later."

She reached out and gently but firmly pulled Bonnie's head away.

Bonnie looked up at her, a flicker of surprise in her eyes, which quickly turned into amusement. She let my cock slip from her mouth with a soft, wet pop.

"So it's like that, is it?" she said, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face. "Why don't you take a turn, and I can give you some tips?"

Ella didn't need to be told twice. She took my cock in her hand, her grip firm but gentle. She leaned in, and her tongue darted out, mirroring Bonnie's earlier move, tracing the same path. But where Bonnie's touch had been confident, expert, Ella's was eager, a little clumsy, but no less thrilling.

Bonnie moved behind Ella, her hands resting on Ella's shoulders.

"Relax your throat," she murmured, her voice a low, seductive purr. "Don't think about it, just feel it. Let him in."

Ella took me into her mouth, her movements a little hesitant at first. But with Bonnie's guidance, she grew bolder, more confident. She took me deeper, her tongue mimicking the movements Bonnie had demonstrated.

"That's it," Bonnie encouraged, her hands stroking Ella's hair. "Good girl. You're a natural."

Ella's enthusiasm was infectious. She was a quick study, her movements becoming more fluid, more assured with every passing moment. It was a strange, intoxicating sensation, being the subject of this lesson. I could feel the pressure building, the familiar, coiling heat in my groin.

"I think he's getting close," Bonnie said, her voice a low, knowing hum. "So slow down. Maybe look up at him so he can see how good you look with his cock in your throat."

Ella did as she was told, her blue eyes, dark with desire, locking with mine. The sight of her, so eager, so willing, was almost enough to push me over the edge.

"Not yet," I growled, my hands fisting at my sides.

"See?" Bonnie said, a triumphant smile in her voice. "He's learning. It looks like he's had some of the headmistress's training. Of course, when I was there, she was just another teacher."

She then reached down and slipped a finger into Ella's pussy, which was already wet and ready.

"It seems that our little student here is ready for another lesson."

Ella moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending a fresh jolt of pleasure through me.

"Time to switch," Bonnie said, gently easing Ella away.

She took my cock in her hand again, her touch now more demanding, more urgent. She took me deep, her tongue working its magic, her lips a tight, perfect seal. Ella watched, her eyes wide, her cheeks flushed.

"Remember this part," Bonnie said, her voice a little muffled. "This is how you make a man forget his own name."

Her movements became faster, more erratic. Just as I was about to go over the edge, she suddenly stopped.

She looked at Ella and smiled.

"Sit on the edge of the bed, then lay back."

Ella leapt up and got into position.

Bonnie wrapped her fingers around my cock and led me over, positioning the tip against Ella's pussy.

"Now slow fuck my hand, nice and easy. And let the tip rub against her clit. I'm going to get both of you begging for it."

I did as she asked, my hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. The sensation of her hand, tight and slick, combined with the teasing friction against Ella's clit, was exquisite.

Ella was writhing on the bed, her hands clutching at the sheets, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

"Please," she whimpered, her body arching towards me. "Please, I need you inside me."

"Not yet," Bonnie said, her voice a low, husky command. "First, I want you to beg him. Show me how good begging class is at Freeverse nowadays. And while you beg, he's going to fuck my hand and drip pre-cum on your pussy."

Ella let out a desperate whine, her body trembling with need. She looked up at me, her eyes shining with unshed tears.

"Please, Mr. Hayes," she begged, her voice a thin, shaky thread of sound. "Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me. I need to feel you stretching me, filling me up. Please, Mr. Hayes. I'll do anything. I'll be a good girl. I'll be your perfect little fucktoy. Just please, please fuck me."

With each word, I could feel myself getting closer, my control beginning to fray. Bonnie's hand was a masterpiece of teasing, her grip tightening just enough, her strokes lengthening just enough, to keep me on that knife's edge.

"Look at her, Mr. Hayes," Bonnie purred, her other hand coming up to cup my balls. "Look at how much she wants you. Don't you want to give her what she needs?"

I did. I wanted to more than anything.

"Go on then," Bonnie said, her voice a low, husky whisper. "Fuck her. Fill her up. And when you’re done, I'm going to clean her up."

She moved my cock, so the tip was at the entrance to Ella's pussy.

As I sank into her, I had to admit that this hotel gave the best service ever.


Chapter Five


Lessons that week went much as I had suspected and indeed hoped for.

Each day, I had three students taking 2-hour lessons. All of them seemed to take great delight in wearing the most provocative clothing and in a move that I believe had been decided on as a group, each of them at the end of the lesson insisted on giving my cock a suck as a thank you for teaching them.

So, as you can imagine, after 6 hours, I was horny as hell and ready to find one of my freeuse cuties to take care of me.

Some nights, it was Ella. One night, Cassia and Clara decided to come give me a hand. But the last night before we went home turned out to be the most memorable.

After dinner, I went back to my room and packed for the next day. I had truly thought I should have a quiet night, but after half an hour, I heard a noise at the door and saw that someone had slipped a note under it.

It read, "Meet me at Club Bond in an hour. It will be worth your trouble."

There was no signature on the note.

Loving a mystery, I got dressed and headed out into the snow.

On my way, I did a search online to find out about Club Bond. It's a German bar that only plays British music and features British pop culture decoration.

Hurrying through the market, I bumped into Miss Guest. She was wearing a black dress and a padded coat to keep out the chill, yet still looked like she was dressed like a model. I suddenly realized that I should have spent some more time that week getting to know her.

"In a rush?" she asked, flashing me her wonderful smile.

"I am. You've been to Cologne before, have you been to a place called Club Bond?"

"Oh, yes. I have been there a few times. It's half bar, half... well, you’ll see when you get there. Has some local taken a shining to your accent and invited you over?"

"Well, I have been invited, I just don't know by whom."

Miss Guest's smile widened, a flicker of something unreadable in her dark eyes. "An intriguing invitation is always the best kind," she purred, her Scottish-Jamaican lilt wrapping around the words like velvet. "Perhaps I should tag along. Make sure our star chaperone doesn't get into any... unmanageable trouble."

I could have protested, but the thought of her company, a familiar anchor in this strange, nocturnal expedition, was surprisingly welcome. "I'd be glad of the company, Nurse," I said, falling back on her official title with a small smile.

"Excellent," she said, linking her arm through mine. "Lead the way, Mr. Hayes. Let's see what awaits you."

Club Bond was tucked away in a narrow cobblestone alley, its entrance unmarked save for a small, discreet brass plaque. The bouncer, a mountain of a man in a tailored suit, nodded at Miss Guest, his stern face breaking into a respectful smile. He pulled open a heavy, soundproofed door, and a wave of sound and heat washed over us.

Inside, the world transformed. The bar itself was a masterpiece of curated chaos. Red leather banquettes, walls covered in framed Union Jacks and vintage Sex Pistols posters, and shelves laden with UK-specific spirits and snacks.

We ordered drinks, two of the local beer Kölsch, and as soon as the patrons heard our voices, we found ourselves surrounded.

"Where in the UK are you from? What's popular there at the moment? What bands should we be listening to?"

We did our best to answer questions and soon found ourselves with more drinks than we could possibly drink. Eventually, the questions died down a little, and my thoughts turned to who had sent the invite.

Eventually, a man walked over, black turtleneck and trousers with a mop of almost Beatles-like hair, and introduced himself.

"Good evening. My name is Paul, and I am the manager of this establishment. Would I be correct in assuming that you are Mr. Hayes?"

"Yes, I am."

"If you could follow me, please, one of the booths has been booked for you."

I turned to Miss Guest, who just smiled.

"I think this one you can handle on your own."

I followed Paul towards the back of the club. He pointed at a curtained booth.

"Go on in. I think you'll be pleased."

I pulled back the heavy velvet curtain and stepped inside.

The space was small, intimate, lit by a single, dim red bulb. In the center of the room, a polished chrome pole stretched from floor to ceiling. Behind it was a door from which I assumed the stripper would arrive.

I sat down in the chair and read the note on the wall.

"No touching the talent unless they give consent. Feel free to touch yourself."

Music started to play, something dark and sleazy and electronic. A door in the darkness opened up, and a figure stepped out.

I did not recognize the woman and was sure that if I had seen her before, I would have. Her face was made up with dark, smoky eyeshadow and deep red lipstick, her hair swept up to expose the elegant line of her neck. She was wearing a long, black trench coat, tied tightly at the waist, and black, stiletto heels that clicked softly on the polished floor.

She moved towards the pole, her hips swaying to the slow, pulsing beat of the music. She didn't look at me, not at first. Her attention was on the pole, on her own reflection in the polished chrome. She circled it once, her movements fluid, graceful, like a predator stalking its prey.

Then, she turned to face me. A slow, deliberate smile spread across her lips. She reached for the belt of her trench coat and, with a flick of her wrist, it came undone.

The coat fell open, revealing a scrap of black lace that barely qualified as a bra, and a matching thong that left little to the imagination. Her skin was pale, almost luminous in the dim red light, her body a masterpiece of lean muscle and delicate curves.

She shrugged off the coat, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. She turned her back to me and, with a practiced, athletic grace, hoisted herself onto the pole. She spun around it, her body a blur of motion, her legs scissoring open in a series of breathtakingly acrobatic moves.

I watched, mesmerized, as she worked the pole, her body a perfect instrument of seduction. She was strong, powerful, and utterly captivating. Every move was deliberate, every gesture designed to entice, to arouse, to command my attention.

She dropped from the pole, landing in a crouch before me. She crawled towards me, her body undulating, her eyes locked with mine. She stopped between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs.

"Hello, Mr. Hayes," she said, her voice a low, husky purr that vibrated through me. "I've been looking forward to this."

"Who are you?" I asked, my own voice a little rough.

She laughed, a low, throaty sound. "Does it matter?"

She reached up and unzipped my trousers, her fingers brushing against my already hard cock. She pulled it free, her touch cool and confident.

"You saw the sign, it says you can touch yourself. Maybe you should stroke while you watch me?"

She sprang back up to her feet and swung around the pole.

Beside me, the curtain was pulled back, and a figure stepped into the room. It was Miss Guest.

"I see my gift has arrived," she said, glancing at the pole dancer.

"Your gift?"

"Indeed. I'm a regular visitor here when I come on these trips. Olga here is a friend of mine, and we both thought it would be such a shame if you missed seeing her perform."

She came over to me as Olga, the dancer, continued her show.

"Did you know that Olga is the most popular dancer here? And Freeverse-trained as well."

As she spoke, she took my cock in her hand, her touch firm and familiar. I let out a low groan, my hips arching towards her.

"So you're not here to watch?" I asked.

"Oh, I'm here to watch. And to help. The rule is no touching the talent. It doesn't say anything about touching the chaperone."

She started to stroke me, her movements slow, deliberate. Her touch was a stark contrast to the frantic, acrobatic energy of Olga's dance. It was a grounding, centering force in the midst of the sensory overload.

On the pole, Olga had moved into a new position, her body arched back, her legs wrapped around the chrome in a stunning display of flexibility. The red light caught the sheen of sweat on her skin, making her glow. Somehow, she reached behind herself and pulled her bra free, spinning it through the air to land on my shoulder.

Her breasts were small and perfect, capped with dark, tight nipples. She continued her dance, her movements a fluid, mesmerizing blend of strength and grace.

"I think she likes you," Miss Guest murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. "And she's not the only one."

Olga slid down the pole and came towards us again, this time stopping directly in front of Miss Guest.

"If you would let go, I'd like to demonstrate my oral skills on the guest."

Miss Guest let go, and Olga's lips were on me in an instant. Miss Guest was right. She had obviously been trained at Freeverse.

She was good. Very good. But it was different from Bonnie's expert, controlled technique. Olga was more raw, more hungry. She took me deep, her throat constricting around me, her hands gripping my hips, pulling me closer, demanding more.

I could feel the pressure building, the familiar, coiling heat in my groin.

"Not yet," Miss Guest commanded, her voice a low, husky whisper. "Not yet, Mr. Hayes. Let's make this last."

She reached out and gently, but firmly, pulled Olga's head away. Olga looked up at her, a flicker of surprise in her eyes, which quickly turned into amusement.

"Sharing is caring," Miss Guest said with a wink.

She then leaned in and took my cock in her own mouth.

The difference was immediate. Where Olga was a storm, a wild, untamed force of nature, Miss Guest was a calm, deep sea. Her movements were slow, deliberate, her touch both clinical and intensely erotic. She was a master of her craft, her body a finely tuned instrument of pleasure, and she was playing me with expert precision.

Olga watched for a moment, a fascinated look on her face. Then, she stood up and moved behind Miss Guest, her hands resting on the nurse's hips.

"Relax your jaw," she murmured, her accented English a soft, seductive purr. "Let him feel your tongue. Let him feel the heat of you."

Miss Guest did as she was instructed, her movements becoming even more fluid, more assured. The two women worked in tandem, Olga's guiding hands, Miss Guest's willing mouth. It was a surreal, intensely erotic experience, being the subject of this impromptu lesson.

"I think he's getting close," Olga said, her voice a low, knowing hum.

Miss Guest pulled back, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face.

"I think you're right," she said. "I know we are not allowed to touch you..."

Olga smiled as Miss Guest moved away.

"But I am very much allowed to touch you," she finished, her panties falling to her feet.

She mounted me, there is no other way to say it. Jumping onto my seat, sinking down onto my cock, and wrapping her arms around me so that I was enveloped in her.

She smelled of cinnamon and lemon.

"I have been told you have had a busy week," she purred into my ear. "My friend here suggested I could help relax you. Do you feel relaxed?"

Her hips started to move in a way that I can only describe as expert. She had complete control and was in no hurry at all.

I was in heaven. I was in a booth, in a German strip club with a Freeverse-trained stripper riding my cock while an ex-student of the school, now school nurse, watched us with the eye of someone judging a contest.

Miss Guest stood up and started to get undressed.

"I may as well get comfy while we are here," she said.

She slowly undressed, her movements fluid, confident. She unhooked her bra, freeing her beautiful breasts. She slipped off her panties, revealing a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair.

She stood before us, naked, her body a study in strength and grace.

Olga, her movements never faltering, watched her, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. She picked up the pace, her hips grinding against me, her body a tight, perfect sheath around my cock.

"Your turn?" she asked.

Miss Guest stepped forward, her hands resting on my shoulders.

"I don't think so," she said, her voice a low, husky purr. "I think I'll just watch. For now."

She moved to the chair in the corner of the room, her legs crossed, her eyes fixed on us. She was a spectator, a voyeur, and the power in the room shifted. Olga was no longer just performing for me; she was performing for Miss Guest.

Olga's movements became more intense, more acrobatic. She rose up on her knees, her hands braced on my shoulders, her body a perfect, undulating arc above me. She was a masterpiece of muscle and control, her every move a testament to her training.

"You like this?" she asked, her voice a little breathless now.

"Very much," I managed to gasp, my hands gripping her hips, my body moving in time with hers.

"Good," she said, her eyes glinting with a fierce, competitive fire. "Because I'm just getting started."

She slammed herself down on me, making the chair shake. This had turned into something primal. We were no longer having sex; we were fucking.

The room was filled with the sounds of our bodies, the slap of skin on skin, the ragged sounds of our breathing, the low, throaty moans that tore from Olga's throat. I could feel the pressure building, the familiar, a primal urge that I couldn't hold back for much longer.

"You may touch," Olga whispered, "If you wish."

Immediately, I stood up, taking her with me, carrying her to the raised podium in the center of the room. I put her down, spinning her round and bending her over. She arched her back, wiggling her ass at me.

"Oh, you like it from behind. Good. So do I."

I was suddenly inside her, the new angle sending a fresh jolt of pleasure through me. I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and started to move, my thrusts deep and hard.

Olga's body moved with mine, her back arching, her hands braced against the cool surface of the podium. She was a wild, untamed creature, her cries of pleasure filling the small, enclosed space.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Miss Guest. Her legs were uncrossed now, her hand between her legs, her fingers stroking just out of sight. Her eyes were shining, her lips parted, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She was lost in the moment, a willing participant in this shared fantasy.

"Harder," Olga gasped, her body bucking against mine. "Don't hold back."

I didn't. I let go, my control shattering, my body moving on instinct, on pure, unadulterated need. I was a creature of the flesh, driven by a primal urge, and I was taking what I wanted, what I needed.

The world narrowed to the small, enclosed space of the booth, to the woman writhing beneath me, to the sound of our bodies, to the scent of our combined arousal.

Her orgasm ripped through her, her head dropping down to rest against the chrome pole. She shuddered, her whole body shaking with the force of it.

I pulled out and let her drop onto the podium. She was spent, a beautiful, broken doll, her body glistening with sweat.

My fingers wrapped in a fist around my shaft, I gave one last stroke and exploded, spraying cum up Olgas back. I could feel my knees almost buckle under me, but made sure that every drop splashed on her skin.

Behind me, I heard Miss Guest coming, and my cock pulsed in sympathy.

"You know," she said, "We still have this booth booked for another hour. Whatever will we do?"

I flipped Olga over, spreading her legs and sliding my hands under her ass. Lifting her up, my mouth stopped inches from her pussy.

"Oh, I am pretty sure we'll find something to do," I said as she wrapped her legs around my head and I speared her on my tongue.


Chapter Six


As we all climbed onto the coach that would take us to the airport, the atmosphere was subdued.

From the exhausted looks on the students' faces, I was sure that I hadn’t been the only one going all out the night before.

Miss Guest counted everyone on the bus and climbed on board.

"Everyone’s here. I think you have the seat at the front."

Sure enough, there was an empty seat, and sitting next to it was one of my favorite students, Izzy.

"We had a lottery," she said, "And I won. So I get to sit next to you on the journey."

I was delighted. Settling into my seat, I felt some of my energy come back.

"There's a rumor that you had a busy night. So if you want to rest your head against me, feel free. Or anything else."

I slipped my hand between her legs and gave her thigh a squeeze.

"Thank you, Izzy."

The coach pulled off, and soon the German countryside was passing by.

"Did you enjoy the trip?" she asked me.

I had. Not just for the sex. The city had been beautiful, the lessons had gone well, and I had met some amazing people. And yes, the sex had been amazing.

"Yeah, it was pretty amazing."

My finger brushed against her panties, and Izzy gave a little moan.

"I was wondering..." she said.

"Yes?"

"I've not joined the Mile High Club. And we do have a long journey home. And it happens that the head of the aircrew on the plane is..."

"An ex-Freeverse student?"

I was starting to see how the world worked now.

"I promise to be good if you would help me with that," she said, flashing me an innocent smile.

I kissed her on the forehead and made her promise that she would be bad instead.


Epilogue


Epilogue

Back at the Academy, things soon settled into the usual pattern.

Lessons, freeuse, fine dinners, and friendships.

Until the headmistress summoned me.

When I walked into her office, she was wearing a leather corset and high-heeled boots. For a moment, I thought I had been summoned for training.

"Excuse the outfit, I just had Professor Hawk in here."

I smiled. Professor Hawk usually needed a day’s rest after his visits with the headmistress.

We sat down, and Izzy brought us tea. As she poured, she gave me a little wink and a shake of the butt before leaving the room.

"Have you heard of our sister Academy in Norway?" the headmistress asked.

"I knew that this was not the only Freeverse Academy, but no, I didn’t know there was a Norway one. Is it the same as here?"

"Very similar. But the student body there is even more selective than ours. And the staff have been selected with more...specialized skills."

The word "skills" hung in the air between us. I had a feeling I knew exactly what kind of skills she meant.

"There is an exchange program between the two Academies. The students occasionally travel between us, experiencing different cultures and learning new techniques. And the staff, well, they sometimes participate as well."

She leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light. "I have a proposition for you, Mr. Hayes. A chance to test your skills, to push your limits, to learn from the best of the best, and to teach as the best of the best."

My heart started to beat a little faster. This was more than just a teaching position. This was a challenge, an adventure.

"What kind of proposition?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Next week we will have a visitor. Miss Astrid Bogen. She will be staying with us for a while. I want you to teach her our ways."

I nodded, feeling up to the challenge.

"The Norway school is not for subs," the headmistress went on, "It teaches dominants. Miss Bogen is one of the world’s finest Femdoms. But she wants to learn more skills and experience other pleasures. Which is what you will be in charge of."

I sat back in my chair.

"Are you saying?"

The headmistress nodded as she sipped her tea.

"Yes, Mr. Hayes, I want you to teach her how to be a freeuse toy."

###

To be continued in Freeverse Academy Special Lessons.


About Matt Lake


Matt Lake is the pen name that Alec Lake uses for his Freeuse books.

[image: ]


A Victorian Erotica Mystery

When Constable Archie Newman is assigned to oversee two unconventional private investigators, he expects a routine murder case. What he discovers instead will challenge everything he believes about justice, desire, and the hidden depths of human nature.

Lord Ashwin has been found dead in his locked study—naked, with no signs of violence. The police are baffled, but consulting detective Damon Bright and his enigmatic assistant Miss Evelyn Chase see clues others have missed. As they delve into the victim's scandalous private life, they uncover a web of family secrets, financial desperation, and forbidden relationships that reaches into the highest levels of Victorian society.

Working alongside the brilliant but morally flexible Mr. Bright and the captivating Miss Chase, young Constable Newman must navigate a world where the boundaries between professional duty and personal desire blur beyond recognition. Their investigation will take him from the drawing rooms of Mayfair to the slums of Whitechapel, from respectable society to its shadowy underbelly, as he learns that the truth often wears the most unexpected faces.

Part murder mystery, part historical adventure, all erotica.

Death & Sex : The Freeuse Detectives – Available Now


About Alec Lake


If you have enjoyed this, please think about leaving a review on Amazon. Reviews can make or break small authors and I would appreciate you spreading your enjoyment of it. For more Alec Lake, find my other books here

If you would like to keep up with all the latest news about Alec Lake and his books, his newsletter comes out on average two times a month.

Packed with all the latest news, releases, free stories, and links to free books.

Sign up for the newsletter and get a free story.

Either

Alternative Girlfriend

or

Alternative Freeuse Girlfriend

If you would like to sign up for the joint Matt Lake/Alec Lake newsletter and get a free freeuse story, then click here

[image: ]

OEBPS/font_rsrcHU.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHW.jpg
MATT KE





cover.jpeg
FREEVERSE

MATT LAKE





OEBPS/image_rsrcHX.jpg





