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The School for Wayward Girls

Kate Granger


Chapter One

Naughty, Or Nice?

◆◆◆

It was raining when I was dumped at the estate driveway entrance four miles from Granger Hall. Kate Granger was overseas on her gap year but gave me a number to message the estate staff when I was half an hour away, which I did. Then my driver put his foot down, so I arrived five minutes early.

What a cunt.

He bundled my expensive Tumi luggage onto a muddy track, where his car had chewed up an otherwise lush grass verge in a rush to abandon me.

“Fucking wanker!”

I flicked a finger after him just because it made me feel better.

Daddy sent me to Granger Hall to become a lady. After he caught me in our stables being fucked by four grooms, he was on the phone to a family friend, Catherine Granger, minutes after I sealed their cum inside me, wriggling into my panties, chasing Daddy back to the house.

I recalled our conversation after he slammed down the phone.

“Richard Granger is away for two weeks on business, and Kate is also gone abroad, so Catherine has time to dedicate to your discipline, Olivia.”

“Fuck you, Dad.”

“Sweetheart, don’t try that with Catherine. Were your mother still alive, you wouldn’t have gotten away with it.”

I resisted, which was instantly an act of utter futility. Dad took away my phone, stopped my allowance, and forbade me from riding the horses or grooms. He was about to expel me from the house when I agreed to come to Granger Hall… I mean, how bad could Kate’s mother be?

I scanned the gravel driveway towards Granger Hall and saw a pickup truck speeding my way. The truck slewed violently to a halt nearby, scattering gravel everywhere and scaring the shit out of me.

Hello!

The driver that hopped out was young, dishy, and tall. He wore ranch-hand style, faded jeans, and a figure-hugging blue waterproof jacket that gave him a luscious outdoor look. He hurried across to me and gripped my luggage, pointing at the passenger door.

This is much better.

“You’re early. Get in the truck.”

Nice ass.

He didn’t seem pleased to see me, which surprised me because I usually make a good first impression just by being beautiful and having a great figure most guys would readily fuck.

Calm down, sunshine; I’m a few fucking minutes early.

“Sorry, the driver put his foot down after I messaged.”

“Mrs. Granger wants you to attend orientation immediately.”

“Orientation?”

“Yes. Do you understand the word?”

“Ahh, I see.”

Another sarcastic fucker.

He gunned his truck along the Granger’s private land, slewing through gravel corners until we arrived at their pristine modern stables.

The Grangers kept a dozen thoroughbreds, half stallions, and half broodmares. Every one of those beasts was a beauty. As we strolled past each stall, I became more impressed and was reminded of my stables that were also home to a fuck team who had beautifully defiled me.

I became aroused and felt a familiar warming in my panties as I recalled sucking one guy’s six-inch cock while two more, slightly longer and thicker, filled my fuck holes. Chewing on the testosterone-laced air as we browsed the Granger beasts didn’t help my horny condition.

I jumped out of my skin when a man dressed in riding gear stepped out from inside what had seemed an empty stall.

“I’m Gabriel.”

No, you aren’t. You’re a smoldering beast of a man that should fuck me right now.

“I’m Olivia.”

Nice to fuck you.

He squinted at my outstretched hand with disdain until it wilted back to the side of my body. Gabriel’s laser beam eyes scanned me from the floor upwards, passing judgment somewhere around my tits.

“Slut!”

“What the fuck did you just say?”

“Shut up, Olivia. Follow.”

He slashed the air with a stiff riding crop, pointing out things for me to remember later. He strode briskly while I jogged alongside, becoming increasingly worried. I was shown everything required to muck out, feed, and groom the horses.

I put an inch in the step, stepped in front of him, and calmly placed my palm on his chest. I composed myself, took a deep breath, and gave Gabriel my cutest expression, a winning smile and come-to-bed eyes.

“I don’t do any of this shit at home, Gabriel. We have people.”

“So do we.”

“Where the fuck are they?”

“They… are you.”

Gabriel marched around me, and I chased because of limited options. He stopped beside the proudest, wildest stallion I’d ever seen, and I couldn’t help stroking the big guy. His inky black eyes followed and challenged me.

I felt thrilled with an accompanying delicious but undignified arousal. I would have loved riding the stallion, crushing my swollen clitoris into a solid leather saddle until orgasm, or relieving menstrual cramps by rocking back and forth while he galloped. 

Being among such magnificent animals felt incredible, but being within reach of Gabriel’s cock was a moist pussy tingling time. I looked from him to the stallion, deciding the latter was more likely to allow me to ride him.

You’d impregnate all the girls here if there were a decent fan blowing your seed around.

“That’s Beauty. Kate’s horse.”

“Out of bounds to me?”

“Out of bounds to all sluts .”

“Fuck off.”

“Get over there. Into Rex’s stall.”

I followed his riding crop slash, outraged and whimpering at such harsh and unkind treatment.

Inside Rex’s stall, Gabriel circled me like an eagle tracking a midmorning morsel in a cornfield. I felt vulnerable because he was much bigger than me, and it was getting dark, just like his smoldering eyes that unsettled me.

“Undress, slut.”

“You’re out of your fucking mind.”

“Get your clothes off now, or fuck off back to where you came from.”

“Are you serious?”

“You are here to be taught a lesson, not mollycoddled like some fucking child. Take your clothes off or leave.”

We eyeballed each other until I accepted there was no escape and blinked first. It was either run back to Daddy and be humiliated there for years or let the Riding Master school me for ten minutes.

Please impregnate me.

My mind swam, mixing my reality with a fantasy I dearly preferred. I’d reached a life junction and needed to make a choice. I wanted to fuck Gabriel and have his babies. I definitely wanted to be a good girl for him, but I needed an incentive. Something like his cock rubbing my wet slit would be fine.

I reluctantly undressed while Gabriel switched on the heat lamps above Rex. When I stood proudly in my underwear, looking beautiful, I was ready to be fucked, but I doubted a run-up and down Gabriel’s cock was in my pussy’s future.

I’ll do a smoldering riding master any day.

I winced, knowing my soaked-through panties finally gave way, and a tawdry bead of my shame dribbled down a thigh while I prayed Gabriel had a massive cock.

“Mount Rex.”

For a horrible fleeting moment, I stared at the horse’s steaming, solid, almost two-foot-long semi-hard cock, and Rex whinnied as though he laughed at me. I looked at Gabriel, terrified, and regretted having unclothed because now, a quick getaway was impossible.

I licked my lips and folded my arms to hide the solid nipples that Gabriel could see. My face felt like a contorted, lewd mess, and I frowned, bursting with a question.

“What is it, Olivia?”

“You mean sit on the horse naked, right?”

“Lay across his saddle area. I want you to feel his heartbeat in your chest.”

When I leaped up and balanced myself across Rex’s back, Gabriel passed a rope underneath the massive stallion. He tied off my wrists and then roped my ankles to them, pulling tight until I was wrapped around the horse like a saddle.

“I can’t move at all.”

“That’s the point, Olivia. Do you have a safe word?”

“Yes.”

It had been some time since I’d played with pee, paddles, and handcuffs, but I would never forget my safeword.

“It’s Anteater.”

“Use it if you need it.”

“What’s the game, Gabriel?”

“Thrash the slut.”

“What the fuck?”

He shoved his head around the stall’s corner and shouted.

“Mrs. Granger. Olivia is ready for orientation and attitude adjustment.”

“Fucking attitude adjustment? What the fuck is that, Gabriel?”

“It’s orientation.”

I strained to look for Catherine, who must stop the travesty. I twisted, but Gabriel’s knots were tight, and no amount of my vigorous wriggling revealed anything.

“Don’t struggle, dear.”

“Catherine Granger?”

“I haven’t seen these buttocks for ten years.”

“I was thirteen. Thank fuck you are here. The help has gone nuts. Look at me.”

“You’re in good shape, girl. Gabriel seems to have started well. I think we ought to let him carry on.”

“What’s going on, Catherine?”

“Your orientation, dear. We’ll drive those demons out.”

“Drive?”

“Okay… thrash, Olivia.”

Cold steel brushed my thigh when she sliced my panty briefs off with scissors, slipping them from underneath me.

Suddenly, my ass was bare, and Rex’s stiff horse hair ground hard into my pussy, stimulating already swollen labia while gently bristling against the protective hood of my clitoris. I twitched excitedly and repeatedly, feeling vulnerable, aroused, and wet beyond caring.

Someone, please fuck me.

“Rex has you now, dear. Gabriel will administer the correct attitude; hang in there, girl.”

I felt shocked and embarrassed, wriggling almost violently to escape and confront the woman who stole my last shred of dignity by popping a butt plug in my anus.

“You need to fuck off, Catherine. My father will go fucking crazy when he hears about this.”

Continue, please! That plug feels exquisite.

I could but dared not use my safe word for fear my delight might end. At the same time, resistance was essential, or my absolute slutty nature would be entirely bared for all to witness.

I loved it but couldn’t tell anyone.

“Begin thrashing the girl Gabriel.”

Stroke {Smack}

I jerked and howled like a wolf when Gabriel’s riding crop seared my sensitive skin, electrifying, triggering an adrenaline rush, and sending me wild. I clenched my ass cheeks tightly, squeezed the pain out, and furrowed my brows, puffing both cheeks in case that might help.

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

“Fuck!”

“Potty mouth, Olivia… come on, be a good girl!”

“I’m fucking trying.”

Gabriel swiped me twice more, explaining that it was retribution for my potty mouth. Each lash struck my sweet spot with a sniper-like aim, precisely where my ass cheeks met the top of my thighs.

I screamed - but never uttered my safe word.

“What the fuck!”

“Stop swearing, Olivia.”

“It fucking hurts, though.”

Fuck, I sound bratty.

My ass cheeks and thighs were on fire. Delicious, deep, searingly hot welts rose from where the equine master stroked me with aplomb.

That hurt nicely.

My heart raced, matching Rex’s solid thud vibrating through my midriff, teasing my reproductive organs.

When pain racked me, I’d bitten him instinctively and tasted the raw stallion with bestial hormones sweating into his coat. It drove my desire, flicking a carnal switch inside me.

Stroke {Smack} — “Quit”

Stroke {Smack} — “The!”

Stroke {Smack} — “Potty!

Stroke {Smack} — “Mouth!”

The last stroke almost broke my back when lightning coursed through my body, spasming every muscle, and I saw stars. I screamed, tensed, bucked, and thrashed around, desperately trying not to escape my tormentor.

Still, no safe word was uttered. Rex turned and looked studiously at me.

What is it, Rex? What should I do?

His eyes told me to calm the fuck down and enjoy my time in his saddle, so I did. I was in control because uttering a single word would command this delightful punishment to end. I was a sleazy slut and stallion combined, appreciating Rex was only trying to help a poor girl out.

Equal pleasure matched my pain, and I screamed unrestrained ecstasy, rejoicing with a deep tingling inside my pink cathedral. I shuddered gently, then violently, soaking Rex’s coat with an involuntary squirt of my unicorn pee, then another and two more until I could smell him and me together.

Stroke {Smack}

“Argh! Argh…. oh… please, d-don't stop.”

“She’s cum, Mrs. Granger.”

“Keep going. Thrash her until you break the naughty child inside.”

Yes, please.

I drifted off into a meditative state, hitting my psyche's upper atmosphere when dopamine and endorphins transformed me. If released, I’d stagger around first, gain my composure, then gallop through the estate, barking at the moon, fucking everything with a cock.

I proudly thrust my butt upwards, begging Gabriel for more.

Stroke {Smack}

“She’s presenting beautifully, Gabriel. I believe we may be close to some measure of success here.”

“She smells successful, Mrs. Granger.”

I bit into Rex’s coat, spat out his hair, tossed my head, and declared myself victorious. Catherine approached my front, rifled my hair with bony fingers, gripped hard, and lifted my head.

“Have you learned your lesson, Olivia?”

“No more potty mouth. Got it!”

I’ve fucking learned how to earn myself an incredible thrashing.

“Help her down, Gabriel.”

Gabriel untied my restraints and then helped me dismount. Rex looked impressed, and I smiled at him while rubbing my ass welts, delighted, secretly scratching them to elicit more delicious pain.

“Take these and clean up.”

Gabriel handed me a box of tissues.

“Clean what?”

“It happens to everyone the first time. Don’t be ashamed.”

I glanced down and saw my engorged, saturated labia with a stream of pussy cream trickling down my thighs. I cleaned by dabbing my pussy and legs with scrunched-up tissues, then I searched around everywhere, looking for something to wear.

Catherine Granger shook her head.

“You’re not finished, girl.”

“What do you mean?”

“Is my chair ready, Gabriel?”

He slid a low orange color padded stool beside Rex. Its front tubular steel legs were splayed outwards, creating a gap between two elastic seat straps underneath which Gabriel placed a cushion. Mrs. Granger gripped the forward-leaning bull bars, checking they were firm.

“Is t-that, f-for…”

“A queening seat for you to pay your respects to me? Yes. Get on the floor and consider where you are in the food chain, girl.”

“The floor is covered in horseshit.”

“Precisely where you belong, naughty little slut.”

“I can’t lay down.”

“The floor is clean. All you can see is fresh bedding straw. You might pick up a few bugs, but you’ll be done in no time if you work hard.”

I shivered with anticipation, knowing I desperately wanted to dine on Catherine Granger’s pussy. While she undressed, I leaked arousal like a fountain and was grateful when Gabriel forced me downwards with a hand clenched around my neck.

I caught one final glimpse of the tall woman with long salt-and-pepper hair.

She’s fucking beautiful for a woman in her fifties.

I slid underneath the queening stool, long past worrying about bugs in the straw. I settled in, excited to munch on such a distinguished pussy.

It mesmerized me when Catherine Granger’s swollen labia descended into position, perfectly parted and presented by her throne. The twin elastic bands stretched wide and low, perfectly cupping her ass cheeks, presenting a luscious, hairy pussy through the slit between elastic panels.

“Open your legs wide and lift your knees.”

I obeyed Gabriel without question and soon felt the delightful repeated tap of a tiny leather triangle from the end of a jumping bat riding crop tease my mons and labia majora. He slapped softly at first, sending a rush of blood into my lady garden.

When Gabriel rubbed and spanked my clitoris hard, I jerked excitedly. This was the most incredible turn-on of my life, and I thoroughly enjoyed having my pussy thrashed by a man who knew how.

“Argh.. f-fu- oh my!”

While Gabriel tapped, I lifted my mouth towards a hot, perfectly trimmed bush with glistening, swollen pussy lips hidden under that furry layer. My meal was perfectly presented for munching through the queening stool gap.

Catherine’s feminine aroma was glorious, and when I licked her sticky thigh, she tasted like sweet nectar. My taste buds were electrified while my nostrils flared, sucking in more of my lover’s tawdry scent. Within seconds, she’d hard-wired me to her, able to command me into whatever she would have me do.

I belonged to Catherine Granger for as long as she would use and command me.

I slid my tongue past Catherine’s curly whorls, parted the tight, creamy slit, and prodded her pussy hole to break its surface tension, releasing the sweet sleazy juices pooling at her sphincter. With my mouth wide open, I sucked both her hairy, tasty labia inside, sloshing gently, harvesting her cream.

Catherine looked down, smiling affectionately, and I frowned back, feeling awkward and delightfully ashamed at how easy I was to dominate. With a mouthful of pussy, I was in no position to speak, even when spoken to.

“Good girl, Olivia, you’ll make a fine lady.”

In those words, I submitted, and the universe celebrated my natural place. Catherine Granger had bested me with a sound thrashing issued by her riding master and her pussy lips anointment. She could have emptied her full bladder down my throat, and I would have swallowed it all, willingly, no, enthusiastically.

“If you are a good girl, I’ll arrange for you to visit often, Olivia.”

I was her bitch forever and realized Catherine had orchestrated my arrival to ease me into becoming her companion when her husband Richard was away on business. I felt ascendant and wanted more to prove my worth.

I licked her perineum, tracing the tip of my tongue back and forth a few times nervously. I felt Catherine grip her handles more tightly while she wriggled a little, opening up her anal whorl expectantly.

I felt terrified, never having kissed, never mind licked someone’s puckered hole before. Here I was, eager to utterly debase myself in front of a man with a woman I’d last met when I was ten years old.

“Don’t be afraid, Olivia, you can do it. And I guarantee you’ll feel so much better afterward.”

“I want to rim you so badly.”

“In your own time, girl, and make sure to enjoy the moment of your utter debasement. It’s so important to get these kinks square and understood in your mind.”

I’d rimmed no one until that moment and shuddered in pre-orgasmic bliss, anticipating ticking off another taboo. Gabriel’s tapping on my clitoris and shaven pussy lips was all the encouragement I needed to realize the utter delight of my submission.

I closed my eyes and went for it, sliding my tongue across Catherine’s puckered anus that felt like licking cobblestone ridges.

“Ooooh! Good girl!”

I opened my eyes, basking in my obedience, thrusting my tongue in and out of her warm rectum, massaging its soft tissue walls. Gabriel paused the spanking of my pussy, and reached down with both hands, prising Catherine Granger's ass cheek much wider apart.

I felt grateful for his help in demeaning me.

I lifted my head, demonstrating absolute commitment to rimming Catherine Granger, stiffening my tongue to slide it deeper inside her warm, soft, tissue-lined back passage. I enjoyed the feel of her tight asshole and how the sphincter gripped my tongue, degrading me to a point where I no longer felt anger or spite, only love and the need to be obedient.

“Good girl, now get back onto my pussy and lick me all the way, Olivia.”

I felt secure, commanded by a woman who would keep me safe from myself. Catherine rocked forward, presenting the most beautifully engorged sticky pearl, rising from its protective hood.

A teardrop of ambrosia dripped from her clitoris onto my tongue, spurring me on.

“You’re beautiful, Mistress.”

“You’re delightful, Olivia.”

Catherine reached down, gripped my hair, and pulled my head into her pussy.

In less than two hours, I’d transformed from a bratty child into Catherine’s compliant slave. Gabriel’s impressive clitoral spanking and the warm, wet, soft, and plump pussy presented for my delectation sent me soaring above planet Earth, observing humanity from a happier place.

I sucked her sticky pearl-hard clitoris, burying my nose into Catherine Granger’s tantalizingly velvet labia. I clenched my lips and formed a vacuum around my lover’s nub, inserting a finger into her pussy, feeling ecstatic when she squeezed back hard, almost like a welcoming handshake.

My tongue dragged her clitoris from side to side, and she buckled in the queening chair. I hooked my finger forward, found the rough g-spot patch of tissue that would send her nuts, and rubbed it gently.

Catherine bounced violently in the chair, and Gabriel offered a hand to steady her, slapping my clitoris with the other holding the crop.

Fuck… I’m winning.

I sent Lady Granger soaring to orgasm mountain while Gabriel returned the compliment on me. I crushed his riding crop between my legs while he tore apart my clit with its leather triangle.

While I orgasmed massively, I ate my Mistress like a lioness descending on a wounded gazelle. When she squirted, I encompassed her entire pee hole, sucking and swallowing as she filled my mouth.

“Good girl. I’ll add regular pee play to the activity list.”

I gulped hard, determined not to waste a drop of her precious nectar while mine spilled freely onto the concrete floor.

In post-orgasmic bliss, she rocked gently back and forth in her elastic pussy hammock, finally using her fingers to present all pink parts for cleanup.

When Catherine stood, I lay on the floor exhausted, licking my lips while savoring her cream. She smiled sweetly at me, then walked away, and I felt a pang of loss.

“Dinner is at seven. Don’t be late, Olivia.”


Chapter Two

A Second Chance

◆◆◆

He walked at a pace that forced me to stride out more hurriedly than was necessary. My mind swirled with lewd thoughts as I meditated on the immediate memories of having been thrashed and forced to give cunnilingus.

I skipped ahead of him, desperate for Gabriel’s approval and some hint of friendliness from the smoldering hot guy I wanted to deliver babies for, but he was stony and intractable.

“Am I staying at Granger Hall, Gabriel? Is that where we are going?”

“No. We have a special house reserved for girls like you.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

I shrunk back when Gabriel stopped and rounded on me with blazing-hot eyes. Despite a dim light in the stables and complete darkness outside, his annoyance with me was very apparent. I was heavily aroused and still enjoying the flavor of Catherine Granger’s pussy, searing across my taste buds, wreaking havoc with my sexuality.

I’d had an orgasm at the leather triangle tip of Gabriel’s riding crop, but it wasn’t enough to satisfy my excessively horny disposition. I needed my cunt filled with cock, maybe my back passage too. I definitely wanted a glans crammed deep in my mouth, choking my throat and coating my tonsils with salty seed.

Gabriel wagged an accusatory finger.

“You don’t learn easily, Olivia. What were you told about having a potty mouth?”

“Some say it’s endearing.”

“Only up to a point. Some wilfulness is an excellent characteristic in a polite, beautiful young woman, but you go too far. Usually, after a thrashing across Rex, young girls are at least a little hesitant and somewhat afraid of further breaking Mrs. Granger’s rules.

“I know. Umm… did you just say I was beautiful, Gabriel?”

“Of course I did, but you know that well enough. You don’t strike me as the sort of girl who needs compliments about her beauty to know her value.”

“Perhaps not, but it’s nice to be told now and again.”

“It’s narcissistic, and that is something I intend to thrash out of you.”

“It’s fucking cute, not narcissistic. Jesus, you are such an oaf.”

His rebuke stung, drawing my immediate and furious response. Putting my foot in my mouth was my problem, and he knew it, sighing and shaking his head as though I had wearied his resolve and he wanted nothing further to do with me. My non-paranoid self knew that wasn’t the case, but I worried that I’d gotten off to such a terrible start that Gabriel didn’t like me.

He pulled out a wooden chair the grooms used to rest midway along the stable central aisle while working on a particular horse. When he sat down, I knew trouble would follow, and I felt afraid yet excited. I had pushed Master Gabriel too hard and felt sorry, teary-eyed while trembling from head to toe.

“Am I-?”

“Going across my knee?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, you are, and deservedly so.”

“I’m sorry, Gabriel. I really mean it.”

“You must catch the thoughtlessness before words leave your mouth, dear.”

He looked less angry, perhaps because I had apologized and was entirely vulnerable. My regret was evident in my body language. I was sorry and tried hard to focus on why and how Gabriel brought out a side of my character that wanted to be a good girl.

I choked up, and my bottom lip quivered. A feeling of unhappiness took me to a new low point in my life, and I stared upward, hoping that gravity, or a lack of it, might prevent my tears from pooling and rolling down my cheek.  

“Please don’t cry, Olivia.”

“But I feel so emotional.”

“That’s what Mrs. Granger is trying to help you with. Her discipline program will help you control these moments of madness when they come.”

“I feel like I’m out of control, Gabriel. I know what not to say, but my words come out so quickly that they surprise me.”

“Sit on my lap for a moment.”

I slid onto his lap, wriggling around to get comfortable because my earlier thrashing had warmed both cheeks. I also felt Gabriel’s solid cock press hard against my pussy, so I wanted more of that.

When I had the best possible hard lump poking my swollen labia, I settled down and stifled a whimper that might reveal I was enjoying my future baby daddy’s cock.

The riding master looked kind, so I took a chance and slowly wrapped my arms around his neck, nuzzling my cheek onto a shoulder with my lips pouting an inch from his beautiful neck.

I was certain Gabriel felt my hot breath on his cheek, neck, and ear, and I hoped that might help coax his solid cock free of its restraining fabric. I wanted to cry, have Gabriel comfort and then fuck a baby into me, but there was a thrashing coming, and I was taking birth control.

“This was orientation day, Olivia. The process with Rex, me, and Mrs. Granger was a short, sharp shock to align you with the School’s hierarchy.”

“Do you mean Granger Hall is a school now?”

“No, not Granger Hall. I mean the School for Wayward Girls.”

“Oh wow. Where is that?”

“It’s on the Granger Estate, but isolated and about a mile from here beside a lake. It’s a big house that sleeps twelve girls and has three staff members, including a chef, house mom, and maid. You’ll dine at Granger Hall when invited. Otherwise, you’ll be instructed at the school.”

“Who will instruct me?”

“I shall be your tutor, but when others are required to teach you various lessons, I shall introduce you to them.”

“Good.”

“Good, why?”

“I’m glad you will be my tutor.”

“Are you sure about that, Olivia?”

“You make me feel safe.”

“Safe from whom?”

“Safe from myself.”

He cradled me in his arms for about five minutes while my trembling pussy lips seeped sticky hormones into an already damp gusset until it was thoroughly drenched. I felt mildly uncomfortable, but in a very satisfyingly sleazy way, and could smell my arousal. I was sure Gabriel caught a whiff of my tawdry state, too, because his nostrils flared, and he inhaled more sharply for no apparent reason.

His cock remained steadfastly solid, pushing hard against the thin panty sleeve that covered my soaking-wet lips.

I stood up, faced Gabriel, and pulled hard on my bottom lip, grinning and frowning. I knew a spanking was coming, but knowing the Granger Hall equine master liked me enough to get an erection made that okay.

“Are you ready for corrective action, Olivia?”

“Yes, I am, Master.”

“Good girl. Lie across my knee, and I will do the rest.”

“What about my panties, Master?”

“Leave them on. We don’t have much time before dinner, and I don’t wish to hurt you.”

A tiny orgasm tickled from somewhere deep inside me as I leaned across his knee. My body trembled vigorously as wild hormones ran rampant, warming my pussy and leaking more sticky cream into my gusset. Overpowering body chemistry begged my conscious mind to plead with Gabriel for his semen to be decanted deep inside me.

There was a moment when control over my body passed to him, and it seemed to collide with Gabriel’s cock pressing hard against my washing board stomach. My toes lifted off the ground, and my fingers wouldn’t reach the other side, so I was entirely at the mercy of my Master’s punishment fulcrum.

He gently peeled back my lightweight cotton skirt and tucked the hem into its elastic waistband. I heard him sigh deeply, and I hoped that it was approval of my beauty.

My ass cheeks still felt warm from my thrashing even though a delicious chilly breeze licked them. The stables were silent aside from the horses’ breathing. The light was so dim that I felt like I was in a pleasure grotto with the aroma of testosterone everywhere, including a faint scent of precum I imagined coated Gabriel’s cock like a veneer of his love for me.

Stroke - Smack!

“Oh fuck! Oh, sorry, Master, I didn’t mean it.”

The palm of his hand seared a stinging heat into my ass cheeks, and I felt immediately subdued. My wilful spirit subsided quickly, replaced by a penitent virgin who prayed every hour, on the hour, at the convent altar for her man to come and take her in every way.

Stroke - Smack!

“Oww!”

Stroke - Smack!

“Oww!”

Stroke - Smack!

Stroke - Smack!

“Wow… oww. Argh! Holy… f, f,fu… moly.”

“Good girl.”

“I’m trying hard, Master.”

“I know you are, sweetheart.”

Fuck! He just called me sweetheart.

With that tiny encouragement, I pointed my ass higher, clenching both ass cheeks tightly, determined to take the most resounding thrashing Gabriel could administer. I gritted my teeth, releasing my body and mind to the tumult of hormone-induced emotions that wrestled for control over my soul.

Stroke - Smack! - “No”

Stroke - Smack! - “More”

Stroke - Smack! - “Potty.”

Stroke - Smack! - “Mouth.”

Stroke - Smack! - “Olivia.”

“Understood, Master.”

I jerked slightly in disbelief at what I had said but also because of the calm tone of my voice. My ass cheeks felt numbed by the cumulative effect of a thrashing and now a spanking. I felt composed, happy, submissive, and with a stinging, warm ass that wanted more of Gabriel’s hand.

My pussy leaked more cream, a sign she needed a damn good plowing.

When Gabriel’s gentle fingers slipped underneath my panty thigh seam into a cream-filled gusset, my heart soared because this was the attention I craved most. I carefully slid my legs wider apart, hiding the sleazy act with a casual wriggle of my body as though I was adjusting for better comfort.

My engorged nipples pressed against Gabriel’s tensed quadricep muscle, and I ground them hard, twitching my upper body slightly to get added friction, desperate to expend my sexual energy. When my Master’s fingers parted my swollen, trembling pussy lips, I sighed delightfully to indicate my pleasure and consent, praying for a two-finger and one-thumb wedge to open my fuck hole wide.

I powered through pelvic floor exercises like others devour a TV series boxset, so I knew if I could get any part of Gabriel inside my pussy, he might stay forever. He plowed a finger up and down my slit, gradually opening me up while coating his digit with my cream.

When he retrieved his finger from my squelching, tight pussy hole, a sniff, heavenly sigh, delightfully sleazy sucking sound, then a lip popping sent me to heaven. I roiled across his knees in ecstasy, praying for a compliment.

“You taste amazing, Olivia.”

“Thank you, Master.”

I giggled and clenched every muscle excitedly. He dipped his fingers back into my gusset, this time stretching the seam of my panties aside with his free hand. I did what I could to provide the best possible access to my throbbing slit, enjoying a two-fingered plowing of my creamy furrow.

Gabriel devoured my pussy juice like it was his amuse-bouche at a Michelin Star restaurant. When he sucked my nectar off his loaded fingers, I rose to a frisson of excitement, teased deliciously by a man I desperately wanted to fuck. He dipped both fingers inside my fuck hole, and I gripped them hard, crushing my pelvic muscles onto his digits as I clung to a passionate precipice of sleazy lust.

“Wow!”

“What’s wrong, Master?”

“I don’t mind you calling me Gabriel so long as you have respect.”

“I will, but please tell me what’s wrong.”

I prefer calling you Master, to be honest.

I squeezed my pussy soft tissue walls hard, massaging his fingers like they were a cock that needed to be milked until it held no more semen. Gabriel added a thumb, giving me the fuck wedge I needed to enjoy a proper finger-banging. I crushed harder on his flesh, enjoying a rise to orgasm that might keep me going until my master chose to fuck me.

“You are milking my fingers, Olivia. I have never felt a more intense or tight pussy in my life.”

“I can do the same with your cock, Master.”

“You aren’t ready yet, and besides, Chastity needs to brief you on our rules before dinner.”

When he slid his wedge out of my cunt, I squeezed so hard he had to yank his fingers and thumb free. I felt more sexually frustrated than at any moment in my life because I was less than thirty seconds from paradise when he dumped me, sexually speaking.

Gabriel helped me to my feet, and I knew his broad, kind smile was a result of my sexual frustration. I needed his cock to suck until he gagged my throat before fucking me deep in any position he chose. He knew his emotional, sexual, and primal power over me was absolute and could have taken me right there, but he didn’t, for reasons I couldn’t understand.

“Let’s get you settled in at the school.”

“Thank you, Gabriel.”

“What for?”

“Comforting me.”

My belongings had gone ahead courtesy of the driver who collected me at the entrance to Granger Hall. When we reached it, Gabriel opened the passenger door of his blue Ford F150 truck and helped me inside. I felt like a lady, respected and cared for, even though I had undergone an hour-long debasement of my body and soul, the like of which I had never enjoyed more.

When I sat and wriggled, enjoying the burning sensation in my ass cheeks, Gabriel smiled affably and knowingly.

“You’ll do well here, Olivia.”

“Thank you, Gabriel. I feel better already.”

Even in darkness, the estate looked beautiful. It comprised rolling grazing land and extensive forests, with lots of hacking trails carved through them for a girl riding the saddle of a stallion. On approach, the School for Wayward Girls looked stunning, lit in darkness and bathed in moonlight.

“It’s a mini Granger Hall.”

“This is Mrs. Granger’s domain. None of the family come out here, except once, her youngest daughter Claire spent some time being taught a lesson.”

“Why is that?”

“Catherine Granger takes seriously the responsibility of chastising and correcting young girls. No interference of her school program is permitted.”

“What about Kate Granger?”

“She stays well away from the school. Kate is busy running a national car rental company. You won’t see her at all.”

When we stopped outside the school, a prim-looking, thirty-something, smartly dressed woman strolled out to meet me. I slipped out of Gabriel’s truck and was surprised when he drove away.

The woman advanced until I could taste her gorgeous aroma, a mixture of perfume and pheromones, possibly with a hint of pussy.

“I’m Chastity.”

“Hello, I’m Olivia.”

“Yes, I know. I gather you are here for de-slutting.”

She smiled when shaking my hand, and Chastity seemed pleasant for a woman who had just insulted me. I was rightly considered a slut because it was day one of the program, and I was only an hour out of orientation.

I felt like some restitution for my slutty label had already been paid back across the back of a horse, then under a queening stool, and finally over my latest crush’s knees.

Chastity leaned closer and kissed both of my cheeks, whispering.

“Let’s always call it what it is, shall we?”

“You mean that I am a slut?”

“I sense a little bit of a slut in you, but Catherine will tune that down to unruly or naughty by the time you leave.”

“I look forward to it.”

“Shall we go inside, slutty Olivia?”

“Yes, please.”

She giggled as though the whole scene were a joke. Night had fallen, and I checked my watch. I had ninety minutes to prepare for and attend Catherine Granger’s dinner, and I had no clue what was expected of me.

“Where will the dinner be held, Chastity?”

“At Granger Hall.”

“Who is attending?”

“A couple of Afghanistan veterans. You may be required to fellate one or both.”

“Fucking what, now?”

I stopped dead in the hallway, caught between memorizing the beauty of its oak-paneled, wooden plank flooring and deciphering what Chastity had just said. I stared at her, slack-jawed, reeling from the prospect of being used for sex and required to give a blowjob to one of Catherine Granger’s house guests.

“Sorry, Chastity, perhaps I misheard because of an echo here. Could you please repeat what you just said?”

“I said… you may be required to fellate one or both of the war veterans tonight. Catherine invites these local men when they return from deployment. She likes to thank them for their service.”

“By me sucking their cocks?”

“Can you think of a more appropriate way to reward a man who has been overseas on active duty for a year?”

“Surely they already did it with a wife, girlfriend or hooker?”

“They come to dinner straight off the aircraft. The men and women stay overnight, and yes, both of these guys will have hookers tonight in their room, but you are not that sort of lady anymore, Olivia.”

“What fucking sort of a lady am I then?”

“The sort who dresses up as a princess and sucks heroes cocks when asked to by her governess.”

“And that doesn’t make me a slut?”

“No. The distinction is obvious. You are presently a slut because you squandered your pussy, mouth, and back passage on a sordid gangbang with dirty scoundrels who used you. Catherine Granger will teach you how to become a royal standard companion and enjoy those sexual freedoms you yearn for.”

“It sounds like hypocrisy, Chastity.”

“It’s paradoxical.”

“Please explain that to me.”

“Did you feel like a slut when the grooms at your father’s house fucked you, Olivia?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I felt they had used me, and I was humiliated. It was fun while they took turns spit-roasting me, but in the end, as I walked away dripping their semen down my legs, all I could remember afterward was how much they laughed at me.”

“Okay, and now, having given Mrs. Granger cunnilingus, do you feel any shame?”

“No.”

“What do you feel?”

“Happy and satisfied, although I’ll confess I could go all night riding Gabriel’s cock right now.”

“Why do you feel happy this time?”

“I thought Mrs. Granger appreciated my good work and care and that Gabriel saw I tried hard, which made me feel proud.”

“Mrs. Granger told me you gave her the best head she’d enjoyed in years. You did well because that lady gets a great deal of tongue.”

“Did she really say that? Does Mrs. Granger like me then?”

“Of course she does, and that’s the difference. Catherine and Gabriel care for you, while the groomsmen don’t have any respect for anyone, let alone a girl willing to be gang fucked at the drop of a hat. You gave yourself to those debauchers far too easily, but perhaps next time, you will make sure to be appreciated, lusted for, well remembered, and maybe even loved.”

I considered her perspective, which was a very tawdry interpretation of sexual congress, although how that played on my emotions was interesting. Chastity described the difference between giving myself as a pussy of stature and substance or being a free and easy slut entirely without value.

I warmed near a massive radiator and looked around, admiring an old, wide wooden staircase that wound through a three-floor atrium. A nest of orange velour Italian sofas was arranged in a square around a white marble table in the center.

Flower vases stood on four-foot-high marble columns, each filled with different-colored roses. I saw red, white, black and a lemon so vibrant it reminded me of summer, even though it was February.

I jerked back into the real world when Chastity touched my shoulder gently.   

“He won’t make love to you, Olivia.”

“Do you mean Gabriel?”

“Of course, I mean Gabriel.”

“Oh… why not? Is he married?”

“Not married, but Gabriel has high standards and won’t just fuck any girl.”

“But he could do it if he wanted to. I mean, nothing is preventing him from sleeping with the girls?”

“Only his sense of decency. He won’t do it. I’ve worked here for ten years with Gabriel, and he never has fucked a single girl, not even me.”

“Do you sleep with the girls?”

“No, sweetheart. I never sleep with the girls, although each of them services me when requested, then leaves my bed. Undoubtedly, during your training, you’ll find your lips and tongue buried in my oversized pussy lips.”

“Oversized?”

Hang on, was that my only takeaway?

“Yes, dear, I have very oversized labia and clitoris. Now, let’s settle you into your room and get ready for a driver to collect you for dinner.”

“What will I wear?”

“Mrs. Granger has selected suitable clothing for you.”


Chapter Three

To Fellate Or Not To Fellate, That Is The Question

◆◆◆

My accommodations were exceptional. They comprised three rooms appointed in a hotel suite style. The living room was spacious, with two Italian leather sofas opposite each other, a beautiful wooden parquet floor, and several vases of flowers.

If it had been daytime, I would have had a lake view. I vaguely remembered the daytime beauty of Granger Hall from my youth. I had honed my riding skills in nearby woodlands, learning about boys in the stables at the hands of grooms who should have known better.

Expensive giclée prints hung on the walls, depicting women and men posing sensually. Some were black and white, depicting bondage-style positions. My favorite was a naked woman around my age riding a stallion wearing only a tophat.

All the ladies smiled radiantly in a manner that could not be fake happiness like mine.

“That’s a beautiful print of Catherine in her twenties.”

“Wow… fuck! I had no idea.”

“Potty mouth, Olivia. I must report these transgressions to Gabriel.”

“Oh, please don’t.”

I tried a bratty smile, but our house mom was too experienced at handling willful, promiscuous girls who swore far too much. Chastity ignored my plea, but I was sure she had logged my transgression, and I would pay for it later.

She pointed at a long, thin, aesthetically pleasing curved music system. 

“You have a Bang & Olufson Bluetooth player but no TV, Olivia.”

“I’m not a streaming service or serial watcher anyhow.”

“Someone will collect your cell phone at 10 p.m. every night to ensure you sleep well. The Bluetooth player has programmed ambient sounds that last up to ten hours. You can sleep to waves crashing against the shore, a thunderstorm, or the rumble of a deep space mining ship.”

“Are there many rules?”

“Only enough to convert you from being a slut into a happy woman.”

Chastity raised both eyebrows, inhaled sharply, and frowned as though my conversion into a lady had a long way to go. It didn’t. Contrary to Gabriel’s opinion of me, I constantly adapted quickly to my environment.

Catherine Granger would be proud of me sooner than expected because I wanted to please her. I subconsciously licked my lips, enjoying traces of the older woman’s delicious pussy hormones that lingered.

I entered my bedroom and fell in love with an old-world romantic four-poster bed with sturdy, exquisitely carved oak legs and frame. The mattress was thicker than any I’d seen, and when I bounced on it, I felt independently sprung heaven.

The thick goose-down duvet, pillows, and other bedding were luxury hotel standards, and the cotton was above one thousand thread count, which felt amazing.

A seamstress mannequin around my size sat in the corner of the room. She wore a beautiful, brilliant white figure-hugging off-the-shoulder dress. A bandeau neck, corseted bodice, paneled construction, draped skirt, and full side split was lined.

“That dress is to die for Chastity.”

“You also have Agent Provocateur for this evening, Olivia.”

“Thank you.”

“You have a full wardrobe of clothes, shoes, and riding gear, but I suggest you explore that tomorrow.”

“Why did you do all of this for me?”

“Your clothes are a gift from Mrs. Granger.”

“For me to keep?”

“Yes, dear.”

“That’s very generous.”

The baby blue French-style panties laid out on my bed would easily be seen on my left thigh, which was exposed by the dress slit, but I figured that was Catherine Granger’s intention.

I checked out my bathroom, which comprised a toilet, bidet, long, double wash basin, and a massive wet room built from marble slabs on two sides and the floor with an extended glass partition closing it off. A copper, old-fashioned bathtub would be incredible to soak in after a long day in the saddle.

Molton Brown provided luxury soaps and shower gels, Tigi provided shampoos and conditioners, and an array of top designers provided more than twenty bottles of Eau de Parfum or Toilette.

“This is like being in heaven, Chastity.”

“I’m pleased you approve. You have an hour to prepare before transport arrives to collect you.”

“I’ll be ready.”

I went into action immediately, showering, shaving legs and pussy, shampooing, conditioning, and drying myself with a luxury towel before setting about my hair with a Dyson dryer.

I chose to wear my long hair high, wrapped in an exquisite bun that I hoped would impress Mrs. Granger. I wanted to become the lady she believed was within me.

When I stared into a full-length mirror, a sexy, confident woman looked serenely back. Hours ago, a slutty version of me had called a man a cunt because he abandoned her at the side of the road. I couldn’t imagine being that person again.

“You have become a lady, Olivia.”

“Sorry, I didn’t hear you come in, Chastity.”

“You left the door open, sweetie. I’m sorry to have disturbed you.”

“Not at all. I feel… I don’t know how I feel, actually.”

I felt emotional and wanted to cry, but I settled for flapping my fingers around as though I had just done my nails. Chastity smiled warmly, smoothing my dress where it ruffled. 

“Do you feel like the road is rising to meet you?”

“Yes, that’s it. I feel effusively positive.”

“Good. Mrs. Granger sent over some jewelry for you.”

When Chastity opened a beautiful dove-jointed, highly polished mahogany wooden box, I saw a broad 18kt gold choker on crushed red velvet. An enormous emerald pendant was masterfully hewn to a pear cut and surrounded by diamonds.

“Is that a real emerald, Chas?”

“Chastity, please, Olivia. Don’t be boorish.”

“Sorry… Chastity.”

“The emerald is 5.27 carats, and its shape dates from the 15th century.”

“This is unbelievable.”

“You are a lucky girl.”

“I’m beginning to think the same.”

“Shay's handmade this piece in Los Angeles with solid curb-chain links that are individually cast and welded together, creating a sense of fluidity and movement. The diamond frosting is a pavé-set, round-cut white diamonds totaling 3.5cts.

“Wow.”

“Please also wear the matching earrings.”

Chastity helped me attach the choker while I fastened my earrings. When I looked at my reflection, it was with utter disbelief at my transformation.

“Now run along and enjoy the evening, Olivia. Your ride is waiting outside.”

I skipped along the corridor and downstairs like I was playing Princess with Mom and my friends. I squeaked with excitement as I took the steps carefully, wearing six-inch heels. At the bottom, in the house entrance foyer, a man dressed like a footman met me, wordlessly and carefully wrapping me in an immense Mongolian Cashmere wrap with Rex Fur lining.

When he led me outside, I was puzzled and almost cried because of the beauty that was presented.

“A Cinderella coach and horses?”

“One black stallion and his white broodmare.”

The coach was an intricate steel tube woven design like a huge bowl that encased the passengers. The white, powder-painted metal gave my carriage a fairy-tale feel. When I entered and sat down, I was cradled on a small, heavily cushioned bench seat made for two: me and my Prince.

A pink hue bathed me, and I noticed electroluminescence light strips around my coach.

My driver mounted the black horse, tapped its rump and we got away smoothly. As we passed through moonlit woodlands, I drifted into a romantic delusion, imagining I was going to meet Gabriel, whereupon he would invite me into his bed and ravish me.

The ten-minute trot through the Granger estate on its smooth tarmac roads was the finest of my life, and I rested back, feeling delightfully warm in my wrap. The stars were pinpricks of light in the blanket of my life, and the woods, rolling fields, and Granger Hall in the distance looked stunning, bathed in bright blueish moonlight.

At the house door, Gabriel was waiting with an arm for mine. He wore a tuxedo and a beautifully felted dressage top hat I knew must be from Patey Hats of London. He held a riding crop in keeping with his role as riding master.

When he handed me a single red rose, I gasped and fell deeper in crush love with the man who resoundingly thrashed me twice.

“Thank you, Gabriel.”

“The beautiful lady deserves an exquisite flower.”

“You look handsome and well-heeled this evening.”

“You look like a Princess. Congratulations on your transformation.”

“I’m better, but still not at my best.”

“But you will get there, Olivia.”

“With your help, yes.”

Gabriel smiled and led me into the house towards a dining room door, where I heard laughter and chatter. I was surprised when he released my arm, bowed, and moved away.

“Where are you going?”

“I have played my part for the evening, Olivia.”

“What? You deliver me to another guy and walk away?”

“I deliver you to dinner. What happens inside the room is not my concern.”

“But… but… but!”

“You and I are tutor and pupil, nothing more.”

“Oh fuck you, Gabriel.”

Even as I spun around and hurried angrily through the door wearing a faux smile, I knew that I would pay for my potty mouth in the morning. Gabriel was obstinately not into me even though every effort I made was to woo him; well, actually, it was to make him woo me.

I had no time to direct my chagrin at a man who had already escaped me, so I gathered myself inside the dining room door and waited to be noticed.

It didn’t take long.

“Hello, Olivia. You look magnificent.”

“Hi, Mrs. Granger. Thank you so much for inviting me.”

Two men stood up, both gorgeous, wearing tuxedos, stiff white shirts, and bow ties. They drooled over me, tearing my dress off with eyes I was sure could see me naked. I suddenly felt mighty but meek, mild-mannered, and wishing to please. I strolled seductively toward the head of a table that sat twenty, beaming and glowing like a debutant, hoping to impress.

I was drawn to the muscular, tall man with brown skin and warm orange-red undertones. His hair was a perfectly sculpted, taper, faded buzz cut, a classic military style.

His dark brown come-to-bed eyes melted when he saw me. His rich skin tone made it barely discernible, but I noticed his cheeks flushed enough to make my heart soar. He pursed his lips as though I got a silent mmm, hmm, and he reached for my hand, raised it to his lips, and kissed the back, sending a flurry of tingling ripples along my fingers, up my arm, and throughout my body.

“I’m David, my friend is Karl.”

“I’m Olivia.”

“We all know who you are. Mrs. Granger treated us to your resume while we waited for your arrival. You are an impressive woman.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I am a work in progress.”

“Aren’t we all? Won’t you join me, please, Olivia?” 

I felt emotionally confused, having just been abandoned by my one true love at the dining room door and now being presented with another potential lifelong partner at the dining table. Gabriel knew there was an implied task for me to fellate one or more men, and he probably figured I might be fucked too.

And he handed me over as though I didn’t matter.

The officer led me to a seat beside him, higher up the table, so I sat beside Catherine at its head. His friend, another handsome man, not quite floating my boat, hadn’t tried as hard to acquire my attention, so I guessed I had already been carved out between them.

“Mrs. Granger tells me you both recently arrived home from Afghanistan.”

“We deplaned this morning. Mrs. Granger collected us from our base, and we got here a few hours ago.”

“You must be tired.”

“I’m excited to be here.”

A fire in his eyes suggested that David was besotted with me, and his body language confirmed he was flustered. I felt powerful, desired, and lusted for; perhaps even a smidgen of love had sparked in me, signaling an early beguilement.

Catherine leaned closer to me, whispering.

“I am very proud of you, Olivia.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Granger. The clothes and jewelry are beautiful.”

“No less than a lady deserves.”

“Umm, I have a question.”

“Yes, dear?’

“Are you my governess?”

“Would you like me to be your governess, Olivia?”

“Yes, please.”

“Then that is what I shall be.”

I checked to ensure David and Karl were distracted by their conversation before continuing mine with Mrs. Granger. I leaned even closer, worried the men might overhear me.

“Chastity mentioned I might be required to perform fellatio.”

“That’s correct.”

“What did she mean by that?”

“If you wish to entertain our guests at your discretion, you may fellate one or both.”

“You mean suck their cocks right here in the dining room?”

“Yes.”

“And if I don’t want to do that?”

“No harm, no foul. I will be caring for both men in my bed tonight.”

“I thought they had hookers?”

“I canceled them both. Who in their right mind would pass up on a night of fucking with these two magnificent specimens? I’ll have ebony and ivory all day, every day, and twice on Sunday.”

“I agree. They are beautiful men. I like David a lot.”

“And yet you don’t want to fellate him?”

“I’m saving myself.”

“For Gabriel? You are wasting your time, Olivia. He won’t take you, and that’s not meant as a sign of disrespect.”

Our first course arrived. It was a flavorsome, slightly spicy lobster bisque. Our conversation turned to food and what the two officers ate while serving overseas. David was the perfect date, asking me questions about myself through a main course of halibut right out of a Michelin Star menu to Tiramisu, the dessert of lovers.

Catherine was an incredible hostess, and I received a masterclass in how to entertain guests. She drew everyone into the most fascinating conversations, touching on love and romance, but never anything more sleazy.

I could see that Karl had fallen in love with our hostess. He shivered any time Catherine leaned close and touched his hand or whispered something privately. His cheeks flushed frequently, and he chuckled nervously, probably wondering how to satisfy a beautiful woman twice his age.

When Catherine stood to leave, Karl was her puppy dog. She kissed me goodnight, whispered something to David, kissed him too, and then left hand in hand with her lover. My suitor waited until we were alone, then turned sideways in his chair, facing me.

“Did you know that Catherine and her husband have an open marriage, Olivia?”

“I did not.”

“Richard Granger is somewhere in Germany with three lovers tonight. Catherine invited us to be entertained at her pleasure. I’ve never known her to dismiss the paid help and take on the pleasure role herself.”

“Your friend will already have been seduced.”

“That he will.”

“While you are stuck down here with me.”

“I would rather be here with you now than anywhere else in the world. Catherine told me you are strictly off limits unless I play entirely by your rules.”

“Did she say that?”

“She used precisely those words before you arrived at dinner, then reiterated the same, paraphrasing somewhat just now when she whispered to me.”

“So, you are mine to command?”

“It seems that way.”

“I was told to expect to fellate you.”

David snorted with laughter, cupping his mouth, probably due to how plainly I had spoken. I rarely heard anyone refer to a blowjob as fellatio, but I approved of the cultured term and could understand why Catherine might feel that ladies fellate while sluts give blowjobs.

“Catherine is an exquisite lady, David. I am certain she is an accomplished lover. You should probably run along and join your friend.”

“Have you enjoyed Mrs. Granger yet?”

“A lady doesn’t tell, just as a gentleman shouldn’t.”

“Are you a lady, Olivia?”

“Am I?”

“I see a lady of great substance and beauty, one who any man ought to consider a lifetime keeper and soulmate.”

I felt aroused, mainly because the whole tawdry day had wrapped into one lifting adventure that opened my sexual being like a flower blooming. I stared into David’s eyes and saw the power of my dress, the jewelry I wore, my scent, my presence in the room, and the behavior of a lady.

I liked David but had developed stronger, early feelings of love for Gabriel that conflicted my emotions. Meeting the soldier was fortuitous because he balanced me away from a foolish crush that forced me to push hard into my tutor’s life.

Catherine showed me that I had options, and my core problem was becoming exposed. I was in too much of a rush to please others and seek their validation.

“Do you enjoy being fellated, David?”

“Show me a man who doesn’t, and I will show you a liar. I prefer giving cunnilingus.”

“Would you mind explaining why, please?”

“There is a certain spiritual state that overcomes me when I kneel before a woman and taste, smell, then enjoy drinking her nectar from the vessel of all human life.”

“Are you accomplished in that masterful art of pussy licking?”

“I can get you half a dozen ladies on the phone right now to confirm it, one of whom is my stepmom.”

“Oh, you are fucking naughty.”

I slapped his wrist and giggled, but his expression remained steady and serious. It seemed David had fucked his stepmother, and I wondered why he wasn’t buried balls deep in her right now. He must have guessed my question.

“Dad’s at home right now, so I must wait until Emma is alone.”

“You are having a relationship with your stepmom?”

“I prefer older women, Olivia.”

“Then why have you taken an interest in me?”

“Because I feel happy being around you. You are vibrant, beautiful, intelligent, and very desirable. Older women, and specifically my gorgeous stepmom, are a kink for me.”

“I’m sure you can’t wait to go upstairs and make love to Catherine, right?”

“That’s true, but only because you are off limits.”

I tilted my head and shot a coy look while pulling on my bottom lip. I glanced down and saw his cock looked hard, pressing against the pants that barely restrained it.

“I might be persuaded to enjoy your tongue, David.”

“I’d love to persuade you.”

I stood up, turned around, and showed David my back. He leaped out of his chair and unzipped my dress, which I allowed to fall into a puddle of satin on the floor. When I turned around, his mouth was agape, and he looked like an enraptured groom standing at the altar, catching first sight of his bride.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, enjoying David’s scent, an aftershave fragrance mixed with testosterone-encapsulated pheromone molecules. My nostrils flared, and his essence dragged my inner naughty girl out.

I could have stared at his beautiful face for hours, but I understood what Catherine wanted for me, so I vowed to hardwire an unsuspecting lover to my hormones and play a waiting game.

When David’s lips touched mine, they felt sticky, like a balmy tropical island evening. His breathing was that of stallions, regular and powerful, primal and oozing all man. The previous day’s version of me would have fucked him right there, but today, I was a different woman.

His tongue electrified me, and both palms flattened against my nipples, brushing them gently in a wide, circular motion, raising them through my lacy bra. I shivered and arched my back when he softly tantalized his fingers along my spine, cupping my tight, lace-clad ass cheeks and pulling me closer.

His solid cock plowed into my midriff, then into my moist, swollen mons as it sought freedom from his pants.

“I’ll only do as you wish, Olivia.”

“Good, because I am not ready to choose a man and become his alone.”

“And when you are ready?”

“The next man I make love to will be the last.”

“Jesus Christ, you are overwhelming me.”

“So are you, David. I feel like I’m on fire.”

“May I lick your pussy now, please?”

“Please be my guest. Come and pray for me.”

He gripped my ass cheeks and lifted me onto the dining table, where I wriggled until my pussy fell in line with its edge. I lifted my ass cheeks, and David slid his thumbs into my elastic waistband before peeling the lacy covering of my panties off.

His eyes were glued to my pussy, but I noticed my gusset was stuck in a tawdry, sticky mess to the swollen labia that had leaked my arousal. David tugged my panties harder, and the fabric slowly peeled off my pussy lips like he was removing the skin from an orange.

David was goggle-eyed. As I studied the nuances of his micro-expressions, I understood my power over him. I spread my legs wide open, lifted them back, and used my hands to grip behind the knees, pulling further and exposing as many private areas for him to lick as possible.

My lover pulled up a chair and sat down, meaning to dine on me, and I shivered in utter heavenly arousal. David stared at me, then at my pussy, and finally back at me, beaming excitedly, speechless, and in a heavily aroused state. He placed both palms on the uppermost part of either thigh, pressing the edge of my mons and gently opening my swollen labia.

I got the same nostril-flaring sleazy hit that he did and felt sticky, hardly surprising since I was two days from ovulating and had a hell of a day in my lady garden.

“You have welts on your backside.”

“It’s a game I played earlier.”

“They look so red on such a beautifully peachy ass, Olivia.”

“My decoration is your adoration and my subjugation.”

“An unholy trinity.”

He thumbed open my sticky, engorged pussy lips, dipped his head down as though praying, and plowed me with his flat, wide, powerful tongue. David licked me from my ass crack over the puckered anal whorl that twitched as he slid across it, along my perineum, all the way up my creamy slit, to the swollen clitoris that he sucked like a baby on their pacifier after crying for half an hour.

I had been sampled, my flavor enjoyed, and my value judged. He whimpered in delight, and I felt lifted by his adulation. David clenched his lips tighter around my clitoris, sliding a finger inside his mouth until he collected his saliva.

When he rubbed my spangled anal sphincter, I lifted my ass cheeks, tensing my legs but not closing up my back passage or in any way shutting my lover out. He teased my tiny anus, tickling the ridges around its circumference, promising to defile me.

His lips pulled my fleshy nub, and his tongue slathered it, taking me to an edge above the chasm of my joy. I glanced down and saw his peaceful expression while David suckled on my pink cathedral’s wrinkly, puffy, and fleshy doors like a knight kneeling before an altar, praying during a vigil.

“I squirt a lot. Would you prefer I warn you so you can move aside and perhaps use a napkin?”

“I’ll stay right where I am, Olivia.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

He settled into a rhythm of giving me excellent head, enjoying my satisfaction, and moaning loudly whenever I whimpered. David moved his lips and tongue as I wriggled, writhed, and rocked around like a spinning top. My body sizzled,  boiled, and bubbled as overwhelming hormones demanded my utter satisfaction at the hands of a beautiful lover and his exquisite tongue.

He pressed his fingertip gently against my anal sphincter, repeatedly knocking at the door, asking me for permission so he wouldn’t be forced to beg forgiveness later.

“I’ll allow fingers.”

“Thank god.”

He pressed harder against the elasticity of my anus, slowly stretching the tiny hole wider until his finger finally popped inside. A sharp sting and moment of pain passed quickly, replaced by an intense pleasure as his finger slid over a nerve cluster, igniting me and causing my anus to clamp tightly around his digit.

David worked my sticky, engorged clitoris with his lips and tongue like a dream, pulling and sucking it from the protective skin puddle that covered her in moments of normality. His tongue dragged my nub up and down, then from side to side, until my body’s pleasure zones were entirely in unison, and both of my fuck holes played a tune of love.

When I slipped my palms into a lacy bra and rolled both solid nipples between my index finger and thumb, my orgasm powered like a spaceship reaching toward the heavens. I exploded in effervescence like a million fireworks had filled the night sky with color and light.

David knew my orgasm had erupted, and I looked down, furrowing my brow and screaming in passion while tantalizing my nipples hard. I saw him pucker his lips, covering my pee hole while I jet-washed his tonsils with my unicorn juice.

I completely lost control, filling his mouth with my cum while he groaned, gulped, and swallowed desperately, emptying his puffed-out cheeks down his throat with a gargling sound. David’s attention to my pussy was obsessive. He licked, sucked, drained, and cleaned me as though his life depended on it.

I shuddered like grains of sand vibrating in the moments before an earthquake shattered the peace, screaming out my joy, wanting more of David, desperately avoiding that moment when I gave myself too cheaply.

I achieved my moment of glory, retaining the lady that wanted to dominate the slut deep within me. David looked jubilant, making him a real man, in my humble opinion, because he wanted his lover to be wholly satisfied before his needs were met.

David carefully, almost lovingly, helped me rise from the table, fetched napkins to clean my spillage and presented my panties so that I could slip back into them. When he zipped up my dress, my lover was in no hurry to leave me and seemed very attentive, but I heard the clip-clop of horses’ hooves outside.

“It’s past midnight, David.”

“Has Cinderella been delayed too long?”

“No, but she must sleep because it has been a long day.”

“Shall I escort you home, Olivia?”

“You have somewhere to be right now, sweetheart, and you should not keep Mrs. Granger waiting much longer.”

“I can’t do it.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want you so much it hurts my heart to see you leave.”

“You can’t have me, David. Nobody can, at least not yet.”

“Why not, Olivia? It’s just dating, to begin with.”

“I’m not ready for a relationship of any kind. Now… David, please, I want you to go and enjoy Mrs. Granger. She can teach you a great deal.”

“Are you sure?”

“Go… go and make love to her with your friend.”

“Okay. If you are sure.”

David left me at the door, where my driver wrapped me in cashmere and helped me into my carriage. I had been entirely satisfied by a man with an exquisite tongue and the patience to be an absolute cunnilingus wonder.

But I didn’t love David, and now, more than ever, I realized how easily I had given up my treasure so many times before, fucked too many men, women too, and to what end? I had whored myself, and Catherine Granger had taught me in less than a day that she knew a better way for me.

When I reached the School for Wayward Girls, Chastity was waiting inside. She offered me hot chocolate from a flask and invited me to sit on a luxurious Tetrad English farmhouse-style sofa in the lounge.

A fire in front of us crackled, spat, and exuded a whiff of charred oak, warming and comforting me as I sipped the sweet, creamy luxury, smiling at my house mom.

“Did you learn the value of having control, Olivia?”

“I’m learning.”

“Did you fellate either one or both of the men?”

“No.”

“Did you fuck them?”

“No.”

“I am proud of you, sweet girl. Was his tongue perfect, then?”

She shot me a coy look after figuring out I hadn’t left Granger Hall’s dining room without indulging in some decadent excess.

“David was the finest tongue I ever had.” 


Chapter Four

My First Ride

◆◆◆

It took me a while to fall asleep because so much had happened throughout the day that I needed to process and gauge my reaction. In just a few hours, I had experienced a week, and the passage of time felt unclear.

In the morning, I had arrived at Granger Hall, a troubled, angry mess with a whore’s reputation. Since then, I’d been thrashed, fingered, and had my pussy licked until I squirted an immense orgasm, but in every sense, I felt like a lady. Nobody had disrespected me, and I had begun changing into a different, hopefully better version of myself.

A hot chocolate and fireside chat with Chastity, before I went to my bedroom, helped me a great deal, but now, as I lay in my bed, twitching and fidgeting excitedly, reviewing the day’s events, I couldn’t wait for the morning and a fresh start.

Did I enjoy being spanked?

Over a fucking horse’s back?

Then, a guy’s knee?

I nodded off to the sound of a tropical thunderstorm in the Thale Ban forest, somewhere on the border between Thailand and Malaysia. I only knew that precise location because an ambient-sound menu sat on my nightstand.

My needs were being entirely and meticulously catered for.

I still felt tired when a knock at the door woke me at 4.45 a.m. Alice, the school maid caring for me, smiled when I opened my bedroom door. I yawned loudly and stretched vigorously, uncoiling my weariness.

She handed me a coffee and granola bar, so I sat momentarily and winced from the stinging pain in my buttocks.

“Coffee and an energy bar, for now, Miss Olivia. You’ll enjoy a full breakfast with the grooms after the horses are fed, watered, and exercised.”

“That’s great, Alice, thank you. I’ll get into the local routine by tomorrow.”

“If you need anything, please let me know.”

“I shall, thank you.”

“There will be a minivan waiting outside the school in fifteen minutes. The driver will drop you off at the stables, then collect you later.”

“Are there other pupils here right now, Alice?”

“No, Miss. We have another girl arriving the day after tomorrow, but for now, you are here alone.”

Alice stepped inside my room, dragging a service trolley, and headed for the bed. When she started making up my untidy bed, I realized that looking after me was her regular job, and she treated me like a hotel guest.

“Do you know what goes on here, Alice?”

“At a School for Wayward Girls? Of course, I do. Mrs. Granger takes naughty girls like you in hand, and you leave happy.”

“That she does. And… are you part of that teaching staff?”

“No, dear. I’m here to help you in other ways.”

“Such as?”

“I make your stay enjoyable, ensuring your free time and moments of reflection are calm and peaceful.”

“Do you know I was thrashed yesterday?”

“Yes. That’s why I have aloe vera cream for you today. I know your schedule, and in this trolly, I have everything you might need.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have anal lubricant for times when you may be getting fucked in the back passage. I have variously shaped and colored dildos for you to enjoy, should you need to masturbate, and I have-.”

“Whoa… back up a second, please.”

“Yes, Miss Olivia?”

“Did you say anal lube in case I get fucked in the back passage?”

“Yes. Going dry is ill-advised.”

“I know… well, I don’t have experience, but I have heard. What I want to know is, who will fuck me in the back passage? Gabriel wants nothing to do with me.”

“He chooses not to fraternize with the girls in a study program.”

“Who fucks me then?”

“If you are desperate to make love and Gabriel permits it, as he did last night, one of the grooms can service your needs; otherwise, Mrs. Granger will arrange a bull to come here and mount you. She has a register of adequate men.”

“Adequate men?”

“Sorry… or ladies, should you prefer to make love to a woman.”

“Are you saying that Mrs Granger has pre-approved lovers available for my pleasure?”

“Only the finest gentlemen or ladies will be permitted to spend time with you, Miss Olivia, and even then, they may only make love to you should you wish it.”

“Why won’t Gabriel make love to me?”

“You’d have to ask him. Please run along now, miss, before we both catch more trouble than we want.”

“Sorry… oh, and thank you, Alice.”

“Breakfast will be at 7 a.m. Your lessons start at 9.”

“Understood.”

While Alice tidied my room, I quickly dressed in riding gear and sipped a delicious coffee, cramming in a honey-laced granola bar coated with a thin layer of chocolate. I was familiar with a stable’s routine and appreciated Mrs. Granger’s insistence that all horses be cared for before humans were fed.

I was assigned to Rex, the stallion across whose back I was resoundingly thrashed. The queening stool was gone, and all evidence of my induction had vanished from his stall. I saw Gabriel, who seemed businesslike and was everywhere at once. He managed a comprehensive and very well-appointed stable with at least twenty horses and ten grooms, roughly half boys and half girls.

After changing Rex’s water, I gave him a nose bag of mixed oats while I cleaned his bedding. He seemed familiar with me and enjoyed my loving grooming as I meticulously brushed dust and insects from his hair.

Once I checked over and picked his hooves, I saddled, led Rex from the stables, donned my riding cap, and mounted him so impressively that a groom nearby nodded admiringly.

At first, I walked my stallion down a road, becoming accustomed, then trotted him on grass, warming up my steed. He wanted to run flat out, neighing, tugging at the reins playfully. I felt as though I sat astride a mighty engine ticking over.

It was mostly dark, but after ten minutes, a glimmer of morning hope in the form of a rising sun’s rays bathed me in light and warmth. I spurred Rex into a canter and then a full gallop as we raced across rolling grassy hills.

As his head surged forward, I saw mist rise from the morning dew as the universe hoisted a blazing hot sun toward a blue sky. I felt supernatural, a girl riding her beloved ghostly, inky black, steadfast stallion carving out the contours of a broad hill.

Girl and stallion were in their element, thundering downhill toward a rising sun, then searing across open ground. I yelled my ecstasy like a gargantuan yawp across the roof of the world. From the corner of my eye, I saw movement, and a minute later, the most beautiful pure white mare drew up beside me.

I saw glorious Gabriel in the saddle, looking like a prince among men, spurring his horse hard to stay alongside Rex and me.

My Master grinned and slashed his riding crop, pointing at a forested area at least one mile away.

Our race was on, and I was determined to win. My equine skills matched Gabriel’s, but my stallion was more powerful than his mare, a simple biological fact. When I gave him freedom, Rex grunted, dug in, and let loose the dogs of war. I was amazed at his turn of speed and the incredible power I gripped firmly between my thighs.

While Gabriel and I were matched in the saddle, my horse powered into the lead, and I reached the edge of the woodland first, pulling up sideways with an impressive flourish a good two lengths ahead of my riding master.

He patted his mare, walking her close to Rex and me, smiling pleasantly.

“My god, you ride like the wind, girl.”

“Thank you, Master.”

His praise gave birth to a million butterflies in my stomach, all of which exploded into waves of pleasure that warmed every fiber of my being. I desperately wanted Gabriel to like me, perhaps more, and soon. He leaped off his horse laughing, reached up, and helped me dismount from Rex.

We gathered our reins and walked our horses around the forest’s edge. After a few minutes of contemplative silence, Gabriel stopped and looked at me admiringly.

“Did you enjoy dinner last night, Olivia?”

“It was fabulous, thank you, Gabriel.”

“I was told you behaved well, aside from some potty mouth aimed at me and a few silly words exchanged with Chastity.”

“I’m sorry about that, Master.”

“We’ll deal with it together.”

“Deal with it how?”

“In a manner of my choosing. Don’t worry about punishments or any programmed activities in your tutoring. You have your safeword if needed, so use it anytime.”

“Anteater.”

“Yes.”

I felt horny and wanted to fuck my riding master until he filled me with his seed. It was early, and I felt energized by coffee, a granola snack bar, and Rex’s power, which had carried me miles away to a far-flung corner of the Granger Estate.

I had also been grinding my clitoris onto a seasoned leather saddle at full gallop, so my fresh gusset was heavily soiled, and I had no means of gratifying myself. At home, I would have fucked a groom or visited the toilet to deploy a rosebud clitoris licker, but here, I didn’t want to demean myself.

“Were you polishing the saddle, Olivia?”

“Yes, Master. I always ride in full contact with the saddle.”

“Using your pelvic or tailbone?”

“Always my pelvic bone.”

“May I check your panties, please, Olivia?”

I was stunned and terrified of what I would reveal to Gabriel should I comply with his instructions. Most riding masters understood female biology to the extent they knew that riding in the saddle could be very arousing, especially for a girl adept at polishing. The feel and power of a good horse between a girl’s legs added to that highly sexualized state.

While Gabriel tied off his mare to a sturdy tree, his instruction that damned me hung in the air like a sword of Damocles over my head. I shivered, but it wasn’t because of a chilly breeze. I knew my fresh panties were already damp and sticky, but now, my nipples rose solidly, thankfully covered by a thick body warmer.

“I haven’t showered yet, Master.”

“I’m checking you for arousal, not feminine hygiene.”

“Oh my.”

Gabriel took Rex’s reins to tie him off next to his mare, leaving me alone on a patch of grass at the edge of the woods. When he returned with his riding crop, I felt the anticipation of my impending thrashing.

“Will you allow me to inspect your gusset, Olivia?”

“Jesus, that sounds so wrong.”

“I want to understand what arouses you and how much. I know going over my knee causes you an excess of arousal.”

“It was my first time to be spanked, Master, and I am so close to ovulating.”

“Did you gain anything from yesterday's disciplinary experience?”

“Yes.”

“Can you share with me what you learned, please?”

“I learned to respect you… and myself.”

“You also learned restraint and managed to get through the evening without pleasuring yourself until David’s tongue serviced you.”

“You know about that?”

“Of course, I know. You are my responsibility, Olivia. He had my permission, so long as you consented.”

Then fuck me right now, for Christ’s sake.

I felt incredibly lewd when complying with Gabriel’s wishes, unfastening my riding breeches, pulling the zip down, and showing him enough of my panties to get a positive reaction. I stared into his eyes and saw a wanton lust my Master desperately tried to hide.

I fleetingly wondered whether or not Gabriel’s real goal was to check whether David’s semen was inside me.

I could swear that Rex watched when I peeled my riding pants down to my ankles. I stood proudly in my white panties, desperate to be taken, while Gabriel inspected me from a distance, stroking my thighs, quadriceps, and ass cheeks with his riding crop while circling me.

“I see you wore sensible panties, good girl.”

“Thank you, Gabriel.”

“You have a damp patch following the line of your slit.”

“I know about that.”

I stared down to look at what I already knew was there. I screwed up my face feeling utterly disgraced, gasping, when a tiny rivulet of my shame dribbled free of a soaked gusset, running down my right thigh. Gabriel saw it and stepped forward, trapping the errant bead of nectar that leaked down my silken skin, leaving a trail of dampness, using the line of least resistance to its destination.

I was frozen in time, confused by Gabriel’s insistence to inspect me, praying that he wanted me to be semen free, giving some indication that I was to be his. Perhaps after my inspection, he might acknowledge I’d held something back for him despite David’s pleasuring of my pussy.

Amid the silence, my tawdry exposure, and my tumultuous emotions, I needed to clarify a point.

“Even though I didn’t shower yet, I can assure you that my feminine hygiene is impeccable, Master.”

“I do not doubt it, Olivia. Aside from a few rough edges, you are an exquisite lady.”

“Are you taking that drop of my arousal you trapped on my thigh?”

“Yes.”

I nodded to where Gabriel’s finger had traced a line along my thigh, stopping at the seam of my panties. Our eyes were locked, his smoldered like the sun behind him, and I wanted to prostrate myself to my lord and master.

When Gabriel lifted his finger to his nose and sniffed the tiny bead of my shame deeply, I leaked more pussy cream into my sticky gusset and almost orgasmed. My labia trembled, and a tickle, deep in my womb, had my Master’s name on it. My heart pounded, and I felt warm everywhere, almost to the point of nervous perspiration.

Gabriel looked pleased that I quivered like a leaf in a strong wind, and I drew in a deep breath, desperately trying to catch a whiff of what he smelled.

When Gabriel licked his finger, I groaned, desperately needing his cock to slide deep inside me, satisfying what had become a needy itch.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Olivia?”

“Yes, oh fuck, yes, please, Master.”

“I won’t do it.”

“Why not?”

“I want you to understand and embrace your sexual power. This thin veneer of feminine essence coating my finger is your most powerful weapon. Don’t cave in first.”

“I don’t understand, Gabriel.”

“Your hormones are designed by nature to beguile the opposite sex. Focus on my arousal, not yours. Attracting your mate must not be a matter of sliding your tight pussy down his cock at the first opportunity you get.”

“What must I do, Gabriel? Right now, I would do anything for your approval and for us to make love on this grass.”

“You must hold your man’s attention for life, not just for the moments he fucks you.”

“How?”

“Hardwire your man to you and never fail him unless he errs.”

“Do you mean hardwire a man to my pussy scent and flavor?”

“Yes, but most of all, make him yearn to be in your presence. Your smile must light up his world, your affection be his constant reward, and your effort to be a better woman for him is the pedestal upon which he seats and worships you.”

“I understand.”

He took a final taste of the scant dribble that had sought freedom from my panties, and I shivered.

“Do I taste nice, Gabriel?”

“Fresh, sweet, and ready to be fucked. Pull out the front of your panties.”

I felt like a kid offering show and tell to the first boy willing to reveal his cock to me. Gabriel kneeled, and I used my thumbs on both hands to extend my panties outwards. My gusset was a mess, not only because of riding Rex hard. My master had flicked on a switch to my libido that seemed without an upper limit.

My sweet, primal pussy smell wafted up, twitching my nostrils, having already done the same to Gabriel’s on the way. I heard a low throaty growl that could only be my Master’s approval, then more sniffing as he inspected my damp slit.

“Peel down your panties, Olivia.”

“Yes, Master.”

The sunrise was spectacular, adding gravitas to my ladylike disgrace. Gabriel peered right inside my panties as I slid them to my knees, then down to my ankles. My Master helped me release one leg of my breeches and panties over a riding boot and off so I could spread my legs wider, which I gladly did.

While I stood with my pussy entirely on display, Gabriel went to his horse and brought back a pack of disposable moist wipes. He kneeled, covered a finger with a wipe, and slid it just inside my pussy hole before wiping the length of my slit upwards to my clitoris.

“What the fuck, Gabriel?”

“Potty mouth!”

“Sorry, but I don’t understand.”

“I’m just wiping away excess arousal to help you feel more comfortable. I have spare, clean panties for you as well.”

“Why would you do that?”

“Your comfort and happiness is my constant concern, Olivia.”

I was stunned into silence, having considered his treatment of me as a simple deployment of a teaching curriculum determined by Catherine Granger. It hadn’t occurred to me Gabriel cared about me, and now that it did, I felt even more aroused.

He looked up and saw tears welling in my eyes. My bottom lip trembled, a sign of my elevated emotional state, and I stamped my foot in frustration, feeling awkward and unhappy. Gabriel must say something, or I would explode into a tawdry mess of tears and pussy cream and soak away into the ground.

He stood and cupped my chin in his palm, raising my eyes until they leveled with his. I saw a man who cared but also one not to be trifled with. 

“What’s the matter, Olivia?”

“I’m so fucking turned on, and I need… I need… I need… oh my, I’m sorry, Master. I can’t find the words.”

“What do you need, sweet Olivia? Tell me.”

“I want to cum by your hand. Catherine and Chastity have told me you won’t fuck me no matter how desperately I want it, even if I beg. If I can’t have your cock inside me, surely these dumb rules allow you to take care of my current, very embarrassing problem?”

“I am permitted to do with you as I wish depending on your consent.”

“I’ll consent to anything, Gabriel.”

“That’s not ladylike, nor is it in keeping with what I am teaching you.”

“Are you teaching me to be sexually frustrated? Because if you are, it’s working.”

“I’m teaching you how to control yourself.”

“I’ve only been here twenty-four hours, and so much has already changed. You expect too much, too soon. If you care for me at all, please help me now.”

He stood up and led me to a huge tree bough that draped from its mother trunk like an enormous natural bench. When Gabriel sat, he patted his knees, so I sat down. When he cradled me lovingly, my world changed, and I felt safe, nestling myself into him.

I spread my thighs wide apart, hoping to be fingered, and was pleased when Gabriel stroked my thigh with the soft digits of one hand. I sighed heavily and felt deeply satisfied when he reached my pussy lips and slid his fingers in between them, spreading my swollen flesh apart, plowing slowly upward through a creamy furrow as though tracing a line and parting me.

“Thank you, Master.”

“I’ll relieve your pressure as a duty of care.”

“May I relieve you too, Gabriel? I can use my hand or mouth if you’d rather not fuck me.”

“Not today, Olivia.”

“I was a good girl last night.”

“I know you were.”

“Do I disgust you, Gabriel?”

“Not in the slightest.”

One hand prised open the slit between a thumb and index finger while digits from the other slid up and down my cream-drenched furrow at an increasing speed. I lay back and rested in Gabriel’s arms, enjoying a brilliant sunrise while my crush wanked me off.

Gabriel’s fingers were far more gentle and expert at fingering a girl than I expected. I moaned loudly when he drew my clitoral hood open, exposing a solid, sticky pink nub. He tantalized me, rotating the tip of my clitoris in a counter-clockwise circle while I gripped around his neck more tightly, burying my face into the side of his.

When Gabriel pressed harder on my clitoris, I jerked delightfully in his lap, enjoying his solid cock pressing hard from underneath me. As a mark of my respect, I didn’t grind my ass cheeks into his cock, not wishing to demean a god-like man with a simple dry hump.

“You will take me someday, Gabriel. It will be a time, place, and position of your choosing, and I will submit absolutely, but I will wait, foregoing all others from fucking me until you are ready.”

“Now you are learning, Olivia. Good girl.”

The power was all mine because Gabriel enjoyed stroking his fingers up and down my soaking wet slit, strumming me like a guitar. I could call out my safe word at any time, stopping both our pleasure. I felt like a girl in love with a boy she couldn’t own.

He settled on a smooth pace and pressure, dragging my sticky clitoris from side to side before flicking it up and down with four fingertips. When I orgasmed, I held onto Gabriel as if my life depended on it, gasping and moaning, wriggling in his lap with my clitoris trembling on his fingertip, shuddering while kissing his neck, panting, shouting, and screaming my joy.

Gabriel’s neck was covered in my saliva as I lost control and spluttered, half kissing him while struggling to speak coherently. Amid an immense climax, I relied on him to be my sturdy rock while I rode an emotional tsunami. I wanted his cock but vowed to wait until my lover was too desperate to resist taking me.

As I descended from a euphoric state, my body relaxed while I meditated, cradled in Gabriel’s powerful arms.

“I’m not fixed, am I, Gabriel?”

“You are making rapid progress, which is most important.”

“I had lost control before I came here. My father knew that, so did you and Mrs. Granger.”

“Understanding your problem is why you’ll succeed and get where you want to be.”

“But I don’t know where that is.”

“You will, Olivia.”


Chapter Five

Saddle Soar

◆◆◆

The sunrise was perfect, and a peaceful, halo-like bubble encircled us like it does newlyweds. I could have rested in Gabriel’s arms forever while my orgasm on the tip of his fingers subsided like a warm tide ebbing away from a tropical island beach.

I wriggled gently from time to time as pleasures spiked before dissolving into my muscles like a tonic that fed happiness and emotional strength.

We had more work to do, and I felt my Master’s tension rise as his thoughts returned to his beloved stables and a duty of care for the horses and his team. He smiled gently and nodded to the horses.

“We must get back to the stables, Olivia. There is much work to do.”

“I know, but I feel so happy here right now. It is a perfect moment.”

“You came really hard. I can feel your leakage soaking into my riding pants.”

“That I did, Master. More of my cum has flowed even than last night.”

“I think you need to orgasm often to feed a happy disposition and keep the calmness that is driving your good behavior.”

“Can you help me with that, Gabriel?”

“We’ll see. It’s time to move on to your next challenge.”

I cantered Rex home with my Master and his beautiful white mare keeping pace. I felt empowered like never before, and the only negative thought in my mind was that Gabriel and I should have already become lovers. I had no idea how that might play out for the rest of my stay at the School, but I doubted it would happen to the extent of my desires.

A punishment was still due but not discussed. I would not protest against it because I wanted to align with the universe, not push against it. My surly attitude had changed, and I had mellowed, although the wilful spark of a better-behaved girl with hutzpah was still there.

Before reaching the stables, we unsaddled our horses, turned them out into fresh pasture, and carried our riding gear to the stables. I spent the next forty-five minutes vigorously shoveling horse shit, sluicing down every concrete surface, and brushing it until everywhere the horses would go was spotless.

The grooms had a common room where breakfast was served once all tasks were completed, so I joined them for pancakes, bacon, sweet waffles, croissants, toast, coffee, and fruit bowls brought from the school.

Gabriel was a focal point as their leader. The grooms were his staff, and I was a pupil, but I wasn’t sure how much they knew about me or my curriculum, so I kept a polite silence and distance. A cute guy named Ethan engaged me in polite conversation, and I felt him opening up to me like a beautiful flower handed to a pretty girl.

“You are the best rider I’ve seen come through here, Olivia.”

“Really? Are there many girls trained at these stables?”

“We teach hundreds of people to ride yearly, but the school usually has up to twenty pupils monthly. Not all are riders, though.”

“What do the nonriders do?”

“They spend time in the dungeon, and-”

“The fucking what now?”

“There is a dungeon at Granger Hall where girls are taken for training.”

“Fuck that. What else happens here?”

“Some girls are brought here to understand their sexuality, and that’s where we all help. Everything that happens is entirely consensual.”

“Help how?”

A beautiful girl around my age entered the room, grinned, and skipped over. She draped her arms around Ethan’s shoulders, giggling while whispering in his ear. She stared at me with a cheeky grin and mischievous eyes, suggesting more than might have been appropriate.

“Hi Olivia, I’m Candice.”

“Hello, Candice.”

“I’ll teach you how to suck cock when you are ready. I have sucked more than one thousand, so I know what I am doing. I was asking Ethan if we can use him for practice together.”

“What do you mean?”

My mind boggled, and I was lost for words. The casual manner in which the two grooms discussed sex and the discipline of other pupils shocked me. It was as though I had entered some hedonistic realm where the standard rules of morality were suspended, and people could do or say whatever they chose.

Candice stared at me curiously as though sizing me up for an approach to kiss, fuck or ask me out on a date. Her long blonde hair was gorgeously straight, and her perfectly symmetrical face and high cheekbones suggested the woman had no problem finding lovers, albeit her piercing, azure blue eyes gave nothing away.

Candice leaned in to whisper, not wishing to broadcast our conversation.

“A great many who train at the School for Wayward Girls are sexually confused. It’s our job, under Master Gabriel’s direction, to help pupils discover what they like.”

“Do you mean like establishing if I am bi-curious, bi, straight, or a lesbian?”

“Yes, that’s part of it.”

“What else is there to understanding my sexuality that could be discovered here?”

“There are hundreds of kinks from pee play, paddling, and rope work to saddle dildos.”

I held up my hand and muttered incoherently, shaking my head in disbelief while Candice laughed. She gripped my wrist and pulled me through a side door into a room full of bridles, saddles, bits, and reins. Everything was stored perfectly; the room was serene, spotlessly clean, and smelled of leather, waxes, and resins.

I gazed around at the mass of supple leather, gleaming stainless steel, and other horse furniture in a room twice the size of a squash court.

“This is a fabulous tack room, Candice.”

“It’s great for storage, preparation, and playtime. I’ve been fucked more times in here than in my bedroom.”

“Who by?”

“Richard Granger, customers, customers fathers, mothers, other grooms, some who were girls, others were boys. I choose carefully, but I like getting a lot of cock and pussy.”

“And you fuck them in here?”

“Mr. Granger sometimes fucks me in his bed.”

“I can scarcely believe it, Candice.”

“We do pee play in here, spanking too, but mostly, we girls get into the saddle on a prop horse and get spit-roasted.”

“It sounds like the sort of crime I was sent here to avoid.”

“I heard you gave yourself away too easily and to boorish men who disrespected you, Olivia.”

“That’s what everyone says.”

“Are they lying?”

“No.”

Candice led me to a brown leather saddle so exquisitely made that it was a work of art. A small steel screw-in housing in the center confused me until she opened a drawer, selected a six-inch dildo, and bolted it into the saddle.

“A dildo fitted on a saddle, Candice?”

“You haven’t been fucked properly until you polish one of these inside your pussy at a canter.”

“You fuck this dildo while riding a horse?”

“What else did you think we did with it, Olivia?”

“I thought it was a bit of fun to play with in here, and you might jump on, pretending you were being fucked in the saddle.”

“Oh no. These dildos and this saddle are strictly for riding, and I can tell you they are fucking awesome. I only need to walk my ride while impaled on this cock, and I’m cumming in five minutes flat.”

My eyes shot out on stalks, and I struggled to find the words. Candice giggled at my shock. I inspected the workmanship of the connection between the dildo and the saddle, immediately noticing that everything about the design and engineering was up to industrial standards.

“This must have cost a great deal of money.”

“It did. The saddle and dildo connection needed to be safe and secure. It can’t be able to snap off, but even so, you still must ride carefully, Olivia, and only very proficient girls can enjoy this saddle.”

“Could I try it out?”

“Only if Master Gabriel permits it.”

My transport had arrived to return me to the school, so I left with one hour to shower, dress, and be ready for my next lesson. Alice had laid out clothes for the day in my bedroom, and I was surprised to see a black, figure-hugging cocktail dress with four-inch heels and a rose-gold Albert chain.

Alice brought me chilled, lemon-infused water and a breakfast tea while I dried myself off, unconcerned about being naked in front of her.

“Where am I going in the middle of the morning that requires a cocktail dress, Alice?”

“You are joining Mrs. Granger and Master Gabriel at the house.”

“Doing what?”

“I can’t say, Miss Olivia.”

“Okay.”

I imagined the estate matriarch wanted to instruct me in the finer points of something or another, but I had no clue what. Having already licked Catherine’s pussy and enjoyed it, I had no concerns over what came next.

When I arrived at Granger Hall, I joined a throng of other people similarly dressed and followed them through the front door, making my way into the massive dining room. My heart skipped a beat when I saw Gabriel across the room. He smiled, unable to hide his pleasure for a split second his face revealed it.

I approached him, excitedly rolling the thick gold Albert chain between my forefinger and thumb. The room filled with chatter and the clinking of cups of tea and coffee, but I only had a mind for my Master.

I wagged a mockingly accusatory finger at Gabriel while wearing a cute, broad smile.

“I saw you grinning at me, Gabriel. I am growing on you.”

“I’m pleased to see you looking like a beautiful lady and glad you are progressing well.”

“I think you like me more than you let on.”

“As a pupil, yes.”

I didn’t push my luck, but I was as cute as possible. I clutched my hands behind my back, swayed seductively, and gazed deep and attentively into his eyes, desperate to impress. It wasn’t until a prospectus was passed around that I realized what our meeting was for.

“Mrs. Granger is selling a few horses. Today is the live auction, Olivia. Some bidders are in the room, others on the internet, and a few more have dialed in using proxies.”

“Why am I here, Master?”

“To mix with the people your father will approve of.”

“Fuck that!”

“Potty mouth… will you never learn, girl?”

“Sorry, but I am not ready to discuss primroses with Mrs. Lahdidah.”

“Outside, now, girl.”

Gabriel followed me into the gravel car park outside the front of Granger Hall. Dozens of Rolls Royce, Bentley, and Cadillac were parked haphazardly, wreaking havoc with my Obsessive Compulsive Disorder. My Master took my hand firmly and led me around the corner of the house, pushing me gently against the wall where I stood, praying he might defile me while everyone inside was preoccupied with bullshit.

“What’s going on, Olivia? These are your kind of people.”

“No, Gabriel, they are Mrs. Granger’s and my parent’s sort of people.”

“What are you talking about, girl?”

“I don’t fit in with this society of wealth and privilege. Surely, you have noticed that. I can’t be programmed as some virgin debutante. I fucking did finishing school, have a college education with an MBA, and for what? So I can sit on my ass in a conference room all day until I’m diabetic, hopeless, and my dreams have shriveled.”

He stepped away in disbelief, breathing deeply to calm himself. Gabriel seemed shocked and discombobulated as if I had knocked him completely off balance.

“Have you mentioned any of this to your father?”

“Yes, of course, but I stopped trying years ago. He has a vision for me, and we don’t share that.”

“So you fucked the grooms en masse like a whore?”

I squinted and frowned at him, partly infuriated but mostly hurt.

“I thought I had gotten past that after submitting to every demeaning activity you asked of me yesterday. What’s the point in my apologizing and taking my punishment if nobody will accept it?”

My blazing eyes bore a hole in Gabriel’s head because he seemed to be taking away the scant achievement I had made since arriving in his care. His expression changed, and I saw a flicker of sympathy.

“I didn’t think of it that way.”

“Because you only see a whore, Gabriel. I don’t blame you, though. Perhaps that is all I shall ever be to some people, but I feel I have turned a corner, and neither you nor anyone else is taking that away from me.”

I stormed off, feeling annoyed and dejected. The label I had thoroughly deserved the day I invited the grooms at my father’s stable to fuck me looked set to stay for a while. Forging a new me would be hard work, but that wouldn’t happen if I mixed with people I felt no affinity for.

I was halfway up the hill and heading toward a lovely copse when I realized Gabriel was following me. I pretended to ignore him, glancing back occasionally and as secretly as possible. I faked my surprise when I reached the top of a hill overlooking Granger Hall and turned around.

“What are you doing, Master?”

“Right now, I don’t deserve that title, Olivia.”

“Why not?”

“I haven’t praised you enough. I’ve never seen such an immense change in a girl, especially over thirty-six hours. I unreservedly apologize for the way I spoke to you.”

My heart soared, and my knees buckled. His praise and apology felt like a drop of water on my tongue after walking for days in the desert. Adrenaline and other happy hormones dumped into my body like a sluice gate to my happiness was opened.

“This place inspires me. Also, you and Mrs. Granger make me want to be a good girl. Maybe I am a whore, and for sure, there is a naughty, kinky girl deep inside that scares me. That’s the girl that enjoys being tongued by a stranger, wanked off by her master while watching a sunset, and loves licking the pussy of a woman older than my mother.”

“There is nothing wrong with any of that, Olivia. As long as you and others respect your sexual being, there is no harm, no foul. Always remember that.”

“So I am not being prepared for absolute fidelity, then?”

“Do you mean with the intent of becoming a wife?”

“That’s what my father wants, isn’t it?”

“Probably, but Mrs. Granger decides your curriculum. With input from me. You can be whomever you wish, and your father won’t ever know what happens here.”

I wanted to sit on the grass, but it wasn’t my dress, so I stood, feeling like a spare part as Gabriel contemplated lord knows what.

“I’m very sorry, Olivia. Please forgive me.”

“What did you say?”

I was stunned that my Master asked my forgiveness and that showed in my expression and speed at which my head recoiled as I stared at Gabriel, wondering if he was joking.

“I said, I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

“For what?”

“You are not a whore in the slightest, and you are right. What is the point of apologizing if forgiveness isn’t forthcoming.”

”Thank you, Gabriel. I forgive you completely, and I shall never mention it again.”

He looked generous, kind, and everything a girl could want from a boyfriend, but that was precisely what Gabriel wasn’t to me. My heart sank slightly because I was growing convinced that I couldn’t reach into his soul and light my everlasting love candle there.

“Would you like to get changed and go for a ride, Olivia?”

“On your special saddle?”

“It could be arranged for such a good girl.”

“I’d love to.”

I was going to be fucked, but not by a stranger, so it didn’t break my policy of trying to save myself for my Master. I needed cock and would have preferred Gabriel’s inside me, but acquiring that burning desire was a long, arduous road ahead, and I was starting to doubt my resolve to travel it.

If that were all my Master would give me, I would settle for friendship, sound thrashing, and the occasional fingering. Then, when I graduated from the School for Wayward Girls in eleven days, I would move on, grieve for a soulmate who never was, and find someone I could love who would reciprocate that.

At the stables, Gabriel took me straight into the tack room. He set the fuck saddle on the preparation table and cleaned everything down with a few disposable moist wipes. He went to the chest of drawers Candice had shown me and rummaged around.

“You don’t want a cock that is too big, Olivia. While it might sound appealing to go large, I feel six inches is plenty.”

“I’ll trust your judgment, Master.”

I felt aroused beyond belief and realized my lacy panties would not cut it. Also, the cocktail dress was entirely the wrong attire.

“What should I wear, Gabriel?”

“Look in the locker. You’ll find everything fresh. All riding gear is in your size and adapted for this riding style.”

“Adapted how?”

“Split breeches with a zipper and crotchless panties. How else will you sink your pussy down on the dildo?”

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead, sorry.”

“Would you like to ride Rex or a mare?”

“That sounds so fucking wrong in this context Gabriel.”

“You must stop swearing. I’ve cut you all the slack I can.”

“Sorry, I promise to try harder.”

“Good. Will it be Rex or a mare, then? The girls can be easier going, especially if the stallions smell your arousal as it spills onto the saddle.”

“I’d like to ride Rex, please.”

“Okay, but promise me you’ll go no faster than a trot, Olivia. And also, don’t pass the safety walker in front.”

“I solemnly swear.”

“Good girl.”

Gabriel slid a six-inch purple latex dildo from a velvet pouch and screwed it into the saddle so the natural curvature of the phallus pointed forwards. I slipped out of my dress, slid my drenched panties to the floor, and used a small laundry bag inside the locker to stuff both garments into.

The comfortable seam-sewn sensible, white cotton crotchless panties were a cinch to wriggle into, but it took me a minute to get the riding breeches with zipper crotch comfortable around my fuck hole.

“You’ll feel better once you unzip your crotch and mount the horse.”

“I can’t get used to how wrong all of this sounds.”

“You will, Olivia.”

I giggled madly while following Gabriel, who carried my saddle with its dildo showing for all to see. He summoned Candice to help prepare Rex while I fidgeted with my clothes and selected a riding cap and crop.

My mouth was agape when a nearby groom helped Candice mount the saddle onto Rex while his massive cock dangled down out of the sheath. Perhaps choosing a mare would have been a more discrete move, but I wanted to feel the power of a stallion between my legs.

"I can't believe this is for real, Gabriel.”

“You are in for an incredible ride. I’ll ride Sapphire alongside you. She will keep Rex calm.”

“Are you lubricating that dildo?”

I gulped. Candice heard me and winked, pulled out a tube of lubricant from her pocket, squeezed a dollop on the head of the latex cock, and allowed it to dribble down the glans and along the ribbed shaft. She signaled for me to unzip the crotch of my riding breeches, which I did, feeling delightfully slutty.

Candice helped me mount my stallion while Gabriel held the purple dildo steady. I straddled the cock, stared down, and slid my swollen pussy lips over its head, clenching tightly to add my leaking pussy cream to the silicon lubricant that would ease the dildo’s passage into my cunt. 

Candice held Rex’s reins tightly while I slid my pussy all the way down, kissing the leather saddle with my swollen pussy lips at the bottom once fully impaled on the cock. I felt the mild vibration of Rex’s breathing and snorting, then more as he swished his tail and moved his flanks from side to side, excited to go for a ride.

I doubted he was as thrilled as I was.

I rocked back and forth, getting the dildo embedded comfortably deep inside my cunt while pressing my clitoris against a raised, dimpled square of leather just in front. I hadn’t noticed the embedded clit tickler when inspecting the saddle because the raised area was no more pronounced than a paragraph of brail.

“This is amazing, Gabriel.”

“This saddle is a girl’s best friend. Does the clitoral stimulator need some oil?”

“It is a little dry and cracked.”

“Candice, would you please help Olivia.”

“Of course, Gabriel.”

Candice stared at me, obviously enjoying my tawdry moment. I figured if she could have fucked me right then and there, the gorgeous harlot would have added me to her slutty tally.

"Shall I dress the leather patch and your clitoris, Miss Olivia?”

“Yes, please.”

“You’ll feel sticky and slick after I apply oil, so just spend a few minutes grinding it in.”

“This is all such a disgrace.”

“And yet perfect fun.”

The leather clitoris patch was quite rough and worn, but the dimples were still very pronounced. When Candice pulled out a small bottle of olive oil, I wasn’t surprised because the silicon and water-based sex lubricants wouldn’t cut it.

I lifted my ass off the saddle using my feet and legs to power down on the stirrups while Candice looked cheekily at me as she worked oil into the leather. When she was done, the groom who wanted to fuck me slipped her finger inside my pussy, eliciting my loud gasp and a tightly clenched pussy around her finger.

Gabriel eyeballed her, looking irritated.

“What, Master? She needs her clitoris lubricated as well. I’d use my tongue but can’t reach up there.”

While staring lovingly into my eyes, Candice fingered my clitoris expertly, dragging the swollen pink nub from side to side for as long as she could before Gabriel shot her a warning look.

Candice reluctantly removed her finger from pleasuring me and mocked a bratty, sad, downturned smile. Gabriel came closer, staring at my pussy that clenched tightly on and off the dildo that was already working its magic.

“Lubricate the whole shaft and stretch your pussy until comfortable.”

“How do I do that, Gabriel?”

“Ride the cock, of course. How else?”

Candice grinned at me while I slowly dragged my pussy up the slick length, fucking the dildo. I was amazed at Rex’s calm; it was almost like he knew any movement was crucial to my enjoyment, and he was saving it.

When I sunk back down onto the synthetic cock and sighed, Gabriel gripped the fingers of one hand, squeezing tightly for reasons I couldn’t fathom. I leaned forward and softly pressed my clitoris against the dimpled patch, pinching my pink nub clean out of her protective hood, gasping, and then roaring with pleasure.

I almost slid sideways off and used Gabriel’s hand to steady myself. I glanced down at the rough leather patch in amazement at its profound and perfectly stimulating effect on me; then I looked at Candice, who grinned and winked.

“You are a natural at this, Olivia.”

“This is a truly amazing sexual experience.”

“Every girl should have one.”

“Of a certain age, yes.”

“Debateable, Olivia.”

Gabriel walked away from me and into Sapphire’s stall. The mare was ready to go, so my Master mounted her, nodded at me, and kicked his mare in the flanks, setting off. When I tapped Rex, his first step set me alight and on the way towards an orgasm.

Rex’s side-to-side gait caused me to be fucked by the dildo with around a one-inch stroke without me trying. My pussy was full because where the dildo lacked significant length, it made up for in immense girth that pressed hard against my soft tissue walls, stretching my fuck hole wide.

Once out of the stables, I drew up alongside Gabriel, and he smiled.

“How does it feel, Olivia?”

“Rex is indirectly fucking me, and it feels so good.”

“You are in control.”

“It’s an amazing feeling.”

“Take your first orgasm at a walk, then we’ll trot, and you can squeeze out a nice, long multiple climax. You’ll sleep well tonight. I promise.”

Candice took Rex’s crownpiece and led him forward at a slow pace. It was a matter of safety, and she would stay in control of my horse throughout our ride, leading in case help was needed and simmering down my stallion should I become incapacitated through orgasm.

I was being sexually gratified meters away from a man I desperately wanted to fuck, and he seemed as dispassionate about me as it was possible to be. I slid my cunt up the dildo while staring at Gabriel with a deeply furrowed brow and gasping uncontrollably.

Nothing.

Then Rex kicked sideways as I slid down the artificial cock, and the saddle rose to meet me, thumping the dildo solidly as far inside my pussy as it could go. My swollen, throbbing cunt lips ground hard into the leather saddle. I screamed, and Gabriel looked concerned.

“Are you okay, Olivia?”

“Far too okay. I won’t last much longer before I cum.”

“The saddle helps soothe and satisfy you. Grind all of your troubles into the leather.”

“I fucking need it… sorry, that slipped out.”

“Swearing is okay when you are being fucked. It’s precisely when your potty mouth should go into overdrive.

“Oh my… I’m leaking so heavily. Do you want a taste, Master?”

“Don’t tease me, Olivia.”

“I’m serious. You say the word, and I’ll slide off this cock and onto yours in a heartbeat.”

“Stop being so naughty.”

I reached down between my legs with a cupped hand and slid my fingers along my slit, parting both trembling labia wide. When I lifted out of the saddle and scooped out my pussy cream, I held a hand high and showed it to Gabriel as a sticky, lewd coating before kicking Rex towards him and offering it.

Gabriel flinched; his eyes widened, and nostrils flared. I saw his resolve cave in just enough to encourage me. He stared at my outstretched hand with cream-coated fingertips glistening in the sun.

Candice watched agog and inhaled sharply, staring at my audacious moment.

Then Gabriel tasted the real woman that desperately wanted him. If biology had a way to code my pussy juices to my Master, then it had done so. He leaned forward and tasted me in front of Candice, who giggled, clapped joyfully, and skipped away, giving us a private moment.

I was incandescent with pleasure and joy. A cock was buried deep inside me while the man I desperately wanted fed on my hormones out of the palm of my hand, well, almost.

Gabriel sucked my fingers into his mouth, and I fed him the pussy cream I wished to slather all over his cock. He grinned, licked, and sucked my digits clean, moaning almost imperceptibly before releasing them with a popping sound.

He savored my juices and stared down at the floor for almost a minute, nodding and whimpering his pleasure. Then Gabriel eyeballed me and pointed in front with a boyish grin.

“That’s enough play time, Olivia. Let’s walk on and bring this ride to a climax.”

“Yes, Master.”

It was a critical moment for me. Gabriel had done to me what he had never done to others. He’d indulged in finger play with me twice, had taken my orgasm once, and now, the riding master had licked my pussy juices in front of another girl. If I disrespected him, it would be construed as my being over-familiar, and, therefore, I would be back to square one.

It was time for me to be a genuinely good girl.

Candice returned, beaming from ear to ear as though she were happy for both of us. When Gabriel caught her eye, she turned serious, gripped Rex’s crownpiece, and led my steed forward.

I immediately slumped in the saddle, enjoying the significant movement of Rex’s rump as it swayed from side to side, up and down, gently causing the dildo to fuck me relentlessly. I moaned loudly while patting the side of my horse, soothing him and accelerating my pace toward an orgasm.

I saw Gabriel from the corner of my eye. He pointed into the distance, and Candice broke into a jog, making Rex trot behind her, and me scream with joy as I polished the saddle with my swollen pussy lips every time my cunt slid down the latex cock.

After four hundred meters of me losing control, writhing, and riding the saddle cock, I was in a fabulous rhythm. My pussy stretched wide open, and I managed to rock forward just enough on the downward stroke to get purchase for my swollen, sticky pink nub on the dimpled clitoris patch.

My legs were strong in the stirrups, making sure my ass didn’t slam down too hard, thereby damaging my pussy, and gradually, I scraped my sticky pink nub across the dimpled road to heaven.

When I orgasmed, Candice ran faster for around a minute, wringing every drop of my orgasm out while I creamed and screamed, soaking my saddle with unicorn pee while grinding my clitoris on its oiled patch of delight.

I gripped the latex cock hard in powerful pussy muscles, squeezing that pleasurable filling, wishing it was my Master as I closed my eyes, grunting in such joy as I had never felt while being fucked. Candice slowed down gradually, bringing me off climax peak, making sure I didn’t drop into a chasm or become hurt by overstimulation.

Gabriel leaped off his horse, grabbed a pack of moist wipes, and helped me to dismount Rex. I slid into his arms, an incoherent orgasmic wreck, giggling, whimpering, and choking on inadequately formed words.

While my master reached down into my crotch, cleaning my sore labia gently, pocketing the used tissues, I threw my arms around him, nuzzling my mouth into his neck, ear, and side of his face.

I saw Candice unzip her riding breeches crotch, expertly mount Rex, and gasp, then show her extreme pleasure in a joyous expression as she sank down on the dildo I had creamed. She whirled my stallion to one side, and I watched, mouth agape, while the stunning blonde-haired groom galloped Rex across a field, fucking herself on the most fantastic saddle I had ever enjoyed.

“She knows how to ride that saddle, Olivia. If you keep up the great work, you will too.”

“I hope so, Gabriel.”

Once Gabriel layered my panties with a heavy flow liner he brought with him. He mounted his mare, sitting uncomfortably behind, hauling me into her saddle. I was still in a daze when he spurred his horse forward to a canter with his loving arms holding me tight.

“Snuggle into me as though we were lovers just having finished making love.”

“I wish.” 


Chapter Six

Constant Evolution

◆◆◆

When we returned to the stables, Gabriel gently lowered me from Sapphire’s saddle. I felt sore and tired but gathered my resolve, proving I was up to any challenge. My discomfort worsened when I helped tidy the stables and put the horses to bed at the end of a long day.

I was exhausted from the fine fucking I had in the saddle, but that wasn’t all. My pussy lips felt sore because I ground them and my clitoris hard against the leather stimulation patch, possibly going at it a little too enthusiastically. After my first use of a fuck saddle, I well understood how much wear and tear those dimples received daily.

As I worked hard, glancing around the stables frequently, I noticed all the girls had zips in their riding breech crotches. The fuck saddles saw far more wear and tear than I had initially imagined. There was a scheduling system on a small whiteboard outside the riding master’s office, where girls booked their day and time, named a horse, and wrote their name beside it.

Late in the day, Gabriel did his rounds, checking on horses and grooms as they finished work and left for home. He made his way up to me, helping shift the last hay bales from a late delivery.

“You look exhausted, Olivia.”

“It’s been an enjoyable couple of days.”

“You mean tiring, right?”

“Yes, but my stay here has been great fun and very rewarding.”

“You’ve been here almost three days and completely transformed. I haven’t seen that happen so profoundly before.”

“This environment is what I needed.”

I swelled with pride at his casual praise. Gabriel’s view of me had become my life’s most important influencing factor. He was kind, firm when needed, and fearless in dishing out a thrashing one minute or a compliment the next.

He nodded towards his stable’s administrative hub.

“Get a coffee in the common room and relax. I’ll drive you back to the school when I finish my final checks.”

“Thank you, Gabriel.”

I was shocked when I stepped into the common room to get coffee. While Ethan sat on the edge of our long wooden community table, Candice was on her knees with her head rising and falling in his lap. I looked more closely and saw her lips were very tightly clenched around her fellow groom’s shaft, sliding expertly up and down it.

Candice’s lips kissed his pubic bone on every descent. Her slurping, choking, and bobbing head sounded and looked terrific, instantly rejuvenating my energy and libido.

Ethan waved at me, groaning in ecstasy while grinning lasciviously, obviously enjoying Candice’s wild and expert delectation of his cock.

“Hey, Olivia, how was your ride on Rex?”

“It was amazing, Ethan. Sorry to disturb you. I wanted to get coffee.”

“Go ahead and help yourself. This happens all the time when the girls return from riding a saddle dildo. They all want cock right away. Candice prefers sucking guys off, and I’m not one to turn such a beautiful girl down.”

“Especially when she’s so desperate, right?”

“You learn fast, Olivia. Do you want a go on my cock?”

“I’ll hard pass on that, sweetheart.”

“I heard you fed Gabriel your cream.”

I was taken aback by his lewd comment, simultaneously realizing how much the grooms must gossip and how casually any sex act was accepted. Being in the room with them felt indiscreet, but Granger Hall stables and the school were a revelation by the minute.

“Yes. Yes… I did, but it was just a moment, you know? It didn’t mean anything.”

“Gabriel never did that before, Olivia. What else have you and he been up to?”

“Nothing at all.”

“Did he fuck you?”

“No.”

“Did he do anything else? Did Gabriel lick your pussy or maybe finger fuck it?”

“No. Will you fuck off with the personal and indiscrete questions and enjoy Candice sucking your cock?”

I was getting angry. My training program and the treatment I received from my Master and Mrs. Granger were none of Ethan’s business, and I wanted to give him a piece of my mind. I counted to ten, breathing deeply, and forced back my fiery wrath.

“Did you give him head then? Do tell us, Olivia.”

“No, I fucking didn’t. Gabriel isn’t interested in me that way and has behaved like a gentleman.”

“Well, Gabriel licking your pussy juice off your fingers is a significant moment, and he didn’t care who knew, or it wouldn’t have happened in front of Candice. Maybe you’ll be his first.”

“First, what?”

“First stable girl or pupil, our riding master fucks.”

“You have better things to do than gossip, Ethan. Enjoy your blowjob.”

I wasn’t about to tell anyone my Master had sat me on his lap and wanked me off to a beautiful sunrise. Even if I were to confide in someone, I would be especially cautious about gossiping with the grooms. I walked to the hospitality area, past the fellatio masterclass.

When I reached for the coffee pot and poured myself a full mug, I was transfixed by how Candice deep-throated Ethan with such consummate ease. She stopped sucking his cock for a moment and grinned at me with a long drool of saliva cascading through a dimple and off the end of her chin.

She kept pumping his cock with a tightly clenched fist.

“Do you want to join me, Olivia? We can share Ethan’s salty load. Maybe one of us could take the whole lot, and then we could kiss and share that way.”

“It’s very appealing, but no thanks.”

“When you suck Master Gabriel’s cock, remember -  tilt your head far back to make a straight line from the lips down your throat. That’s the easiest way to allow a guy to face fuck you. Oh… and jiggle the balls when he’s ready to cum.”

“I won’t be sucking Master Gabriel’s cock.”

“Well, if you do, just remember what I told you.”

“Thanks. I’ll write it in my journal.”

Candice got right back on Ethan’s quivering cock where she left off, sliding her tightly clenched lips down his gnarly shaft. He panted like a steam train and screwed his face up with the desperate look of a man skating the orgasmic edge of a girl’s excellent tongue.

When I poured milk into my coffee, Ethan grunted, rammed his cock deep down Candice’s throat, and sprayed his cream onto her tonsils. She deep-throated him so comfortably, considering her swain’s cock was around seven inches long and nicely thick around the girth.

Ethan cupped the back of Candice’s head, thumping his glans down her throat like he was fucking a tight pussy. His semen squelched in her mouth as his shaft rode her lips, tongue, and windpipe. I marveled at how she gathered all his seed and swallowed, even though she spilled another long drool onto the floor.

I backed out of the common room, feeling my sore pussy lips engorge and dampen with more sticky hormones that tickled and itched slightly. I needed to shower and apply healing cream to an increasingly uncomfortable quim because my panty gusset was fast becoming no man’s land, metaphorically and literally.

While Ethan raised on his tiptoes, shuddering wildly, Candice cleaned the creamy mess from the end of his cock while wanking its base with short, sharp jerks. I shook my head, turned at the door, and waved.

“I’ll see you guys tomorrow.”

“Bye, Olivia.”

I backed into Gabriel, spun around, and jumped like a startled rabbit, spilling my coffee and almost dropping my mug. He held me gently, making sure I didn’t trip, chuckling at my awkwardness with a beautiful smile on his gorgeous face.

“Sorry, Master.”

“It’s okay. Let’s go outside. It seems the common room is in use.”

“Did you hear what went on in there?”

“Yes. I heard everything.”

“Oh my.”

I followed Gabriel outside and across to his truck. He quickly messaged someone on his phone before opening the passenger door and helping me inside.

“I asked Alice to draw you a bath.”

“That’s nice, but why did you do that?”

“Do you feel uncomfortable, Olivia?”

“Yes.”

“Then we should make your discomfort our priority. Have a bath first; then I’ll have Alice apply lotion for your chapped lips afterward.”

I bit my bottom lip hard, releasing the rising sexual tension I felt. I so badly wanted Gabriel to make a pass at me and take what I desperately wanted to give him. I ground my thighs together, gently easing pressure, warming my aching pussy in the hope she might finally enjoy some proper cock action.

When we reached the school, Gabriel hopped out of his truck, ran around, and opened my door. I smiled as I climbed into his arms, happy he was kind and attentive.

“Are you worried about me, Master?”

“I’m not so worried because I know you can take care of yourself. I care about you, and I have responsibilities.”

“And yet you push me away all the time.”

“How so?”

“I am constantly throwing myself at you, and the best I get is a fingering?”

“Let’s get you into the bathtub where you can relax.”

I couldn’t blame Gabriel for ignoring my needy pleas. He cradled me upstairs to my bedroom, where I undressed. I had no issue with him seeing me naked because I had been fully exposed so many times already. When I strolled toward the bathroom, he stopped me, kneeling to inspect the welts on my ass cheeks.

“These stripes are healing nicely.”

“I’m applying aloe vera three times daily.”

“Good girl. It is important to heal properly.”

“So that you can thrash me again?”

“I haven’t done so yet.”

“No, but you promised to. My potty mouth, remember.”

“I never said you were to be thrashed. I said you were to be punished.”

“I haven’t been punished, Master. Did you forget to chastise me?”

“Punishment is the infliction of a penalty, Olivia.”

“I know of no such penalty having been handed out.”

“Perhaps when you reflect on it, something might occur to you. Run along and bathe. I will wait for you here.”

“There is a chair in the bathroom, Gabriel. Please join me.”

He followed me into the bathroom while I tried to figure out what possible penalty was inflicted unbeknownst to me. I slipped into the bath slowly, squealing and sighing while curling up my toes. My ass welts stung, then my pussy lips, but when those pains subsided, I sighed heavily as the heat and steam soothed me.

“You have been out of the saddle for a while, Olivia.”

“Yes. I used to ride daily, then it became three times a week, and finally, with all of my father’s demands on my time, I went months between rides. I’ll confess never to having enjoyed that saddle style before, though.”

“The dildo saddle is unique to my stables. Most girls love it because they can fuck while riding their favorite horse. If a girl is married or dating, it’s a great opportunity to enjoy a kinky sex activity without stepping out on their commitment or vows.”

“Moral values hold a very different meaning at Granger Hall, Gabriel.”

“Yes, they do.”

“Then why are you so stubborn about not dating the stable girls or school pupils?”

“Who said I haven’t?”

“Everyone says you have never fucked a single girl here. Are you gay? Can I ask that?”

“You can ask, and no, I am not gay.”

Gabriel looked thoughtful, and finally, he completely relaxed in my presence. He stretched his legs far, leaned back, and rotated his neck, squeezing out kinks and strains. When he sighed, I felt happy, knowing a revelation was coming.

“You were very discrete about me in the common room, Olivia. I heard Ethan interrogate you about what I had done to you.”

“I don’t kiss and tell.”

“We never kissed.”

“Okay. I don’t let a boy finger me and tell everyone about it afterward… happy?”

“I’m hardly a boy.”

“You are only ten years older than me.”

“What is your point, Olivia?”

“Even when I was gangbanged at my father’s stables, I never told anyone. The men who fucked and used me did, and then my father told Mrs. Granger, who told you, and the others here.”

“The grooms found out from your father’s staff. They never heard about it from me or Mrs. Granger. It was explained to Chastity and Alice but only to help formulate your curriculum.”

“Thank you, Gabriel.”

“Thank you too, Olivia. You could have blabbed about me fingering and tasting you.”

We had a moment of tenderness when our moods aligned, and Gabriel felt like my friend, mentor, and trusted confidant. I soaked up the heat from a wonderful, lemon-infused bath while enjoying the silence between growing friends.

“We could date, Gabriel.”

“Oh, come on, now, not this again?”

“Why not?”

“I tried this before when I first arrived here. For two weeks, a girl who attended the school took me for a fool. She graduated and left without ever taking my calls. I vowed never again. I’m not to be trifled with, Olivia.”

“She was a fool.”

“I was the fool.”

I stood up, posing seductively as much of a simple, submissive girl as I could be, staring at a boy I desperately wanted. For a moment, Gabriel was just a boy, and I felt a fleeting, exciting chance that feelings might be caught as my blood warmed and forced through a pounding heart, surging through my body like a raging bull.

Then, Gabriel wrapped me in a towel, turned, and walked away. I grinned at his back, knowing his cock was hard and that he wanted to fuck me. I was on the home straight and not minded about bowing out of the race.

“You have a dinner with Mrs. Granger tonight. She has other guests.”

“What sort of guests?”

“Women who are very keen to meet you.”

“Oh dear, Gabriel.”

“What is it?”

“Am I expected to give service?”

“Do you want to?”

“Do you want me to, Gabriel?”

I stared hotly into his eyes, challenging his answer, having played all my cards, hoping and praying that he might finally crack. Gabriel’s face was as stoic as I’d seen it, and my heart slowly sank beyond the horizon until darkness shrouded my soul.

“I will be there too, Olivia.”

“Oh. Do you provide service as well?”

“I am not one of Mrs. Granger’s bulls.”

“Then why are you coming to dinner?”

“To engage in polite conversation and help serve you.”

“Serve me? What does that mean?”

“I’ll hold you in a cradle with your back to my chest so that one lucky lady can feed on your pussy.”

“Holy fuck, that’s weird.”

“It’s hedonistic, not weird. Enjoying yourself sexually isn’t something to be ashamed about. There are limits to how that is done, especially where feelings are involved, but it’s unlikely those emotions will be challenged this evening.”

“You mean no guys will fuck me?”

“That feels like a boundary for you, am I right?”

“Yes. Dildos, masturbation, even oral sex I can manage without feeling much guilt, but the next semen load inside my pussy will be from a man who loves me.”

“Is that a red line?”

“Yes.”

“Then you have evolved, Olivia.”

“In less than three days, yes, I have, and I feel proud of myself.”

“What if your husband wishes for a more expanded sex life? Will your red line still hold?”

“I will always submit to my husband’s wishes, but only if he would die for and respect me.”

“You learn very quickly, girl.”

“You teach very well, Master.”

He regarded me with a lingering, appreciative eye, focusing on my hair, eyes, and face. I deliberately allowed my towel to fall, but Gabriel only stared deeper into my eyes, ignoring my nakedness. His eyes smoldered, and I shivered until he picked up my towel and drew it around my shoulders.

“I’ll ask Alice to come upstairs and help you dress.”

“What shall I wear?”

“Alice will help you.”

Gabriel left, and once again, I felt dejected. Alice swept into the room, all smiles and hurry, but when she saw my expression and the tears in my eyes, my room maid closed the bedroom door and hugged me.

“Have you fallen in love with Master Gabriel?”

“Yes. Am I that pathetically obvious?“

“It is not bad to be in love with such a wonderful man, Olivia. He likes you too.”

“But that is as far as it goes. I know I turn him on, but he doesn’t love me; in fact, I doubt Master Gabriel has any feelings for me.”

“Gabriel respects you. He respects every pupil because deep down he wants to help, but there is a different connection between you and him.”

“I feel I have turned a corner since arriving here.”

“There are three types of girls we have here, Olivia. They all start as you did.”

“Sluts?”

“I don’t use that word because it doesn’t really help.”

Alice removed my towel and gently pushed me onto the bed. When I lay down, she stood before me, placed her palms on my knees, and spread them wide apart, smiling like a girlfriend visiting for a sleepover.

“What are you doing, Alice?”

“Repairing your chapped lips with Vulva Balm.”

“Should I rub it on?”

“Would you prefer to do it yourself, or should I help?”

I stared into her eyes and saw friendship with a hint of sleaze. My lesbian tendency had been dragged to the fore when Catherine Granger fed me her tasty pussy through a queening stool. I wanted to explore girls further without commitment, and this innocuous healing ritual seemed innocent enough. 

“Do you mind handling my treatment, Alice?”

“It would be my pleasure. Make sure you wipe this cream off before anyone licks your pussy tonight, or they won’t enjoy the flavor.”

“It’s so fucking decadent.”

“I think you mean hedonistic. Decadent is sleazy. Hedonistic is self-indulgent.”

“Yes. I’m learning how words matter very quickly.”

“You are the best pupil I’ve ever known to come through here.”

Alice kneeled with her lips inches away from my pussy. I wanted her to lick me, but after my conversation with Gabriel, I needed clarification on a few points first. When my maid fingered out a thick balm coating and applied it to the outer flap of each wrinkled labia, I winced, then smiled and sighed.

“You mentioned there were three types of sluts who come through here.”

“I referred to them as girls. You used the term sluts.”

“Sorry.”

“The first type is the girl who never learns. She fights through lessons, from her induction spanking to graduation, which she barely deserves. They fuck every boy and girl possible and make fools out of themselves.”

“That might have been me before I went across Rex’s back.”

“Exactly.”

“What is the next type?”

“That’s the girl who whines and cries a great deal. She’ll tell you a lesson has been learned when it is not, constantly shout out her safeword, cry, moan, and seek attention using every possible ploy. These are the self pitier’s, cheats, and liars. The worst kind of girls if you ask me.”

“And the third type of girl?”

“They go into the first thrashing and cunnilingus feed full of hubris, anger, and moxie. Then, after licking Mrs. Granger’s pussy with thrashed welts across their ass cheeks, they suddenly calm down.”

“Then what happens, Alice?”

“The girl grasps the nettle and soaks every lesson like a sponge. She changes, mostly over the full two-week course of instruction, gathering her wits and natural ability and changing everyone’s mind about her. That’s you, my dear.”

Alice was fingering me properly, working the balm into every nook and cranny around my pussy, rubbing gently. I was turned on, and my labia were swollen and damp. I trembled inside my hole. She rubbed gently, making sure the cream was fully absorbed, completely ignoring the juices leaking out of my hole.

She pinched my clitoris between her forefinger and thumb, licking her lips with ever-widening eyes staring hungrily at my pussy, occasionally glancing at my face with affection writ large on hers. When she dragged my clitoris from side to side, I gasped, arched my back deeply, and enjoyed her frigging me.

When Alice slid a finger inside my fuck hole, I gasped, and she giggled. I wanted to knead my breasts, tweak my nipples, and have her finger bang me to completion.

Suddenly, Alice withdrew all finger service, and I groaned, baking over the hot embers of a rising orgasmic fire. 

“That’s enough, Olivia. You must dress and be ready.”

“I want more.”

“If you had no further activities today, I would ask you to choose a strap-on or vibrator, and I would fuck you for as long as you wished.”

“Why don’t you do exactly that right now, please?”

“You need Master Gabriel’s permission. Also, you must be somewhere else very soon.”

“You are right. Sorry.”

I breathed in sharply when I saw my dress because it was absolutely stunning. The fabric was stretchy, costly, and kind to the skin. I looked around, surprised that no other garments were provided.

“Where is my lingerie, Alice?”

“There is none for this evening. This dress is far too tight to wear with panties or bra, and you won’t need any of that for long after dessert is cleared away.”

“Gabriel says he cradles me in his arms while a woman licks my pussy.”

“The highest bidder wins the cunnilingus prize, Olivia. That’s you.”

“You mean I am being auctioned off tonight?”

“It’s all done for charity. Two dozen of Mrs. Granger’s best friends attend this dinner. Each pays two thousand dollars. During the evening, they spend time with you, then bid separately in a sealed tender for the opportunity to lick your pussy.”

“What is the charity?”

“All money goes to the local children’s hospital ward.”

“Oh fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Olivia?”

“Who can refuse the children?”

“The most ever raised in one night was sixty thousand dollars. That’s for the dinner and the girl.”

“That’s a lot of money to buy an opportunity to give a girl cunnilingus.”

“Once the winner is finished with you, Mrs. Granger provides her with two bulls and a bedroom.”

“Some people have more money than sense.”

“It’s for the children, Olivia.”

“Yes, sorry, I forgot.”

I wore a bombshell Agent Provocateur corset reimagined as a dress. The figure-hugging fit was taken to the next level with an all-the-way-down lace-up back, meaning my silhouette was always showcased to perfection.

“This dress is all about the curves, Olivia. Corset-style boning at the bodice achieves the shape. Few girls could squeeze into this dress and pull it off, but you are perfect.”

“Who will undress me tonight?”

“Master Gabriel, of course.”

Alice strolled around my body, working on the adjustable lace-up back with a scant modesty panel. When I was pulled tight, everything felt comfortable, and I had no problems seeing how the process of untying me would be achieved. With a tug and a slide of his fingers, Gabriel would open me up, and I would shrug before he peeled off the dress and hoist me as a prize.

When Gabriel collected me from outside the school’s front door, I smiled sweetly, leaped into his truck, and slammed the door, noticing his wince.

“Sorry, Master.”

“It’s okay. Do you have any problems or concerns about tonight, Olivia?”

“None at all.”

“You are being auctioned as a prize.”

“I know. It’s in a good cause.”

“And you have no problem with the sale process or with what will be done to you afterward?”

“Do you have a problem with me doing this, Gabriel?”

I stared at him with passion blazing in my eyes and face, reflecting a high excitement and my excessive arousal. Alice had fingered me, and from the conversation we had, I learned a few things about Gabriel and me.

“It is for the children, and I feel the activity should be fun for you, Olivia.”

“I shall trust you, Master, and enter the auction with a good heart, presenting my best foot forward.”

“Good girl.”

“Yes, I know I am.”


Chapter Seven

Auctioning  A Lady

◆◆◆

I sat beside a man I believed myself to be in love with, who was driving me to the auction of my pussy. My life could be more surreal, and the irony touched me with humor, sadness, and arousal.

I wanted to experience being sold off and used within polite boundaries, but I would prefer to belong to my Master throughout. He would be a sound, emotional anchorage to which I could cling, leave, and safely return.

I squinted at him, feeling disgraced in a most lewd and sexual manner.

“Am I a free-use slut, Gabriel.”

“You are neither a slut, nor is this evening’s enjoyment of you in any way free.”

“But you take my point, right?”

“Your perception is skewed by a moral code society declares to be a norm. If it were not so, breaking a taboo, such as you are doing this evening, would not be such fun.”

“Am I a girl having fun then?”

“You are entertaining yourself and others while raising money for a good cause. Are you not entertained, Olivia?”

“I feel aroused but a little shocked at what I have agreed to.”

Gabriel drove his truck slowly through the beautiful Granger Estate grassland and forest under a starry night that felt perfect for a couple’s walk. Sadly, that wasn’t my fate this evening. Instead, right now, a prospectus of tasteful glossy photographs of me that I had approved of was being shared with and perused by wealthy women who loved other women or just enjoyed experimenting with sex.

I was going to have my pussy licked in return for a pile of cash.

Gabriel looked gorgeous, with a bright sparkle of excitement flickering in his eyes and an adventurous slice of life rippling through his expression. He had dressed smartly for my auction, wearing a fine Tuxedo, a plain white shirt, and a black bow tie. We might have been a married couple going to a benefit, although, if we were, commando would not be my first choice in a dress so revealing as mine.

The vast gravel area outside the front of Granger Hall was full of expensive cars again. Unsurprisingly, many of the drivers were women, but regardless of gender, all were dressed in smart, sexually suggestive uniforms. They gathered in small groups around the best car models and chatted. They had all parked facing the house in four lines and six columns, so I figured twenty-four female passengers were as OCD-crippled as I was. 

We couldn’t be seen when Gabriel helped me out of the truck. I made sure to slip gently into his arms, smiling cutely, leaving him in no doubt of my genuine desire and preference. As he held me around my waist, touching him, I stared into his eyes, took his hand, and slowly forced it under the hem of my dress and onto my pussy.

“This pussy belongs to you until I graduate the school program and leave here.”

“And then what happens?”

“That’s up to you, Gabriel.”

“We shall see then.”

Surprisingly, Gabriel cupped my mound and squeezed gently, never averting his eyes from mine. I shimmered and shivered in the moonlight and felt myself rise onto a pedestal of his making while my body warmed on a surge of oxytocin and other beguiling hormones. My pussy trembled, engorging until I leaked shamefully into his palm.

He felt my tawdry cream and smiled lovingly as though coating his palm with sticky hormones was not only forgiven but desired. I fished out moist wipes from my clutch handbag and handed them to him.

“Alice applied a healing balm to my chapped pussy lips, and that must be cleaned off before I am sold and licked. Would you do the honors, please, Master?”

“Do you mean Alice fingered you and made a mess?”

“She did that too, and I didn’t back her off. Is it allowed?”

“Yes, of course, Alice can help you. Some fun is always a good thing when healing. Rubbing cream into a girl’s welts or healing her pussy lips after a fuck saddle ride stimulates nicely, and it’s a lovely way to end the day.”

“Have you healed many girls, Gabriel?”

“Just you and one other.”

“Really?”

“Disciplining young girls and teaching people equine skills is my life’s work, Olivia. In my time here at Granger Hall, I have learned so much about what makes people tick; it adds to my understanding of human and sexual behavior. I don’t take my responsibilities so lightly that I deliberately hurt girls without any benefit to them, nor do I take advantage of them sexually speaking.”

I knew Gabriel had referred to the girl who dumped him years ago after she finished her tuition program. His dedication to duty was admirable, if not a little hard to fathom at times, being surrounded by prime, damp pussy, but then, in an epiphany moment, the reason came to me.

“If you play with the pupils, you’ll become habituated to fucking them to the extent you can’t find happiness any other way.”

“Bingo! Well done, Olivia. Too much of a good thing is the road to unhappiness.”

“Do you date at all, Master?”

“Occasionally, like most men do. I take a girl to a restaurant, club, bar, or movie. I have cooked dinner for some dates at home as well. I’ve had girlfriends, but I am no man-whore.”

“Are you with someone right now?”

“Do you mean right now in this car park as I cup an incredibly firm, damp, and warm pussy that will soon be Lot One on tonight’s menu?”

“You knew what I meant, Gabriel.”

“I have no girlfriend. If I did, I wouldn’t have laid a finger on your pussy the way I have.”

I wanted so badly to kiss him that my pussy begged, screaming from the deep recesses of my naughty soul. Our lips were so close I felt his power surge across a couple of inches separating us, engorging mine, starting an orgasmic journey with a delicious tickle deep in my womb.

I basked in Gabriel’s overwhelming sexual being and smelled his manly aroma, laced with precum that I hoped was leaking into his boxer briefs while his cock pressed hard against my stomach.

“I would fuck you right now, Master.”

“In front of all these people?”

“They could witness me sucking your cock and swallowing every drop of your seed.”

“You are getting out of control, young lady.”

“Far from it, Gabriel. I have never been more in control.”

Gabriel eyed me with passion and wonder. He looked like a man who craved to take me, but for how long after he had me for the first time would I retain him? I couldn’t tell. I was caving to my submissive persona like a sandcastle swept away by a rising tide. My positivity and inner strength remained, so I was less worried about feeling compliant and more confident I was becoming true to myself and could manage being a submissive.

In a moment of worry, I considered what might have appealed to Gabriel as a naughty girl who needed fixing three days ago. Once I became a tame version of that willful scamp, my luster might dull.

What could I do except be true to my nature?

“What can I expect to happen inside the dining room, Master?”

“The women who pay for dinner here are all Mrs. Granger’s good friends and are very nice. They are also eye-wateringly wealthy, love to spend huge sums of cash on good causes, and enjoy the company of young girls, especially bratty ones.”

“Have I been advertised as bratty?”

“Tonight is billed as ‘dining on a lady.’”

“I am the lady?”

“You always were a lady. Some polishing was needed, and you mostly did that for yourself, Olivia. You learn and adapt quickly.”

“So… once a winning bid is announced, you will cradle me with my legs wide open in front of the victor, who gets to lick my pussy for as long as she wishes?”

“Yes.”

“The same pussy you are still holding tightly right now, Gabriel?”

“Should I release you?”

“Only if that is your wish.”

“It is not.”

“What if I cum?”

“In my hand right now?”

“No silly, inside on the end of a bidder’s tongue.”

“You must. Mrs. Granger will explain that to you.”

I was winning Gabriel over one inch at a time, even though I had no idea how much of the man lay beneath the surface of his steamy, smoldering shell. No matter how hard I ground my vulva onto his cock, I couldn’t tell how long or thick it was either. Even though time was getting on, I didn’t care about rushing into the house because it was enough that Gabriel gently held the prize I wanted him to have.

“Will you wipe me clean of the balm, please?”

“Of course.”

He took a moist wipe and kneeled before me while I leaned back against the hood side panel of a baby blue Bentley. I was surprised when Gabriel lifted each leg gently, placing my thighs over his shoulders as though he were about to give me cunnilingus.

He first cleaned my outer labia, tossed aside the wipe, picked out another from the pack, covered his finger, and circled my clitoris before sliding down my creamy slit while I trembled and leaked more shame.

Gabriel repeated the same three more times, always gently, carefully, and diligently cleaning me until I felt fresh and seemed perfectly hygienic for a stranger’s tongue.

“The balm Alice applied has healed you quickly, Olivia.”

“I wasn’t so badly mashed up down there. It was a light rash like a diaper causes to a baby. I’m all fixed now, but shouldn’t you taste me before we go inside?”

“Oh, you are a naughty girl.”

“That’s why I am here, Gabriel. I’m only asking so that we can be certain of my fresh and delicious flavor for whoever buys a taste.”

“So… in eating your pussy, I am just doing my job?”

“I believe so.”

I stared down and nodded cutely and enthusiastically, making light and fun of a sexy moment. Gabriel looked skeptical, but his nostrils twitched at my scent, so I knew he was tempted, if not addicted. I knew my Master enjoyed the flavor of my pussy, because he partook freely of it when any lesson offered a genuine opportunity for him to purloin a finger full.

The question was, would he go down on me right now?

When Gabriel gently peeled aside my swollen pussy lips with his thumbs, he flattened his tongue and plowed up my pink, creamy furrow with vim and vigor, determined to take whatever creamy treat lay there, tainted by moist wipe or not.

When he circled my clitoris with his tongue tip, clenched his lips around the base, and sucked her gently from a pool of protective skin, I realized my Master was an expert cunnilingus practitioner.

“Oh wow, Gabriel.”

“Does that feel nice?”

“Must you stop licking or even talk? You do amazing work in the silence of our tryst.”

“You know I must stop. We have business inside.”

Gabriel was poised to lick me again, and I wanted him so badly that my pussy creamed on a tiny orgasm flickering like the candle of my love deep inside my womb. I throbbed deep inside as though my lady temple wanted to enjoy a new visitor and firmly stamp his lifetime pass, even though my fuck hole had been well serviced on Rex’s saddle.

“They might want to rim you this evening, Olivia.”

“I don’t mind that, although I haven’t ever understood why some people enjoy licking ass so much.”

“Your anus has quite a few nerve endings in it, and it's part of human nature to give pleasure as well as to receive it. For some people, giving up their most taboo hole is part of a control issue; for others, they like to do it for the deviancy of the act.”

“Do you have a college degree in Psychology or something, Gabriel?”

“I have a Psychology Ph.D. My thesis was on the interplay of psychological, sociocultural, and biological factors in the development and expression of sexual attitudes and behaviors.”

“Fuck! I should have known.”

“How could you, Olivia? Like most girls who come here, you must have thought the school was all about kinky sex play and that I would fuck you every day.”

“I hoped so, but oh my, how I know differently now.”

“It’s like being a gynecologist. You wouldn’t be a very good one if you fucked every patient.”

“It’s true, but what about this sexy auction? How does that fit into your desire to fix a broken me?”

“You must have fun and discover your true sexuality, Olivia, and based on the wonderful flavor I just enjoyed, I’d say you were looking forward to this evening’s entertainment.”

“I am, but I harbor feelings of guilt and shame right now.”

“Because of me?”

“Yes.”

“You must learn to compartmentalize between feelings of love and those of lust.”

Gabriel released my legs carefully, ensuring both feet were well-planted on the floor before offering me a hand to right myself. I was slowly figuring out the complex man who took his work at the school and duties toward me with the utmost seriousness.

I held his hand like we were a couple, but I knew others would only see a Master and his submissive pupil. That didn’t matter to me because I was still in the game, and Gabriel might be turning my way.

As we walked into the immense Granger Hall dining room, light applause, broad smiles, chatter about me, appreciative looks, and polite waves consumed my audience, lifting me onto a pedestal. I immediately recognized the beautifully laid dining table service was Royal Copenhagen Flora Danica; each piece was hand-made by skilled artisans with access to the source designs.

Gabriel led me to the foot of the table, where a wooden staircase reached from the floor to table height. I took my cue from my Master’s eyes and his nod, slipped off my heels, and stepped onto the table, facing Mrs. Granger, who was at its head, twelve dinner places on each side away. 

I slung my heels over a shoulder, left them dangling from a finger, and walked seductively, making sure each potential pussy licking auction guest got a great look at my face, figure, and up my skirt. When I reached Mrs. Granger, I crouched, making sure she got an eyeful of my pussy between knees spread politely open, and I leaned forward, whispering.

“Am I pleasing to you, Mistress?”

“You look good enough to eat, Olivia.”

“So do you, Catherine.”

“Don’t be a tease.”

“Should I parade up and down the catwalk again, Mistress?”

“I would like that very much, young lady.”

“As you wish.”

I returned to Gabriel’s end of the table, enjoying how his eyes feasted on me, all of me. The ladies bidding on my favor were beautiful and aged appropriately for my sexual preference, falling between my mother and grandmother. There was not one woman in the room I would reject, and I thoroughly enjoyed presenting myself to each one, making sure they got a good look.

When I turned again, light, polite applause rose from both sides of my catwalk, and a tiny bead of arousal accumulated on the wrinkled edge of my pussy lips before gathering sufficient weight to challenge gravity and roll onto my thighs, beginning a journey to freedom.

When I returned to Mrs. Granger and crouched again, she grinned at me affectionately, and I thought, with some measure of pride. She pressed a palm against the inside of each thigh and spread me wide open, staring at my glistening, trembling pussy.

I wanted her to lick me right then and there as I caught a whiff of my arousal, further igniting my senses. She pulled the tiniest bit on her lip, then licked both, eyeballing my clit and the creamy slit someone would enjoy before the night was through.

“You are such a good girl, Olivia.”

“Shall I go again, Mistress?”

“One last time for your adoring fans, please.”

I made the journey to Gabriel and back to Mrs. Granger again, with eyes only for him, even to the extent I turned my head around, shooting back flirting looks. Some cheering rose on this leg of my catwalk relay, adding weight to the tawdry bead racing down my thigh.

I was a submissive. That much was certain. I think I knew it after sliding off Rex’s back with a well-thrashed ass by my Master’s hand. Since then, I wanted his approval and to make him proud. Gabriel had consented to my being someone’s cunnilingus dessert, and I would enjoy that for myself because he wanted me to. 

I was pleased when Catherine helped me off the table to a rousing cheer, seating me beside her because I enjoyed her company. She kissed both my cheeks and looked excited.

“I see you were staining, my dear.”

“You noticed my shame, Mrs. Granger?”

“I notice everything, especially a thin sliver of shining delight adorning an exquisite lady’s perfectly silken smooth skin.”

“You always make me feel special. Even in a filthy stable while I am eating your pussy.”

“Open your legs wide, please, Olivia, so that I may sample the merchandise.”

While everyone settled and a first course of fish soup was ladled into each exquisitely hand-painted floral design bowl, I obediently spread my knees wide apart. Catherine Granger’s fingers felt soft and were well practiced in laying with a girl’s pussy, sliding along my inner thigh and past the shameful trail of my sticky pussy dew puddle.

When she reached them, Catherine eased my swollen labia apart, eliciting my shiver and a deep-rooted pleasure that surged through my reproductive organs. She fed two fingers inside my pussy entrance, hooking both forward while smiling sweetly and making polite conversation. When she swirled her digits around inside me, harvesting my cream, I grinned and clenched tightly, squeezing hard.

“Did you enjoy Gabriel’s saddle today?”

“Very much. Is he the designer?”

“Yes.”

“Does your daughter Kate enjoy these womanly pleasures?”

“God, no. Kate wouldn’t dream of it. Only my daughter Claire goes anywhere near the stables you attend. We have much smaller family stables closer to the house.”

Catherine was fingering my fuck hole, being the fourth person inside me in one day. I felt hedonistic but not sleazy as she gathered a scoop full of my pussy juice. She grinned at me and raised an eyebrow, indicating I was being willful.

“Okay, Olivia, you’ve proven how tight your pussy is; now, please be a good girl and relax your muscles so I can coat my fingers in your sticky cream.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“The bidders want a verdict on you, my dear.”

“That’s worrying.”

‘You need not be concerned. Every woman and one man in this room want to fuck you.”

“Do you think Gabriel does too?”

“You worry too much, Olivia. Is there anything you specifically wish to know?”

“I asked Gabriel about what happens if I orgasm when a lady licks me.”

“You must let go. Are you particularly messy?’

“Very much. I squirt like a fire engine.”

“That’s perfect. Try limiting yourself to three-second bursts because that’s roughly a mouthful.”

Amid my disbelief about the entire scene, I relaxed while Catherine swirled both fingers around inside me one more time, scooping out a healthy load. Deep inside my pussy, I marinated and enjoyed the occasional desirous glances from potential buyers that lifted my self-esteem.

When Catherine Granger removed her glistening fingers from my pussy, I was surprised that, in doing so, she attracted little attention to herself. She observed both translucent-coated digits from close-up, sniffed my essence deeply through flaring, twitching nostrils, and smiled approvingly.

When she licked, sucked, and swallowed my pussy cream reverently, her ear-to-ear grin and enthused nod of approval said it all.

My pussy would sell for a fortune.

“This young lady is ripe and tastes of the god’s nectar. Friends, Olivia is our first ten out of ten girl, and I declare her pussy open for bidding.”

They all politely cheered, and I realized every one of those twenty-four women knew I was being sampled but gave me and my Mistress privacy to observe an honored tradition. I was impressed that they had fooled me by engaging so heavily in one another that I thought a tawdry moment with my Mistress was a private one.

I smiled, somewhat embarrassed and red-faced, as a polite cheer went up in my honor. Gabriel was the only man in the room, conversing with a woman at the end of the table, and I will confess to feeling jealous. She was the oldest in the room, probably eighty-something, sprightly, with an experienced spark of love etched in her face and eyes.

I found myself imagining how well she might lick my pussy until Catherine Granger leaned heavily into me, giggling like a schoolgirl, dragging my filthy mind back into the real world.

“Are you wondering who the winner might be?”

“Yes.”

“I felt the same way the first time.”

“Have you been auctioned off too?”

“I have fucked most of the women in here, as has Richard, my husband.”

“What about their husbands?”

“I have fucked them too. Swinging, threesomes, and gangbangs are such fun when you are among friends who become lovers.”

“I wondered if there was a male version of this event.”

“There is, but it is not for you, Olivia.”

“Why not?”

“I see how you look at Master Gabriel, and I know, from all reports, you have deliberately steered away from the grooms and their persistently hard cocks. You wish to avoid frivolous relationships and are focused on the big prize swelling your heart.”

“You are right.”

“I know.”

“Is there any chance Gabriel might one day be mine?”

“How would you own a wild stallion, Olivia?”

“Carefully. To enjoy and savor his wild spirit, freedom is necessary.”

“Are you deploying such a strategy, or are you stifling the mighty?”

“I don’t know.”

I considered her wisdom and mulled over my conversations with or about Gabriel. He alluded to sexual freedom in marriage and quizzed me about that. I hadn’t thought it was relevant at the time, certainly not in the case of him and me, but now, maybe his nuanced words and playful expression meant more than a passing, idle question.

I ate little and enjoyed flavors, not quantity. I passed up on at least half the appetizer and main course and entirely declined a delicious-looking Rhum Baba dessert. I swapped seats a few times so the ladies could gather and talk with me, each wanting to know what I thought of The School For Wayward Girls.

I felt a frisson of excitement lift, almost levitating me throughout dinner. I imagined Gabriel feeding me to the women who engaged me in polite conversation. After I left each group, the bidders scribbled down their auction offer and slipped a sheet of paper into an envelope, each vying with the one sitting beside them to take me as a prize.

Mrs. Granger had the table cleared, and a respectable hush fell across the room. Gabriel stood and strolled confidently towards me while Catherine Granger spoke in low but not whispered tones.

“Are you ready, Olivia?”

“Yes, Mistress. I have one question.”

“Go ahead, sweet girl.”

“What happens in the event of a tie?”

“It’s almost impossible because each bidder must go to two decimal places, as in cents, and neither number can be a zero. It’s never happened.”

“Okay, that’s good.”

“Do you consent to this auction then?”

“Absolutely, I do.”

“Then let us begin. I have twenty-four bids in my hand, which has never happened before, Olivia.”

While Catherine worked through the bids, Gabriel offered me his hand as though we were about to dance. I took it with a smile and followed him, hand in hand like lovers, strolling back to the stairs at the other end of Catherine Granger’s dining table.

This time, we ascended the steps together as though taking a vital journey, side by side. Gabriel led me to the center on a clear table, and you could have heard a pin drop. I was incredibly turned on, with twenty-four pairs of discerning eyes coveting me, all wanting to win the bid to lick my pussy.

I needed forty-eight thousand dollars to reach an incredible one hundred grand for the night. Breaking the record was my goal, but I needed to remind myself that the die was already cast, and I had no control over the auction.

I felt demure and loved when Gabriel handled me carefully, turning me around while I pulled on my bottom lip, staring at the floor. He untied my dress, then kneeled before me, peeling it down, over my perfectly smooth and silken ass cheeks, down my thighs, over my knees, and down to my ankles, where I stepped out.

Amid gasps of amazement, I was naked and being enjoyed by every woman in the room. Gabriel handed my dress to Alice, who folded it carefully, and I turned slowly, ensuring everyone saw everything I had to offer. My pussy dripped beads of my honeydew down both thighs, and I filled the room with a tawdry scent of a whores nest.

Gabriel moved behind me, crouching slightly, cradling my thighs in his forearms, gripping behind my knees.

“Lean back into a seated position, please, Olivia.”

“What are you doing?”

“Exposing you.”

“But all bids are in.”

“Let’s show them all what they might have won.”

I leaned in, thrilled by the idea I was about to have my dripping wet pussy presented to twenty-five women. I fell easily into a cradle-like seat, and Gabriel lifted me effortlessly, spreading my knees and, by extension, my pussy wide open.

They were mesmerized. I caught sight of my pussy in several wall-mounted mirrors around the room. The wrinkled, slightly browned edges of my pussy lips flapped slightly ajar as though peeled aside, glistening with beads of my pussy juice gathering.

My pink slit was barely covered by protective labia, revealing a ripeness that had captivated my audience. I felt my creamy furrow was good enough to devour, and I might have done it had I been alone in bed with a finger and vibrator.

Gabriel held me comfortably and spun me slowly three times for all to see my womanhood.

“We have a tie, ladies.”

I couldn’t believe what Mrs. Granger had said, and from the gasps of my auction ladies, neither could they. I frowned, looking directly, almost desperately, at Gabriel for security.

“Don’t worry, Olivia.”

“I thought this was impossible.” 

“It’s never happened before.”

“I hear that a lot, and everyone who says it keeps proving themselves wrong.”

I didn’t mind being ogled—in fact, I rather enjoyed the admiring glances—but I was terrified that we seemed to be in no man’s land again. Mrs. Granger joined us on the table, holding two sheets and waving them around in a frenzy of excitement.

“Fifty-two thousand, one hundred and eighty dollars, ninety-five cents has been bid twice. How the fuck this happened, I have no clue, but it is a new record, and we have Celia Wilford and Emma Glazer to thank.”

“What happens now, Catherine?”

“We have no precedent. The rules do not cover this situation, so we must innovate and adapt.”

They all laughed, chatted, and enjoyed the moment of surprise. Gabriel still held me in a cradle, wonderfully objectified, and stared at me. Mrs. Granger loved every minute of it, signing to my Master that he should let me down.

When he did, my knees almost gave way; such was my pique of arousal. My heart thumped like a racehorse crossing the finish line, and my vision was slightly blurred as I became intoxicated by the moment.

An arm wrapped around my waist, and fingers sought mine around my midriff. I was surprised when they clenched tightly. It was Gabriel, and he looked reassuringly at me, even though the mood in the room had turned into hedonistic overload with an orgy-like temperament.

A woman rose from her seat, and I assumed she was one of the winning bids. She held up an arm, shouting above the chatter. When the room calmed, she stared at another woman opposite, sitting three seats down.

“Shall we share her or bid again? The prize is just between us, Celia.”

“I’m not for sharing, but I will take a swap.”

“Who?”

“I want Gabriel to fuck me.”


Chapter Eight

Auction Time

◆◆◆

The room was silent. I panicked and cried out in shock.

Catherine stared at Celia, almost as surprised as I was.

“Could you repeat what you said, please, Celia?”

“I said, I want Gabriel to fuck me if I can’t enjoy Olivia. You can keep my money, doubling the donation to the hospital.”

“That’s what I thought you said.”

My eyes bulged while everyone else giggled and chatted as though a scandal were afoot. By the look on her face, Celia Wilford thought being fucked by my Gabriel in front of her friends would be such great fun, but I felt horrified at the idea.

My heart pounded, and panic rose as I screwed up my face, desperately thinking how I could counter my greatest nightmare.

I stared around the room, feeling dizzy, noting, to my horror, that Gabriel seemed utterly calm. The thought of him fucking another woman struck a bolt through my heart, breaking me in two. I felt sick because I hadn’t considered the possibility of losing Gabriel, even though it would only be for one night.

I had mistakenly believed time was on my side to win him over and convince my Master that if I wasn’t already his soulmate, I could become that.

Celia Wilford was around my mother’s age and still looked genuinely stunning. She was lithe, tall, and sexy, comparable to most who would call themselves beautiful, even at my age. She eyed Gabriel like a starving Rottweiler regards a raw ribeye steak, and I could tell that somewhere deep inside her, a candle burned for a younger man she wanted with more than her pussy.

“We all know you love Gabriel, Celia, but you can’t take him home.”

“One night with him here, Catherine. Gabriel will ride me until his cock is sore, and I shall struggle to walk because he’s fucked me raw. I’ll suck his cock, take it in my back passage, hell… I’ll bark at the moon, submit to his every whim and go over his knee if Gabriel will fuck me.”

“Gabriel is not for sale this evening, Celia, Olivia is.”

“You can’t share one pussy between two women. I’m giving you a fair option to consider since we are breaking new ground here. Think about the children, Catherine.”

“Are you saying Olivia is out of the question for you?”

“Absolutely not, but I doubt Emma will step back from this tie, and a bidding war between us might become silly.”

“Is this your final word, Celia?”

“Let one of us enjoy one beauty while the other fucks Gabriel. Let’s face it; everyone has wanted your equine master for years. It seems that he and Olivia are comparable prizes in value.”

“Well… this situation has never arisen before. We should give it some thought.”

I wanted to cry because I felt the opportunity of true love was slipping away. Gabriel smiled, enjoying the attention of twenty-four women who wanted to fuck him, and for that, I couldn’t blame him because I felt the same way.

Mrs. Granger sighed, smiled, and enjoyed the tension, playing the perfect dinner host and auctioneer as though this were her sole purpose. She stared and smiled gently at Gabriel, mischief dancing playfully through her eyes.

“It’s a lot of money for the children, Gabriel, and most would agree Celia Wilford is a catch.”

“Celia is a beautiful woman, Catherine. Of that, there is no doubt.”

I held my breath, squeezing back tears that wanted to flow from the pain I felt. Now was not the time to run and hide like a baby. One hundred and fifty thousand dollars was pledged to the children’s hospital, and all I had to do was allow a beautiful woman to get me off with her tongue while the man I loved fucked another woman in front of me before I had the chance to.

“Will you do it, Gabriel?”

“I cannot, Mrs. Granger.”

“Why ever not, dear boy?”

Catherine gripped and teasingly squeezed my other hand as though entirely comfortable with every turn of events. She enjoyed the auction immensely, especially its sexual tension and the desperation of her opposing, equal bidders.

“I cannot make love to Mrs. Wilford because I am wholeheartedly in love with Olivia, and I want to be with her forever.”

My heart soared instantly, and I almost broke down in tears. The room was silenced in a heartbeat, and bar one, every face, including mine, was stunned. Catherine looked calm and unsurprised, releasing my hand and smiling at me. 

“It looks like you got what you wanted, Olivia. You were always worthy, so you need not have worried.”

Tears rolled down my cheeks, and I turned to face Gabriel. He looked innocent, beautiful, and totally in love with me, hiding no emotions. Catherine let go of my hand, and I watched her walk away, retaking her seat and beaming like the cat that got the cream.

I gasped in amazement when I turned around because Gabriel was down on one knee. My heart thumped as if it might explode, and my eyes bulged. Butterflies rose from my stomach, rippling pleasure throughout my body.

“What are you doing, Gabriel?”

“Declaring my love for you.”

“Are you being serious?”

“Never more so.”

“I thought… I thought.”

“I’ve wanted you since the day you arrived, Olivia. I love you, sweetheart.”

“I love you too, Gabriel.”

Feeling overjoyed, I sank to my knees and shuffled into his arms. When our lips brushed, I knew our first kiss would last a lifetime. Every fiber in my body shivered and warmed simultaneously as my heart melted and I choked back tears.

Gabriel gently pulled his lips off mine and stared deeply into my eyes, caressing my face between his palms.

“I love you, Olivia.”

“I love you too, Gabriel.”

He felt me shiver again, removed his tuxedo, and draped it across my shoulders while rapturous applause reverberated. I was still unconcerned about my nakedness but worried about where the auction would go now that all the rules seemed to have been broken.

Mrs. Granger had the answer. She stood up, hushed the room, and smiled at two lovers entwined in the center of her dining table.

“Would anyone here stand in the way of true love?”

“No.”

They replied in unison, all smiling, having the time of their lives.

“If there are no objections, I will withdraw the auction prize because it seems a true love and soulmate has already taken her.”

Celia wasn’t done. She smiled reassuringly at me as though she had been teasing. Momentarily, I wondered if she had deliberately helped the course of true love by presenting Gabriel with a dilemma.

“Could the lovers put on a show for us, Catherine? I’ll gladly leave my money on the table if these two will consummate their true love by some lewd act in front of us. Perhaps they want to fuck privately, but could we not watch the girl fellate her man?”

Catherine stared at me, then Gabriel, considering the offer. Others murmured around the table, nodding, before hands went up, declaring they were equally willing to forego their auction bid.

Mrs. Granger looked shocked and did the sums in her head, which swayed from side to side as she played out a theatre of decadence amid society’s most wealthy.

“Over half a million dollars is in the auction pot, ladies. The money will go a long way to helping the local hospital. May I have a show of hands? Who agrees?”

Every hand rose, and twenty-four smiles beamed back at Catherine Granger. She nodded to Alice and pointed out of the dining room door.

“Please fetch twelve bottles of Bollinger.”

While the dinner guests settled, Alice ran away with two other servers to collect champagne from a cellar somewhere in Catherine Granger’s vast home. Gabriel wrapped me in his arms, gently planting kisses across my neck, and he whispered into my ear.

“Do you feel cold, sweetheart?”

“Not cold at all. I am excited, though.”

“I desperately want to avoid disrespecting you, Olivia. You embraced Mrs. Granger’s program, grasped the nettle, and I couldn’t disrupt your progress.”

“I understand, which makes this moment all the more special for me.”

“We are not compelled to do as asked.”

“I want to suck your cock in front of everyone, please, Gabriel. It feels like the right thing for me to do.”

“For the children?”

“No, sweetheart. For me.”

Catherine stared at us, smiling like a proud Mother. I doubted she would feel the same if either of her two daughters considered what I was about to do when Gabriel nodded to the dinner’s host.

“The couple agree to oral sex, on the table, watchers only, no touching or refunds.”

Our auction bidders cheered, and Gabriel stood, seductively stripping off the garments that had covered the man I desperately desired. His eyes were always on me, but the enjoyment of his striptease belonged to everyone, including Alice and her service team.

I stood, allowing Gabriel’s tuxedo to fall to the floor, revealing my full nakedness once more. The top half of his body was ripped as a bodybuilder, or how an Olympian gymnast might look in the days before going for gold.

He looked like a man who had picked up heavy objects, put them down, and then done that again a few billion times. His muscles flexed and corded as he moved, with bulging rippling biceps and solid shoulders that hooded King Cobra-like behind his head.

When Gabriel slid off his pants and kicked them away, his quadriceps bulged and striated with sharp lines like powerful pistons that would drive his cock deep inside me. I saw a thick hose-like shaft wrapped around his boxer briefs to one side. It looked like my Master had an excellent length, and I felt pleased because having too much would make it hard to deep-throat.

I kneeled, slipped my fingers inside Gabriel’s elastic waistband, and stared at the drooling women around the room. I slid his briefs down slowly, exposing both ass cheeks, kissing, then licking them while his cock was still trapped around the front.

When I slowly dragged down the front of his briefs, Gabriel’s elastic waistband caught on his cock for an age before suddenly snapping away. I gasped, and the other women sipping Bollinger did too because I had revealed the most beautiful circumcised cock ever seen.

Gabriel’s cock was entirely reared, proudly pointing in my face around seven and a half inches long. His creamy brown complexion was covered beautifully with tiny blue-veined capillaries winding around his shaft. I was transfixed by the artistic symmetry running from the sharp rim around his glans across the perfect pillowed skin of his circumcision.

I inhaled sharply, enjoying the pungent scent of my man, which bloated my flared nostrils and seared into my lungs. His primal essence was absorbed and sent to every part of my body, worshiping his name and sparking my mind and reproductive organs. Wild hormones were released from glands that throbbed letting loose a thousand horses charging down the narrow ravines of my veins, invigorating and intoxicating me.

While my muscles warmed and spasmed on pure adrenaline and my sinews stretched, the thin, glistening veneer of precum coating his glans tantalized my eyes. The room was respectfully silent aside from champagne bubbles that were nothing compared to my soul’s effervescence.

When I gripped Gabriel’s cock firmly, my fingers would not encircle the unfeasibly thick shaft, no matter how much I stretched them. It was iron solid and quivered like an arrow that struck its bullseye with power. I stared up, and he smiled back, looking excited with emotions of love, lust, and deep desire rippling through his face.

“Shall I lie down, Olivia?”

“It seems only fair that you should. The auction bidders have paid for a great show, and now we must deliver.”

He dropped onto his haunches, curling back into a seated position before lying down flat so that everyone could see his mighty, thick cock. I gripped it again, squeezing tightly, knowing I could take his full length, but I was unsure the girth of that monster would cram easily down my windpipe.

I kneeled and spread wide apart, pointing my drenched slit at Catherine Granger, a sign of my respect. My back was arched, my ass pointed high, and I grinned at my lover, finally in a position I could reasonably handle.

Gabriel’s cock pointed vertically, and I licked the swollen, purplish flesh with my tongue tip, savoring an initial, almost overwhelming salty hit of my lover’s cream. His cock twitched delightfully, then more vigorously as I flattened my tongue, and he gasped while I licked his fleshy, creamy cone like it was soft whippy ice cream.

His leg muscles tensed, and Gabriel groaned when I curled my flattened tongue softly around the circumcised head of his cock. The salty flavor seared across my taste buds, igniting my endocrine system and pumping more overwhelming hormones around my body. The taste of my lover overcame the soft tissues in my mouth, nostrils, and throat as a hedonistic fog filled my mind.

I was hard-wired to Gabriel, in love, lust, and the need to have his babies. It was the moment I finally and utterly submitted. I sucked his circumcised head, puckering my lips around its helmet-like shape, drawing them back, stripping off every drop of his thick precum coating, swilling that around my mouth.

As my head slowly lifted and I sucked hard, Gabriel’s ass cheeks rose, with a cock desperately trying to stay wrapped in my tongue. When my mouth popped empty, I gathered and swallowed his salty, sticky nectar while he moaned and reached for my head. My Master rifled his fingers through my hair before cupping the back of my head gently, making no attempt to force or even guide my lips back onto his cock.

I clenched my lips around his swollen glans and slid them along his cock, over the circumcised pillow, down the sharp veins of his shaft, memorizing its shape like brail on my fingertips.

I cricked my neck backward, taking Candice’s advice of straightening the line with my lips. Gabriel’s bulbous cock head crammed tightly down my throat, stretching and gagging me. I kept going, choking and squeezing back without panicking.

The last inch of Gabriel’s girth was a challenge, but I leaned over and used my weight to force my lips down into his wiry bush until I kissed the pubic bone. I had entirely swallowed Gabriel’s cock, and gagged softly, milking it with my throat muscles while he stroked my cheeks.

“I love you, Olivia.”

The room was silent, so when I drew myself up and slid Gabriel’s cock free of my throat, I gasped for air and choked, streaming my drool onto the dining table. I was ascendent, reaching high, sucking in breaths while gently wanking my lover’s cock in a tight fist.

Once I composed myself and my body was refueled with oxygen, I bobbed back down, taking Gabriel’s cock deep in my throat. I placed a palm on either side of my lover’s legs and leaned heavily over the top of his cock, taking it all.

I used my palms and powerful arms to draw my lips back up his shaft, then allowed gravity to control my descent. I was face fucking my beloved, perfectly timing desperate gasps of air to fuel my lungs while cramming his glans down my throat and milking it.

His ass cheeks raised, and I heard murmurs of delight in the room as two lovers aligned perfectly, one impaled inside the other. My pussy lips trembled, and I dribbled my lady juice down both thighs, possibly onto the table.

I did not care.

I deep-throated Gabriel for more than ten minutes, taking occasional breaks to draw breath while I wanked his stiff cock and stared lovingly at him, enjoying the expression of a man who wanted me for eternity.

Each time I took a breather, I noticed more women kneading their breasts, tweaking and rolling a nipple between their index finger and thumb, or with their hands buried in their own or someone else’s lap.

Gabriel cried out in deep exalted pleasure, and his shaft twitched wildly, so I knew he would cum soon. He tried tapping on my head as a warning, but I ignored him, still going for broke in my desire to relieve his prostate of a full load. 

“I’m going to cum, Olivia.”

I couldn’t answer him and didn’t care. My need to satisfy Gabriel and take his salty load deep down my throat was absolute, regardless of the dangers or discomfort. When his cock exploded down my throat, he heaved his hips upward while I took every millimeter rammed or squirted down my throat.

Gabriel’s salty seed coated my tonsils and throat, choking me, but I kept going, milking him hard, adding a powerful fisting to the base of his cock, making sure every drop of his seed was mine.

When I finally lifted high, I was entirely out of air, with semen flooding my nostrils, creaming my throat, and backing up in my mouth, almost breaking the seal between my lips and my lover’s shaft.

Through blurry eyes, I stared down at Gabriel’s cock, which looked pristine and clean, twitching on empty while my face was anything but.

“Look. Olivia is the cum dragon.”

Two glistening white trails of Gabriel’s semen drooled from my nose, and I knew immediately what the woman who called me a cum dragon meant. I snorted back hard, whipping my salty treat through burning nostrils, swallowed hard, and choked.

Silence ensued for what seemed a lifetime, and then suddenly, every woman rose to her feet, giving us a standing ovation. I swallowed desperately, still choking with an airway backed up by Gabriel’s semen.

When my mouth filled, I stood, reaching up to the ceiling, spinning slowly, blowing cum bubbles for our adoring crowd. They laughed, some kissed their neighbor, and all drank to celebrate the moment and applauded.

Once my throat and mouth cleared, I lent Gabriel a hand to stand up. His cock was soft and clean, and so my job was done. We bowed in all four directions, and my lover took my hand, leading me off the table.

“Where are we going, Master?”

“I am your boyfriend now, Olivia.”

“Exclusively mine as I am only yours?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Where are we going boyfriend?”

“To my home. I have a wooden lodge on the estate that I think you’ll love.”

He carried me to his truck, opened the door, and set me gently inside, where I sat naked, warmed only by Gabriel’s tuxedo. His engine roared, and my Master spared no horsepower, slewing his truck through dirt track bends, soon arriving at a beautiful wooden lodge beside a lake.

When he parked, I stared around, taking in the view. A beautiful lake, surrounded by forest, shimmered in bright moonlight. Gabriel’s home was enormous, with at least five bedrooms, and possessed a character that reminded me of a homestead, except this one was built for the modern age. An immense wooden deck wrapped around it lit like a romantic hideaway.

Gabriel lifted me from his truck, carrying me into his home while I kissed him on the lips, around his neck, finally nibbling his earlobes, whispering.

“I think this house has been waiting for true love, Gabriel.”

“It has finally found that sweetheart, and so have I.”

“Me too.”
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