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  Warning


This story contains explicit scenes and is intended for mature readers (18+) who crave a little kink with their passion. 
All characters involved in sexual relations are over 18.






  
  Chapter 1: Morning Secrets


I looked down at Michael between my thighs, his mouth working eagerly. His tongue felt like a thirsty puppy— lapping up water—too clumsy—too frantic. 
I stared up, watching the morning shadows dance across my ceiling. High school would be over in eight weeks, followed by one last summer break. Then, I'd finally have my own apartment at Atlanta College. None of these furnishings would make the journey with me - they belonged to my youth, and I'd officially crossed the threshold into adulthood two weeks ago.
"Mmm, just like that," I moaned halfheartedly, my eyes drawn to the university acceptance papers decorating my desk instead of focusing on my boyfriend between my legs. I couldn't wait to escape this tiny town and begin my fresh start in the big city of Atlanta. My mind wandered to what lay ahead as I stroked Michael's sandy blonde hair, the gesture mechanical rather than driven by desire or appreciation.
"You like that, baby?" he asked, his voice muffled against my pussy.
"Yes, that's good. Keep doing that," I said, as my eyes scanned the posters on my wall. Are all men as bad at this as Michael? I wondered if older men would be any better. Would they know how to please a woman, down there? Was it fair to compare him to more mature men? After all, he was just an eighteen-year-old boy, still learning, and I had to admit, his enthusiasm was endearing.
"Is that good?" He seemed determined to get it right, his tongue moving with more purpose. He was at least trying. I had to give him that much.
"Mmm-hmm," I moaned, as my thoughts wandered elsewhere. I pictured myself at college, embracing my newfound independence, maybe meeting an older man who could show me a thing or two. I imagined him between my legs with a finger inside me, licking my wet pussy, and it excited me. I began to grind my hips into Michael's mouth.
I thought of Mr. Carter, my best friend's dad. I'd always found him attractive, with his salt-and-pepper hair and those intense eyes. He was the only adult who talked to me as if we were on the same level. The mere thought of his deep voice left me flushed with excitement. How would his tongue feel on my clit?
And then there was the new youth pastor at church, Brother Jacob. He was in his late twenties, with a silky smooth voice that resonated through my body. His piercing blue eyes and strong jaw made me squirm in my seat during bible class. Would he do a better job than Michael? On second thought, maybe not. He struck me as possibly gay, but he was hot all the same.
As much as I enjoyed these fantasies, I started to stress about my mom waking up and hearing us. I didn't want to deal with that embarrassment and a lecture about still being under her roof even though, technically, I was an adult now. So, with a bit of drama, I decided to end this. I threw my head back, and moaned. I bucked my hips and grabbed the back of Michael's head. I let out a long sigh, relaxing my body against the mattress.
"Oh, Michael, that was so good." I cooed, pulling him up to lie next to me.
His face was flush with pride. "You came?" he asked. I detected a hint of awe in his voice, delighted that he'd succeeded in pleasing me. If you have to ask, then you didn't make me cum.
I rewarded his effort with a compliment. "Like a freight train," I said, stroking his chest.
"Now it's my turn," he said, looking down at his rigid cock, tenting his boxers.
I pushed him away, sitting up. "Sorry, no time. My mom will be up soon, and I want you out of here before she's awake."
He looked at me with puppy dog eyes. "Can I at least... you know... finish?" he asked.
I gave him a mischievous smile. "Okay, but quick… you can cum on my stomach." He pulled his boxers down and started stroking himself. His eyes traced over every inch of my body. I watched, giving encouragement. "I want you to cum for me. Stroke that big cock." I even reached out and played with his balls. "Cum for me, Michael."
In less than a minute, he came, leaving a puddle of warm cum across my stomach. I smiled and shooed him toward the window, hurrying him along as he pulled up his pants. Good job, now time to leave.
"See you at school," I whispered, giving him a quick kiss before urging him through the window.
As he disappeared into the early morning light, I shut the window behind him and drew the curtains, taking in a deep breath. I headed to the bathroom, eager for a hot shower to wash away the mess he had made on my stomach. As inept as he was, Michael was sweet and tried his best. One day, he would figure it out—bless his heart!

      [image: image-placeholder]
The aroma of bacon and pancakes drifted up from the kitchen. My stomach growled as I bounded down the stairs, following my nose to the kitchen.
My little brother Tommy sat at the table, a knowing smirk on his face. "Interesting noises coming from your room this morning, sis."
I shot him my deadliest glare and mouthed the words, "Not. Another. Word."
He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms and mouthing the words, "You. Owe Me."
"Eden Marie Chase!" My mother's voice cut through the tension. "Have you signed those thank you cards yet? And what about your dorm application? Have you turned it in? And did you pay for your cap and gown, yet?"
I grabbed a piece of bacon from the platter. "Mom, nobody sends thank you cards for birthday parties. That's so... old school."
She turned from the stove, spatula in hand. "That is what adults do, young lady. Maybe your friends won't expect them, but the older folks who came will. Those cards have been sitting on the counter in the living room for two weeks now."
"But Mom-"
"No buts. Those need to get done today. Being an adult means showing proper gratitude, whether you think it's old-fashioned or not."
I rolled my eyes. "God, I can't wait to be out of here. Maybe you'll start treating me like an adult after I leave."
Mom slammed the spatula down on the counter. "Eden Marie, you want to be treated like an adult? Then start acting like one. Adults don't roll their eyes when asked to do simple tasks. Adults don't sneak boys into their room at six in the morning." Shit!
My face flushed red. Tommy snickered into his orange juice, whispering, "Busted."
"That's not- I didn't-"
"These walls aren't as thick as you think, sweetheart," said Mom, turning back to the stove.
I walked over to her, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind. "You're right, Mommy. I'm sorry." I pressed a kiss to her cheek. "And those pancakes look amazing." She made breakfast for us every morning, even when we did not deserve it.
Her shoulders relaxed under my touch. "There's my girl. I'm going to miss you next year." She flipped a golden pancake onto a plate. "Now, go sit down and eat before it gets cold."
I picked at my breakfast. God, what did she hear? Had she heard everything? The thought made my stomach tighten. This knowledge would haunt me all day.
I forced the food down, dumped the dishes in the sink, and grabbed my keys. I started the engine of my mom's old Nissan Sentra and backed out of the driveway. Mom appeared in the kitchen window, watching me go with that look of concern reserved exclusively for mothers. I lifted my hand in a weak wave, but she'd already turned away.






  
  Chapter 2: Breaking Bad


I slid onto the concrete bench across from Michelle in the school courtyard, dropping my head dramatically onto the concrete table. "You will not believe the morning I had." 
Michelle's fork paused halfway to her mouth. "Spill."
"Michael came over this morning." I peeked up to gauge her reaction.
Her eyes widened. "Before school? Girl, you're wild."
"Wild isn't the word I'd use." I grabbed a fry from her plate. "More like... disappointing."
"That bad?"
"Worse. Like, have you ever watched a puppy try to drink water—and miss? All that enthusiasm wasted?"
Michelle snorted soda through her nose, causing several heads to turn our way. "Stop! Oh my god." She dabbed at her face with a napkin. "Honestly, though? Matt's not much better."
"Seriously?"
"It's like he's trying to win a race or something. Zero finesse."
We both dissolved into giggles, but then Michelle's face turned serious. "Wait... what if we're as bad at sucking cock as they are at eating pussy?"
The question hung in the air between us.
"No way," we said in unison, bursting into fresh laughter.
Once we caught our breath, I asked, "Can I ask you something weird?"
"When are your questions not weird?"
"What do you think about older guys?"
Michelle wrinkled her nose. "Ew, gross… I mean, how old are we talking? Like, early twenties could be hot."
I felt ashamed to say it out loud. "More like... thirties. Maybe forties?"
"Oh, hell no." Michelle recoiled. "That's like, dad territory. Not… Why? Please tell me you're not..."
"Just curious… I mean, yeah, I guess I think about it sometimes. What it would be like being with an older guy."
"You mean like Principal Matthews?" Michelle's face scrunched up. "With his beer belly and shit?"
Mr. Dante entered the courtyard, his leather messenger bag slung across his broad shoulders. I nodded to Michelle to look in his direction. "No, I mean like him. Someone in shape and good-looking. Look at Mr. Dante - tall, dark, handsome. A slight touch of grey in his hair? Come on, he's hot, right?."
Michelle's eyes tracked him as he walked past us. His confident stride drawing more than a few appreciative glances from other students. "Yeah, okay, I can see it. Still too old for my taste, but hey - whatever gets you off. You do you," she said, popping another fry in her mouth. "He's pretty cool too. I had him for detention last Friday. He let us do whatever we wanted as long as we stayed quiet."
"Detention?" I raised an eyebrow. "I've never had detention before."
"Of course you haven't, Miss Goody-Goody." Michelle rolled her eyes. "With your straight A's and shit."
"Hey, I'm just good in school. Did you have a boy in your room this morning?… I didn't think so," I said defensively. "Does he always oversee detention?" I asked.
"Only on Fridays," Michelle answered. "You know how it works - teachers who run detention are being punished for something themselves. Word is he told Mrs. Johnson to kiss his ass during a staff meeting."
"No way!" I said. "So he's kind of a badass?"
Michelle snorted. "Eden, that's what you think makes someone a badass? Telling off the English Department head?"
I ignored her mockery. "How many people usually show up?"
"On Fridays? Almost nobody," she answered. "Who wants to start their weekend in detention? Most kids negotiate to serve it another day."
A plan started forming in my mind. "I should get detention on Friday."
"Seriously?" Michelle asked. "You're crazy."
The bell rang, and everyone around us started gathering their things. Michelle stood up, collecting her books. "Why are you still sitting?"
"I'm going to be late for my next class," I said. "To get detention."
Michelle shook her head and walked away.






  
  Chapter 3: Delicious Detention


I slipped into the detention room right at 3:30. Mr. Dante sat alone at his desk. Perfect. 
His eyebrows rose as I entered. "Miss Chase? There must be some mistake."
"Nope," I answered. "Late to Mr. Peterson's class." I dropped into a front-row desk.
He shuffled through some papers. "You're my only detention today. Perhaps you'd prefer to serve this another day? Mondays are quite popular."
"Oh no, Friday works best for me." I crossed my legs, letting my skirt ride up my hip. "Besides, we can get to know each other better."
He looked frustrated. "Miss Chase-"
"Where are you from originally? Your accent sounds Northern."
"Boston," he answered curtly, returning to his papers.
"Married?"
He looked up. "That's not appropriate-"
"Are you gay?" I delighted at his shocked expression. "I'm just curious why such a handsome man, like yourself, is still single."
"Miss Chase, this is detention, not an interview."
I ignored him. "What kind of women do you like? I bet you're into the sophisticated type. Gallery openings, wine tastings..."
"Enough!" He pinched the bridge of his nose. "This conversation is highly inappropriate."
"I heard you got detention duty for telling Mrs. Johnson to kiss your ass. That's pretty badass."
"Where did you-" He stopped himself, exhaling slowly. "Miss Chase, please... read a book or something."
"No books. We could chat more..." He ignored me, so I pulled out my phone.
"Phones aren't allowed in detention." His voice carried a warning edge.
"Are you going to take it from me?" I held his gaze, challenging him.
He was getting angry with me. "Miss Chase, I am not here for your entertainment. Let's just sit quietly for the remainder of the hour." He opened his laptop, attempting to end our conversation for the second time.
I stared at my phone, pretending to scroll while stealing glances at him. The silence felt suffocating. How do I get him to engage with me? The next five minutes crawled by like molasses.
"Hey, Mr. Dante, I have an idea." I straightened up. "Why waste time sitting here? The gym's right down the hall - why don't we work out instead?"
He frowned but considered it. "Well, I was planning to hit the gym after school..." His expression shifted. "Okay, that could work. Kill two birds with one stone."
"Perfect! I've got clothes in my locker."
"My gym bag's in the car. Meet you there in five?"
I skipped to my locker, grabbing my gym clothes before ducking into the girls' locker room. Stripping down, I took my bra off, and pulled on a thin white t-shirt.
I pushed my gym shorts down low on my hips, checking myself in the mirror. Once I worked up a sweat, the t-shirt should become completely see-through.
When I entered the gym, Mr. Dante was already walking on one of the treadmills, his dress shirt swapped for a fitted tank top. He was more muscular than I expected. I hopped onto the machine next to his, putting on my best confused expression.
"Um, how do you...?" I gestured at the control panel.
He leaned over to help, and I pressed my breasts against his arm, pretending to study the buttons he was pointing out. His musky cologne smelled manly.
"Just press start and adjust the resistance here," he explained.
I nodded, staying unnecessarily close. "Got it. Thanks."
The more relaxed, less professional atmosphere of the gym loosened him up. "So, what made you become a teacher?" I asked, keeping pace on the treadmill.
"I always loved to read. I would lose myself in books when I was a teenager. While my friends were playing sports, I visited different worlds and met interesting people within the pages of the books I read. Those stories showed me that my doubts, fears, and dreams weren't mine alone – they were part of a universal human experience… And I love inspiring young people to read and write. Every time a student shares a piece of writing they're proud of, I'm reminded why I chose this path." He wiped sweat from his brow. "Plus, I like having summers off."
"You must get lonely during those long summer months..."
He blushed and cleared his throat. "I travel. Europe mostly."
"Alone?"
"Miss Chase-"
"Call me Eden. We're working out together. Do you really have to be so formal."
He relented. "Okay, Eden. Yes, I usually travel alone. I enjoy the solitude."
"What's your favorite city?"
"Vienna. The architecture, the art..." For the first time, he smiled. "The beer."
"Take me sometime?" I grinned at his startled expression.
"I don't think-"
"I'm kidding. Sort of." I increased my speed. "What do you do for fun when you're off work?"
"Read. Cook. Normal boring stuff."
"Nothing's boring if you do it with the right person."
He didn't respond, but I caught him glancing at me from the corner of his eye.
After a few more minutes, I asked, "Will you show me how to lift weights? I've always wanted to learn proper form." I was good and sweaty by then.
"Sure, we can-" His words cut off as he turned toward me, his eyes catching sight of my young, firm breasts and nipples visible through my now-transparent shirt. A deep blush spread across his face as he looked away. But not before I noticed the growing bulge in his gym shorts.
"Something wrong?" I asked innocently.
"No, nothing. Let's... let's start with some basic curls." His voice cracked.
At the weight rack, I stood closer than necessary as he demonstrated proper form.
"Like this?" I asked, using terrible form on purpose, forcing him to adjust my stance. He stood behind me and reached around to show me how to do it. His hands trembled as they guided my elbows into position. I felt the heat radiating from his body behind me. He kept just enough distance between us so as not to touch.
I took a quick baby step back, pressing my ass right into his crotch. Yep, it was hard… and big… he's definitely not gay.
Startled, he jumped back.
I turned around, acting as if nothing had happened. "Are you okay?"
"Perfect," he muttered. "Try that for three sets of ten."
He avoided any possible physical contact with me for the rest of the hour, maintaining a careful distance as he walked me through each exercise. He was hyper-aware of where I was in relation to him, dancing away whenever I shifted position. It was almost comical watching him try to instruct me while keeping at least three feet between us at all times.
He glanced at the wall clock - we'd gone way over the hour of detention. Not that I was complaining.
"Time to wrap it up," he called out, already heading for the locker room. "Good workout."
In the women's locker room, I stripped and stepped under the hot spray, my thoughts going wild. The way he'd reacted to my see-through top, how he'd jumped when I pressed against him... My whole body was on fire with excitement.
My eighteen-year-old brain was not in a state to make good decisions. My hormones were definitely in charge. Before I could talk myself out of it, I shut off the water and wrapped a towel around myself. My wet hair dripped down my back as I padded barefoot across the hall to the men's locker room door. My heart hammered in my chest as I entered.
The layout mirrored the women's side - rows of lockers leading to the shower area at the back. Steam billowed out from the showers, along with the sound of running water. I crept forward, staying hidden behind the lockers.
Peeking around the corner, I saw him through the steam. Water cascaded down his muscular back, soap suds sliding over his shoulders and down his spine. His arms flexed as he washed his hair, showing off his well-defined biceps. My eyes traveled lower, taking in his tight ass and powerful thighs.
I stood frozen, unable to look away. He was built like a Greek god, all chiseled muscle in perfect proportions—nothing like the lanky boys I was used to. My mouth went dry as he turned, giving me a glimpse of his abs - a perfect six-pack gleaming from the water and soap.
I had no plan and no idea what to do next, but I couldn't look away.
I held my breath as he leaned forward, bracing one hand against the shower wall. His cock hung heavy between his legs, half-erect. My pulse raced as his free hand moved down to grasp himself, starting with slow, deliberate strokes.
Holy shit! He had to be thinking about me. The thought made my whole body flush and my pussy throb.
I imagined stepping into the shower with him, running my hands over his wet skin. Reaching around and stroking it myself. But no - he'd totally freak out. This was enough for now. I had proof he wanted me, and I could work with that.
I watched, mesmerized, as his strokes grew faster, his breathing heavier. His muscles tensed, thighs trembling. When he came, it was intense - thick ropes of cum shooting against the shower wall as his knees buckled. He kept stroking, wringing out every last drop with a suppressed groan.
Knowing he'd turn around any moment, I started backing away. My elbow knocked against a locker with a metallic clang. My heart leapt into my throat, I spun and bolted out of the locker room, not stopping until I was back on the women's side.
My hands shook as I threw my clothes on, not even bothering to dry my hair. Outside the gym, I crossed paths with Mr. Dante one last time. He nodded at me and waved goodbye. With that, he headed toward the teacher's lot while I turned toward the student lot, neither of us saying a word.






  
  Chapter 4: A Deceptive Distraction


I drove home in a daze, my mind replaying every detail from the gym. When I pulled up to the house, Mom was pulling out. She rolled down her window to speak to me. 
"Hey, sweetie, I'm headed to work. Gotta work the night shift."
"Oh, okay. I'm going to…" I hesitated, "study."
"Don't forget to finish those thank you cards."
I groaned. "Fine, I'll do them now."
"Good girl. Love you."
I entered the house, grabbed the stack of cards, and settled at the dining room table. One by one, I started signing them with generic messages of gratitude. But my mind kept wandering back to the gym.
His bulging muscles as he lifted weights. Oh my god… the soap running down his tight ass as he stood in the shower stroking himself… thinking of ME. The memory made me squirm in my chair. My panties were soaked, and my pussy pulsed just thinking about it.
I thought about my bedside drawer upstairs where I kept my special "back massager." It would be so easy to take care of this need between my legs. But why settle for a machine when I had a willing boy toy just a phone call away?
I pulled out my phone and texted Michael: Come over. Now. Mom not home. Want to fuck.
It wasn't kind to use him like this, but all I could think about was Mr. Dante. Michael had been begging to go all the way for months. If I was offering him what he wanted, even if I was using him as a stand-in, I think I knew his choice.

      [image: image-placeholder]The doorbell chimed. I yanked the door open. Michael was standing there with his eyes wide as if staring into the face of a wild animal about to attack him. Before he uttered a word, I crushed my lips against his, shoving my hand down the front of his jeans.
"Holy sh-" His words cut off as my fingers found what I wanted.
It stiffened under my touch. I gripped him firmly, using his erection like a leash to guide him up the stairs. At my bedroom door, I withdrew my hand and gave him a hard shove onto my bed.
"What the fuck?" he said, propping himself up onto his elbows, staring at me with a mix of confusion and arousal.
"If you want this, then shut up and do as you're told," I said.
He made an imaginary zipping motion across his lips.
I stripped off my clothes, flinging them in all directions. I grabbed his jeans and yanked them down to his ankles in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, already at full attention. Shit, condoms.
"Did you bring a condom?" I asked.
He nodded towards his jeans.
I searched his pockets and found one. I tore it open between my teeth and placed it on his penis. I climbed on top of him, closing my eyes as I settled into position. In my mind, it wasn't Michael beneath me - it was Mr. Dante's muscular body. His experienced hands gripping my hips. "Put your hands on my hips," I instructed. Michael obeyed. I aligned myself above him, grinding my wet pussy against his shaft. The friction sent shivers through my body as I coated him with my natural lubricant.
When his cock was slick enough, I lowered myself onto it, taking him inch by inch. I exhaled as he filled me. Michael was not small, but he was nowhere as big as Mr. Dante. I imagined how it would feel to have his cock stretching me open even further.
Michael reached up to play with my breasts, but I grabbed his arms just below the wrists and leaned forward, pinning him to the bed. I did not want the distraction of Michael fumbling with my tits. I wanted to focus on Mr. Dante's cock going in and out of me. I rode him hard, almost in a frenzy.
"Look at me, Eden. I want to see your eyes," Michael requested.
"No. Be quiet for a second. I'm almost there." The beginning of an orgasm began spiraling through me. I imagined Mr. Dante reaching around me while we worked out. Then he was in the shower, jerking himself off. As I remembered his cum shooting out onto the shower floor, I came like I had never cum before. My whole body clenched up, and sweat broke out all over my skin. I collapsed on top of a very confused but happy Michael.
I was done, but feeling remorseful about the other morning and for using him now in such a deliberate way, I shifted onto my hands and knees. Michael positioned himself behind me, his thrusts intense and determined. Within a couple of minutes, I felt him tense up as his release overtook him. He collapsed beside me on the bed, his breathing heavy and ragged.
Lying there spent, I watched as his cock began going soft. Noticing the cum gathered at the condom's tip, I removed it before any accidents could happen - no cum stains on my sheets, thank you very much. After tossing the used piece of latex into the trash can, I settled next to him and allowed him to embrace me. I needed to let him linger a little while to avoid bruising his delicate emotions. He was quite the tender soul. A twinge of guilt hit me for using him in this way, but ignorance was bliss. Besides, judging by that dopey smile plastered across his face, he was in absolute heaven.
I placed my hand on Michael's chest, watching it rise and fall with his steady breathing. The sex had been... surprisingly competent. His stamina was decent, his size more than adequate. Maybe I could have been content with him in another world, another time.
But Mr. Dante's image kept floating through my mind. The way his muscles rippled under his shirt when he wrote on the blackboard. How his voice carried authority without trying. It drove me wild imagining how that authority would translate to the bedroom. My body tingled thinking about it.
"That was incredible," Michael murmured, bringing me back to reality.
"Mhmm." I nodded.
Michael was a boy - sweet, eager to please, moldable. But Mr. Dante was a man. He had experience etched into every line of his face, power in his stride, masculinity seeping out of every pore. I craved the knowledge and expertise that he undoubtedly possessed.
God, I need him. The thought consumed me like a fever.
My mind was made up. Mr. Dante wasn't a fantasy anymore - he was a necessity. I had to have him, to feel those strong hands on my body, to experience what real passion felt like.

      [image: image-placeholder]I sat cross-legged on my bed, laptop balanced on my thighs. Michael had gone home, and now it was time to get serious about my pursuit of Mr. Dante. Some might call it stalking, but I preferred to think of it as thorough research.
A quick search of his name, Robert Dante, combined with his school email address yielded immediate results. No Instagram, TikTok, or X accounts. Facebook seemed to be his main social platform, which wasn't shocking for someone his age. 
Scrolling through his timeline, I found political discussions and photos from swing dancing events. Yawn. But then an Amazon book review caught my eye - he'd written a detailed analysis of Stephen King's latest novel. The review was thoughtful, intelligent, showing his appreciation for horror.
Following his Amazon profile led me down a fascinating rabbit hole. His taste in books was eclectic - everything from dusty history books to literary classics. But what grabbed my attention the most were some darker selections: In Cold Blood, A Clockwork Orange, American Psycho. I had never read any of them, but after reading his reviews, I knew they weren't your typical English teacher reads.
"Well, well, Mr. Dante," I murmured, adding all three books to my cart. "You're full of surprises."
My finger hovered over the "Buy Now" button. These books would give me insight into his mind. Plus, having something substantial to discuss would make my advances seem less obvious. I would show him that I could match his intellectual depth
I clicked "Buy Now" and smiled as the confirmation appeared. They would arrive in two days - plenty of time to read them before my next detention.






  
  Chapter 5: A Hidden World


I devoured all three books over the weekend. By Friday's detention, my mind buzzed with discussion topics and literary insights. 
My heart sank as I walked in. Two other students were hunched over desks—Jessica Miller and a sophomore boy I didn't recognize. Mr. Dante sat at his desk, fingers flying across his keyboard, absorbed in whatever he was working on.
I slid into a desk near the front, pulling out my pristine copy of American Psycho. Minutes ticked by, and Mr. Dante didn't look up once.
Fine. I cleared my throat.
His eyes flicked up, and did a visible double-take at the book in my hands. "That's... quite a choice for afternoon reading, Miss Chase."
"It's fascinating," I said, straightening in my chair. "The way Ellis uses Patrick Bateman's obsession with surfaces and status symbols to critique Reagan-era capitalism. Everything's a commodity to him - even human life." As I was saying it, I realized how rehearsed I sounded.
"One of my favorites," he said, leaning back smiling. "It gets pretty dark."
"That's what makes it effective. The violence forces us to confront our own materialism and shallow values," I said, surprising myself. Okay, that was not rehearsed. Where did that come from? Maybe I am pretty smart.
"Exactly," he replied. "The satire cuts deeper because it's so extreme." He drummed his fingers on his desk. "If you're enjoying that, you should read Less Than Zero. It was Ellis's first novel - different style, but similar themes. It's probably my favorite of his books, and he wrote it when he was only twenty-one."
"I'll add it to my list," I said.
He nodded approvingly and went back to typing.
"Are you working on something important?" I asked.
"I'm working on a book review for an online journal."
"Oh, what journal?"
He hesitated. "That's not something I would feel comfortable sharing with a student. Sorry."
What the fuck! Okay, I have to know what this is all about. "You can tell me, I won't tell anyone."
"Sorry, Miss Chase, but I can't," he said.
His tone was unyielding, and I knew there was no way to change his mind. After a brief pause, I pulled my phone from my pocket, praying he wouldn't scold me for having it out, but he had already returned his attention to his computer screen. I sent a message to Michelle.
Eden: Where are you?
Michelle: Parking lot w Jen n Alec.
Eden: I need you to draw Mr. Dante out of the detention room.
Michelle: ???? How?
Eden: Think of something.
A few minutes passed before the hallway entrance burst open, followed by the sound of fists pounding against metal lockers and a voice crying out, "Help!"
Mr. Dante bolted from the room. Perfect timing, Michelle.
Jessica and the sophomore boy rushed to the door, trying to catch a glimpse of the commotion. Their distraction gave me the opening I needed.
My legs shook as I slipped behind his desk. The screen showed a website with a black background and red text - some kind of adult literature review site. I fumbled with my phone, hands trembling as I snapped several quick photos. I returned to my seat.
"Stop right there!" Mr. Dante's voice boomed from the hallway, followed by the crash of the heavy metal doors at the end of the hall.
I tried to steady my breathing, returning to American Psycho in front of me as Mr. Dante stormed back into the classroom. His face was flushed red as he muttered under his breath. "Damn kids, running through the halls like animals."
He dropped into his chair, running his fingers through his hair. I kept my eyes fixed on my book.

      [image: image-placeholder]I kicked off my shoes and flopped onto my bed, still excited from my risky move earlier. I pulled out my phone, fingers trembling as I opened my photo gallery.
The image was blurry, but clear enough. The website's black background with blood-red text screamed at me: "Dark Desires Erotic Journal." My pulse increased as I zoomed in.
There it was - his half-finished review: "Exploring Power Dynamics and Identity in Laura Antoniou's The Marketplace."
"Hot damn," I exclaimed, leaning back. My English teacher was reviewing erotic literature.
I read the article:
"Laura Antoniou's The Marketplace stands as a pivotal work within BDSM literature, particularly notable for its exploration of power dynamics, identity, and consent. Published in the 1990s, this novel captures the essence of the BDSM community during a transformative era, shedding light on the intricacies of kink culture through its bold narrative and complex characters. The significance of The Marketplace lies not only in its artistic merits but also in its role as a reflection and shaper of the perceptions surrounding BDSM, within the context of female domination.
At the heart of The Marketplace are complex relationships defined by dominance and submission. Antoniou masterfully navigates traditional gender roles, presenting a world where female characters wield power and agency, subverting the conventional dynamics often seen in mainstream narratives. The negotiation of power is a central theme, where characters engage in an intricate dance of control, showcasing the nuances of human desires in the context of kink. This relationship exploration prompts readers to reflect on the often-misunderstood concept of submission and its correlation to personal strength.
Identity and self-discovery are vital themes within "The Marketplace." As characters engage with…" 
The article ended; no doubt that was when Michelle had pulled her stunt in the hallway.
Sexual slavery? Dominance. Submission. My chest tightened. Mr. Dante is a naughty man. I love it.
He wasn't just reading this stuff - he was analyzing it, dissecting its themes and literary merit. The thought of him sitting at his desk, contemplating power dynamics and dominance, made me wet.
But the bigger question was, did he only read and write about it, or did he practice it? I searched the Dark Desires website and found that one of its main contributors went by the username MasterDante. Ah-ha. That had to be him.
I dove deeper into my research, fingers frantically tapping the keyboard. "MasterDante BDSM" brought up several hits, including a Craigslist post that made my mouth go dry.
He had recently inquired about a specialized piece of furniture - a large wooden bench with a black leather top. The seller's description left nothing to the imagination: "Perfect for bending your slave over and spanking her ass."
"Oh my god." I squirmed. This wasn't just academic interest. Mr. Dante wasn't just writing about the kinky sex - he was living it. The thought of him shopping for spanking benches turned me on. I want to bend over that bench!
Thirty minutes of intense searching later, I struck gold. On X, a woman with the username "IsabellaTheBrat" had posted a photo that made me gasp. She was bent over that same bench, her ass bright red from what looked like a thorough spanking. The text of her post included a link to a "MasterDante" on a website called FetLife.
"Gotcha," I whispered. My proper, intellectual English teacher had a secret life. The contrast between his professional demeanor in class and this hidden side of him made my head spin. My mouse hovered over the FetLife link, fascinated by what I might find.
I created an account, my fingers shaking with anticipation. The verification email couldn't arrive fast enough. After what felt like hours, I logged on and searched for MasterDante.
His profile was a goldmine. Dozens of videos and photos, each one turning me on even more. In every shot, he wore a scary black mask that fit tightly to his face - you couldn't see anything but his eyes.. But that body? Those hands? That voice commanding his submissives? It was clearly Mr. Dante.
"On your knees," his voice growled in one video. My pussy clenched. He used that same authoritative tone to quiet our class. Only, in the video, it was darker and rougher.
I scrolled through his gallery, studying each submissive. A pattern emerged - petite blondes with small, perky breasts. They all look like me. My pussy quivered as I imagined myself in their place.
One particular video caught my attention. A blonde woman knelt before him. She kept talking back to him, not obeying his commands. He patiently walked over to a wall where various whips and toys hung from hooks. He took down a black ball gag. He placed it over her head, securing the sphere between her teeth, and tightening the strap. Drool trickled down her chin as she whimpered.
I opened Amazon in another tab, searching for "ball gag." Several options appeared. I selected one that matched the style from his videos - black leather, 1.5-inch ball, adjustable straps.
Click.

      [image: image-placeholder]I couldn't stop watching his videos. Most of the time he was shirtless, his muscular torso on full display while wearing tight black jeans or leather pants. But something struck me as odd - he never took them off. In video after video, he pleasured women with toys, vibrators, and an impressive fucking machine, but his cock always stayed behind his zipper.
My fingers traced the edge of my laptop screen. Why won't you fuck them, Mr. Dante?
The more I watched, the more I noticed his patterns. Any submissive who dared talk back, or show attitude, found herself silenced with that black ball gag. The same one I'd ordered moments earlier. His dominance was absolute - he demanded respect.
I had created my FetLife profile under the name "GreenEyedKitten." I posted some carefully edited photos of myself, showing just enough for him to see I matched his type, but not enough for him to recognize me. One showed my blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders. Another captured my petite frame in silhouette.
I sent him a message: Your videos captivate me. I'd love to experience your dominance firsthand. Let me prove I can be a good girl for you.
The site showed he was online. The word read appeared next to my message.
I waited.
And waited.
Refreshed the page dozens of times.
Nothing.
My stomach sank as I crawled into bed, disappointed. The silence felt like a rejection, even though I knew he had no idea who "GreenEyedKitty" really was.






  
  Chapter 6: Flirting with Disaster


I checked the FetLife app first thing in the morning. Nothing. Not even a "thanks but no thanks." The silence stung worse than rejection. 
In the shower, I couldn't stop thinking about those videos. His bare hand slapping their bare asses. I slapped my own ass, but it was not the same. It needed to be his hand doing the spanking.
"You look like someone kicked your puppy," Mom said as I trudged into the kitchen. "Come help me with these eggs."
I cracked two eggs into the pan, trying to force a smile. "Just tired."
My brother snickered from behind his cereal bowl. "Did Michael wise up and dump you?"
I whirled around and threw a piece of toast at his head. "No, you little twerp. Michael worships the ground I walk on."
"That's true," Mom chimed in, sliding the eggs onto a plate. "That boy would do anything for you, Eden. You should appreciate having someone so devoted."
I picked at my breakfast, Mom's words echoing in my head. She was right - most girls would kill to have a boyfriend like Michael. Sweet, attentive, always eager to please. So why wasn't it enough? Why was I obsessing over some older guy who didn't even know I existed? And what did it say about me that I got turned on thinking about him dominating me? Wasn't I supposed to be a strong, modern woman?
My fork scraped against the plate as an uncomfortable thought surfaced. Did this had something to do with Dad leaving when I was six? Was I subconsciously attracted to emotionally unavailable men? Chasing after guys who were selfish and distant, just like he'd been?
My phone dinged during breakfast. I glanced down to see a FetLife notification and angled the screen away from Mom and Tommy. A dick pic from some random user named "DomBull4U" filled my screen. His hairy belly took up most of the frame.
Gross, I messaged back. Just what I needed - some creep thinking an unsolicited dick pic would sweep me off my feet.
I stabbed at my eggs, appetite gone, when another notification popped up. My heart skipped. 
MasterDante: Your profile intrigued me. Not many young women appreciate the psychological aspects of D/s dynamics. Tell me more about what draws you to submission.
My hands shook as I read his message three times. He noticed me!
"I need to study," I announced, abandoning my breakfast. Mom shot me a suspicious look but didn't stop me as I rushed upstairs.
We texted all morning. He asked thoughtful questions about my experience level. Around noon, he gave me my first task.
MasterDante: Edge yourself three times while watching one of my videos. Do not allow yourself to orgasm. Send me a detailed description of how it felt.
I did as instructed, my whole body trembling with need by the third edge.
Good girl, he replied to my breathless report. Now put on your tightest yoga pants and go for a 30-minute walk.
After the edging, the friction from the fabric against my bare pussy as I walked drove me insane, but I obeyed. His praise when I completed each task made me feel intoxicated.
You follow instructions well, he messaged. I appreciate an eager student. 
Little did he know, I thought.

      [image: image-placeholder]I couldn't stop texting with MasterDante. Each message exchange sent a jolt through my sex, especially when I spotted him in the school hallways. One morning, I leaned against a locker, watching him walk past while typing: What are you wearing today, Sir?
His phone buzzed. He paused, checked it, and a small smile crossed his face as his fingers moved across the screen. That's not an appropriate question for this time of day.
My heart thundered in my chest. If he only knew I was standing fifteen feet away, watching his every move.
The week crawled by until Friday detention arrived. I prayed that no one else would have detention this week. I peeked through the door window - empty classroom except for Mr. Dante at his desk, focused on his laptop screen. Yes!
I slipped into my usual seat. My fingers trembled as I pulled out my phone.
Send me a dick pic? I typed, as GreenEyedKitten.
His brow furrowed as he read the message. No. I tell you what to do, not the other way around.
Why not? Too small? I replied, watching his face turn red with anger.
You are being very disrespectful. If you keep this up, I will have to punish you, he answered.
My whole body tingled with anticipation as I typed, Maybe something like this?
What????, he responded, confusion evident on his face.
This was it. My moment of truth. Heart pounding, I sent one final message:
Look up.
His head lifted. Our eyes met. His face drained of color as he took in the sight of me, his student, sitting there with the same style ball gag from his videos secured between my lips.
Mr. Dante leapt from his chair, knocking it over. He paced the length of the classroom, running his hands through his hair.
"This... this can't be happening. Put that away immediately!" His voice cracked. "I had no idea it was you… Oh god, this could get me fired… This will destroy my career."
I removed the ball gag, setting it on my desk. "Relax. We haven't done anything." I crossed my legs, letting my skirt ride up. "At least, not yet."
"And we never will." He gripped the edge of his desk so hard his knuckles turned white.
"Okay, calm down." I stood up, taking a step toward him. "Don't you want me? I've seen how you look at me, and you clearly like GreenEyedKitty."
His shoulders slumped. "Of course I do. You're beautiful and intelligent and..." He shook his head. "But it's impossible. I'm your teacher. You have to know this."
I chewed my lip, considering. "Alright, how about this - I'll stop bothering you. No more texts or coming onto you." I took another step closer. "But on graduation day, after the ceremony, I won't be your student anymore. That night..." I met his eyes. "I want you to initiate me into your world."
Mr. Dante sank into his chair. The clock ticked loudly as seconds stretched into minutes. Finally, he looked up at me.
"That... that could work. But absolutely nothing before then."
My heart soared. "Deal."






  
  Chapter 7: Crossing the Threshold


The following weeks felt like an eternity. I kept my promise - no more detentions, no more texts, not even a lingering glance in the hallway. Every fiber of my being wanted to research BDSM, to prepare myself, but I held back. I wanted Mr. Dante to be my first real teacher in that world. Poor Michael bore the brunt of my frustrated desires. I closed my eyes and imagined Mr. Dante's hands on me instead of his.  Fuck that, he loved every moment of it!
During the graduation ceremony, I could barely sit still. The valedictorian droned on and on about "bright futures" and "endless possibilities." My leg bounced underneath my gown. Just shut up already, I thought. Some of us have plans after this.
My heart nearly stopped when I saw Mr. Dante standing next to Principal Matthews, helping hand out diplomas. His fingers trembled as he passed mine over. Our eyes met for a fraction of a second, and I almost dropped my diploma.
"Eden! Over here!" Mom waved her camera while Tommy rolled his eyes beside her. I displayed my best smile as the flash went off.
"You look beautiful, honey," Mom said, wiping away tears. "I'm so proud of you, my little graduate."
Tommy shrugged. "Whatever. Can we get food now?"
"Eden!" Michelle ran over, her graduation cap askew. "You're coming to Jake's party, right? Everyone's going to be there!"
I forced a laugh. "Yeah, I'll see you there later."
Michael came over and kissed my cheek. "My parents are taking me to Olive Garden. Save me a dance at the party?"
"Of course," I said, knowing I had someplace to go first.
The buzz of my phone made me jump. My pulse quickened as I read Mr. Dante's text. It was simple, just his address and instructions to bring extra clothes. My excitement was palpable. What was he planning? My phone dinged again.
Mr. Dante: You will address me as Master Dante from entry to exit.

      [image: image-placeholder]After an early dinner with my family, I drove to Mr… I mean… Master Dante's house. I sat in my car for several minutes, staring out the window. Was  this really happening? After almost two months of pining over Mr. Dante - it was time.
I'd imagined some gothic mansion, or at least something imposing, but his ranch-style home looked... ordinary. Neat flowerbeds lined the walkway, and his Honda sat in the concrete driveway like any other person's car would.
My hands trembled as I grabbed my bag from the passenger seat. The extra clothes inside felt like a warning - or maybe a promise - of something dangerous. The walk to his front door seemed to stretch for miles. Each step marked the end of something and the beginning of something else. The old Eden - the high school student, the girlfriend, the good daughter - was about to transform into someone new. I felt as if I was about to lose my virginity all over again.
I raised my hand to knock, hesitating for a moment. Everything would change after this. I imagined that in my future memories, there would be a time before this experience, and a time after.
My knuckles rapped against the door.
It swung open, and I stepped inside, my heart thundering. The interior was dim compared to the late-afternoon sun outside. I blinked as my eyes adjusted. Mr. Dante wore a black t-shirt that hugged his frame, paired with those familiar black jeans I'd seen in his videos. A pair of Doc Marten's boots—and his mask—completed the transformation from teacher to Master.
My gaze dropped to the hardwood floor. "Thank you for allowing me to come, Master Dante."
His fingers found my chin, tilting my face upward. His touch sent electricity through my skin. "You are most welcome, my lovely girl. I look forward to our time together." His voice was warm, nothing like the stern demeanor I'd imagined.
"Follow me," he said, leading me through a tastefully decorated living room, and down a long hallway to a door at its end. He opened it, and the flicker of candles illuminated wooden stairs descending into darkness.
The basement revealed itself as we descended, and I recognized every detail from the videos. A sturdy wooden bench sat in the center, while a cross-shaped structure dominated one wall. Metal hooks and pulleys dotted the ceiling at strategic points.
A beautifully tiled shower without a curtain stood in one corner, its metal fixtures gleaming in the candlelight. The opposite wall displayed an impressive array of implements - whips hanging in neat rows, blindfolds of various materials, wooden paddles, and whips of different types that made me shiver just looking at them.
Multiple shelves held various objects - some I recognized, others foreign to me. The collection ranged from simple to complex, each item meticulously organized and maintained.
The room smelled of leather and wood polish, with a hint of vanilla from the burning candles. The soft lighting cast dancing shadows on the stone walls, creating an atmosphere both intimidating and welcoming.
A stern, commanding voice broke the silence, shocking me back to reality. "Approach the bench and lean over, placing your hands on the top."
I froze, my heart hammering in my chest as adrenaline surged through my veins. I knew I should move, but my body seemed frozen.
He gave me a hard shove from behind, urging me forward. I obeyed, placing my hands on the cool leather.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Master Dante approach a shelf and remove a pair of heavy-duty scissors. I forgot how to breathe as he knelt behind me and began cutting through the fabric of my pants, the metal scissors sending shivers up my body as they passed over my skin.
He made cuts up both legs, and my pants fell away, leaving me almost naked. He then proceeded to skillfully cut away my top and bra, leaving my top half uncomfortably exposed. My nipples puckered in the cool air, and I felt vulnerable yet aroused.
He lifted each leg, removing my socks. He grabbed my panties, and with a violent motion ripped them off of me. He's so strong. He ripped them like they were pieces of paper. I was now naked before him. Every nerve in my body seemed to be on fire.  
"SUCH a beautiful body" he growled through his sinister looking mask. "Too bad you brought it to me to abuse. I plan to leave my mark, not only on your body, but on your soul." Fear rushed through me for the first time. His hands caressed my legs, gliding up my thighs, his touch sending goosebumps across my skin. What had I gotten myself into? Was I in over my head?
When his fingers reached between my legs, I gasped, my body rocking forward. His touch was gentle but purposeful. His skilled fingers teased my most sensitive spot before trailing along the crease of my ass.
"You are delightfully responsive," he observed, his breath hot on my neck. "I anticipate a most pleasurable evening, as long as you do everything you are told."
I shivered, my eyes screwed shut as wave after wave of terror and desire washed over me. His hands continued their exploration, mapping every contour of my body as if I were a long-lost treasure he had uncovered. 
Master Dante directed me to the shower, adjusting the water to a pleasant temperature. I stepped in as he pulled up a chair to sit and observe me. It was exhilarating to be so exposed and powerless under his watchful gaze.
"Now, cleanse yourself for me. Make sure to clean every inch of your precious body. I want you immaculate, for what's about to happen." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. 
I picked up the washcloth, lathering my body, aware of his eyes on me. When I missed a spot, he verbally guided me, his voice soft but insistent. "Behind your ears, little one. Don't forget to scrub your knees and the soles of your feet."
I did as he instructed, my body tingling under his scrutiny. Once he deemed me clean, he allowed me to dry off. Wrapping the soft towel around my body, a strange sense of modesty returned, as I stood before him, vulnerable in every way.
He then led me to a different area of the room, where a strange apparatus sat waiting. I didn't recognize it, but as he helped me onto it, I realized its purpose. I sat down, my legs bent at the knees, with a small seat for my bottom and a backboard to keep me upright. My legs rested on two small platforms that he proceeded to separate, spreading my legs.
His deft hands tied my legs to the platforms and my torso to the backboard, securing me in place. Every private body part was exposed, laid bare for his gaze. He pushed the platforms even more apart, spreading my legs wider and wider. It was a bizarre sensation. One that left me helplessly open to him, like a sacrifice on an altar.
He could do anything to me right now, and I wouldn't be able to stop him.
"Tell me if it hurts," he said.
"It's okay, Mr. Dante," I said. "I can take more. I'm extremely flexible."
His head cocked to one side and he slapped my left breast harshly. I immediately realized my mistake and corrected myself, "I mean Master Dante. Please forgive me!"
"Very good, my pet," he said.
He kept going until my legs were extended out on either side, as if I were sitting on a balance beam. He pulled up a chair and sat with one leg crossed over the other. Just staring at me from behind that mask. 
"Now, Eden, I want you to show me how you touch yourself. I want to see how you pleasure your own body." His voice was low and rough, as if the sight of me restrained and vulnerable had stirred his own desire.
My cheeks flushed, as a rush of heat surged between my legs. I had never masturbated in front of anyone before. I brought my hands to my breasts, cupping them. His handprint still visible.  My thumbs brushed over my hardened nipples. It was odd to touch myself with him watching, but it was also stimulating.
I pinched my nipples, moaning. My fingers drifted down my chest, past my stomach, and finally, to my shaved cunt. I massaged my clit with my forefingers. I'm so fucking wet.
I looked directly at him as I slipped a finger inside, biting my lip so hard that I thought it might bleed. "Like this, Master Dante?" I whispered, my voice full of need for approval. I began to quicken my strokes.
He said, "Slow down. I don't want you to cum yet."
I slowed down, but it was not good enough. "Slower."
I slowed down even more. "Slower!" he repeated.
At this point, my hand was moving in slow motion. It was pure torture. I wanted to revel in the release of an orgasm, but he wouldn't let me. Not yet, anyway.
"I know you want to speed up, but resist the urge. Slow and steady… and stop slouching, sit up straight… that's a good girl.
After a few minutes, he stood and walked over to another cabinet and removed a machine with a dildo at the end of a short arm. He placed it under my pussy and plugged it in. He returned to his chair. He had a small remote with a dial on it. He flicked the switch, and the dildo extended up and into me. OMG, I was not expecting that.
I could tell he was observing me through his mask - like he was studying my reactions for some kinky research project. 
"Do you want it to go faster?" he asked.
"Yes, please."
He turned the dial, and the dildo began thrusting faster. Through my haze of euphoria, questions bubbled up in my mind.
"Master Dante?" I managed between breaths. "May I ask you something?"
He nodded. "You may."
With the dildo still thrusting in and out of me, I asked, "What made you... choose this path?" The words came out hesitant, unsure if I was crossing a line.
His thoughtful eyes met mine. "I discovered early in life that control - the giving and taking of it - fascinated me. The psychology behind dominance and submission." He paused, considering his next words. "Teaching provided one outlet for that interest in guiding others. This," he gestured around the room, "provides another."
I absorbed this, wondering about all the women who had been here before me. The thought both excited and unsettled me. How many had sat where I was sitting? 
"And you prefer... watching?" I ventured, curious about why he remained so physically distant.
A slight smile spread across his face. "Control isn't always about physical contact, Eden. Sometimes, the greatest power lies in restraint - both mine and yours." He leaned forward in his chair. "Tell me, does knowing I'm watching intensify your experience?"
My skin flushed, because he was right - it did. His presence, his complete control over my gratification without even touching me - it was intoxicating. I understood then that his satisfaction came from orchestrating these moments, conducting this symphony of sensation and surrender.
"Yes," I whispered, understanding blooming within me. "It does."
He nodded, satisfied with my answer. "Good girl. Now focus on what you're feeling." He twisted the dial, making the dildo thrust at an ungodly speed.
I tried to rise but couldn't because of the ropes tying me down and the position of my legs. The familiar rush of adrenaline that preceded an orgasm entered my blood stream. "Mmm-hmm," I moaned. "Ahhh…" I was about to crest that hill, when he snapped the machine off. I experienced a momentary sense of loss as the relentless thrusting ceased. 
"Eden, I have many rules that I live by, but you are special. You see, every woman I have ever brought down here was blindfolded first. And I wore my mask the entire time. To this day, none of them know what I look like or my identity. You are the only one that knows who I am. You are the only one that knows my secret life."
Why was he telling me this?
"Today, I am going to throw my rules away," he said.
What does that mean?
He moved his chair close to me and began stroking my inner thighs with his hand, moving closer and closer to my pussy until he was gently touching it. He slid one finger into me and then another, moving them around in circles inside me. He withdrew his fingers and removed his mask. "Mmmmm, you taste wonderful," he said as he put his fingers in his mouth.
His hand again cupped my pussy softly, and I sighed at the pleasant sensation. I felt so special that he had removed his mask and was touching me in such a tender way. We locked eyes, and I offered him a smile, just as he slapped my pussy hard. The sting took my breath away, and I couldn't help but cry out.  As the initial shock faded, an unfamiliar tingling sensation began to build in my cunt. He raised his hand to slap it again. I flinched and he smiled a devilish smile. His next slap was less painful, and the tingling intensified, spreading through my core.
After releasing me from the restraints, he helped me up. My trembling limbs betrayed me as I attempted to stand - they'd been spread apart for so long. His strong arms encircled me, holding me close. Something about his embrace made me feel secure, though I couldn't explain why considering what he had just done to me. This experience had already taken me far past what I was used to, and I sensed we were just getting started.

      [image: image-placeholder]Master Dante led me across the room to an imposing wooden structure covered in black leather. The X-shaped frame loomed before me, and I couldn't help but ask, "What is this?"
"A St. Andrews Cross," he explained, spinning me around and pushing me against it.
He spread my legs wide, securing each ankle with padded cuffs at the lower points of the X. My pulse roared as he guided my arms upward, fastening them to the upper restraints. I pulled against the restraints, but they were tight.
His voice took on a darker edge that made me shiver. "Remember in detention when you revealed yourself as GreenEyedKitten?"
"Yes," I said.
"You were being very bratty. You even insulted my manhood. That's something I have yet to punish you for. A sin I can't let stand."
Heat crept up my neck and face. Punishment? What had we been doing up until now?
His first strike across my ass came without warning, hard enough to make me gasp. Fucking hell! Another followed, then another. I cried out, "Stop!"
He paused mid-swing. "Do you really want me to stop? Do you want this to be over? We can end this, right now, if it's too much for you."
I considered his words, though I already knew my answer. "No, I'm okay. I wasn't expecting it to sting so much."
His lips brushed my ear as he whispered, "You need to understand something. You will experience pain and ecstasy here tonight. And it will either break you, or you will survive it, and it will make you stronger." Terror shot through me, but I refused to back down. I was determined to take whatever he gave me - and do it without breaking.
I turned my head to meet his gaze. "Let's see what you've got."
He stepped back, appearing surprised by my challenge. "In that case, we need to establish a safe word... let's make it 'kitty.' If you say 'stop' or 'I can't' or 'don't' - those will be ignored. But if at any time you say 'kitty,' I will stop immediately. Do you understand?"
"Yes," I replied with no hesitation.
He walked to the wall of implements and returned with a wooden paddle in his hands.  He raised it and brought it down barely touching my ass. A second tap followed, just as gentle. The third strike, however, crashed against my flesh with shocking force. A wave of pain rippled through me, but I gritted my teeth, refusing to make a sound.
He continued his assault on my backside, alternating between harsh blows and teasing taps. Minutes stretched on as the paddle found its mark again and again. He swapped the paddle for a flogger and continued his assault on my butt, back, and upper thighs. My ass burned - I knew, without looking, that it was a bright cherry red.
The flogger disappeared from view as he walked back to the wall. When he returned, he held what looked like a thin wooden stick.
"That does not look very menacing," I said, eyeing the flimsy-looking cane.
He let out a low laugh. "So you’re going to continue being a little brat, are you? I’m warning you, that's a mistake.”
“So, I’m supposed to be scared of that little twig?" I taunted.
His knowing smile sent shivers down my spine. "Oh, this little twig, as you call it, is a cane. You see, when the paddle or even my hand makes contact with your skin, the impact is diffused over a larger surface area. With a cane, the contact is much more focused. It sometimes even breaks the skin. It will cause blisters after just a few strikes. After this, you WILL have difficulty sitting for a few days."
Ice flooded my veins. The safe word 'kitty' danced on the tip of my tongue, but I swallowed it back. I wanted - no I needed - to experience everything he had to offer. Drawing in a deep breath, I turned my head away so he couldn't see my fear.
The first strike of the cane sent lightning through my body. I yanked against the restraints, desperate to escape the burning sensation, and to cover my delicate butt cheeks. My flesh felt like it had been sliced open by a razor.
"I want your help," he said. His voice calm and controlled. "I’m going to swat your ass ten more times. I want you to count each one of them out loud. If you fail to do so, I will not count that one, resulting in an additional swat. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Master."
The cane whistled through the air before connecting with my tender flesh. I bit my lip, fighting to keep my voice steady. "One," I managed to say.
Another strike landed, and tears sprang to my eyes. "Two," I choked out. Fuck this was only two!
Each subsequent strike was worse than the last. My voice grew shakier with each number I called out. "Three... Four... Five..." By six, my legs were trembling. I was practically hanging on the cross by my arms. Seven had me sobbing. Eight made me scream the number. Nine left me barely able to speak. When ten finally came, I whispered the number through my tears. I felt humiliated and broken, but also like I had survived the most physically painful experience of my life.
He placed the cane back on its hook and returned to me. His hand touched my burning ass cheek, making me jerk away from his touch. I screamed, "You asshole!"
He just smiled, and said, "I didn't hear the safe word. You could have stopped it at anytime. If you really wanted to."
He was not wrong. I could have stopped it. So, why didn't I?
"It's okay. It didn't break the skin," he said. "I hope you learned your lesson. Are you going to ever insult me again?" 
That's right. I had forgotten in the fog of pain, why he was doing this in the first place. All because I had joked about him having a tiny dick.
I shook my head frantically, turning to face him with tears streaming down my cheeks. He reached out, and I expected comfort. Instead, ran his fingers along my face, collecting my tears on his fingers and brought them to his mouth.
"Your tears taste almost as good as your pussy."
My emotions swirled like a hurricane inside me. I'd never been so confused - part of me wanted to run and hide from this man forever, while another part wanted to beg him for more. I couldn't decide if I loved or hated him. Maybe both?
I let out a relieved sigh as Master Dante freed me from the cross, my legs collapsed beneath me and I collapsed onto the floor. He picked me up and carried me to the padded leather bench, laying me down with surprising gentleness. His mouth found my breast, and I gasped at the soft, wet heat of his tongue circling my nipple. The contrast between this tenderness and his earlier viciousness heightened the sensations.
"Oh god," I moaned as he swirled his tongue. My back arched, pushing my breast further into his mouth. The tension built in my core - I'd never felt anything like this from just nipple stimulation before.
When his teeth grazed my sensitive peak, followed by quick flicks of his tongue, I clutched at the edges of the bench. The earlier handprint had disappeared. Michael's clumsy attempts at foreplay couldn't compare to this expert attention. Yes, older men did know better.
Master Dante switched to my other breast while his fingers found my clit, working it in slow circles. He trapped my sensitive bud between two fingers, applying enough pressure to make my hips buck. At the same time, he trapped my nipple between his teeth, biting down gently. Again, as my orgasm approached, he pulled away, leaving me whimpering. Oh for fuck's sake… I want to cum!
From his pocket, he extracted two metal clamps connected by a thin chain. He attached the first clamp to my left nipple. The screw tightened, as I dug my nails into my palms at the building pressure. The right nipple received the same treatment, the chain swaying between them.
"Spread your legs," he commanded.
I complied, exposing my swollen womanhood to him. His head dipped between my thighs, and I jerked at the first touch of his mouth against my pussy. This was new territory - in all the videos I'd watched of him, he'd never taken off his mask, nor had he used his mouth on any of the other women. Was he going to give me his cock at some point? If he is, I want it now.
Master Dante's tongue flicked and twirled between my legs, driving me wild. I arched my back, pressing my clit against his mouth.
"Master, please..." I begged, my hands grasping the back of his head.
He pushed my legs back, using his hands to spread my ass cheeks as his mouth surrounded my butthole. A shockwave of sensation raced through me. No one had ever done this to me before, and I was surprised at the forbidden thrill it produced. I hadn't known that area was so erogenous. His tongue circled and teased.
The tip of his finger probed the delicate tissues surrounding the entrance. I flinched as it slid inside, a burning sensation spreading through me. I clenched around his finger, my body resisting the intrusion. He was patient, adding lube to his finger before working it deeper inside me. The burn faded, replaced by a strange, intriguing feeling.
After he removed his finger, I watched with apprehension as he retrieved a small glass butt plug from one of the shelves. It looked like a work of art. He lubed it up, and I knew what was coming next.
His eyes locked on mine as he pushed the tip of the plug into me. My asshole began to stretch open. The base of the plug was thicker than the tip. 
He instructed me to, "Relax... don't clinch up. Exhale and press out a little."
I did as he said and focused on relaxing as he worked it deeper inside me. Finally, the widest part slipped in, as my anus clenched around it, holding it in place.
"How does that feel?" he asked.
"Tight, but good," I whispered, surprised at the feeling of fullness it produced. The plug felt like an illicit secret shared by the two of us.
"Kneel before me," he commanded.
I positioned myself on my knees, as I gazed up at him. The plug in my ass shifted with my movement, sending little jolts through my body.
Something changed in his expression - a flicker of uncertainty crossed his face. His commanding presence wavered for the first time since I'd entered his dungeon. I could see the internal struggle playing out behind his eyes.
"What do you want more than anything right now?" he asked.
"For you to fuck me," I said without hesitation.
He nodded. "I thought that would be your answer." He paused, swallowing hard. "I've never done that... here in this room. Not with a submissive. That is something I have always saved strictly for girlfriends."
My breathing faltered as he grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head in one fluid motion. His fingers moved to his belt buckle, and my pussy began the throb. Holy shit. Is this really happening? Is he going to break his primary rule… for me?
The metallic sound of his zipper seemed to echo through the room. His eyes locked with mine as he said, "If you want it, take it out."
I didn't hesitate for a second. Reaching up, I pulled his cock free from his pants. It sprang forward, already most of the way stiff. I'd never held one so big—it was massive. It made me feel powerful that this monster was reacting to me, growing harder by the second. My hands encircled the base of his shaft, as I swirled my tongue around the head, tasting his salty pre-cum.
He groaned a deep, masculine sound that sent a thrill through me. I took him deeper, amazed at the length and girth. Unlike Michael and the other boy I'd been with, this was a challenge. I couldn't pop it all in like with them; I had to work to take more and more of him.
"Slow down," he said. "Relax your throat and take it all the way in."
I tried to do as he said, but gagged when his shaft hit the back of my throat. He was just too damn big. I can't do this.
"That's okay," he said, his voice encouraging. "I know you can do it. You've done so well tonight. Look me in the eyes."
I looked up at him. "Relax your throat," he whispered. "Just let it slide down."
I nodded, and he pressed forward. His cock made its way to the back of my mouth and then slowly started pushing into my throat. I tensed for a moment, my eyes widening at the sensation, but I relaxed as it slid all the way in. A sense of pride welled up inside of me, even though I probably looked ridiculous with my nose pressed against his pubic hair.
He pulled out, then pushed back in, going a little faster each time. Before long, he was face-fucking me. My mouth and throat turned into a sloppy mess, but I didn't care. I loved being used by this man.
"Fuck, you're good," he said, his eyes half-closed. "Keep that throat relaxed for me. That's it... take it all."
I worried that he was going to cum, and he had not fucked me yet. Finally, he stopped, leaving me gasping for breath.
He pulled me up and roughly bent me over the bench. I could tell that he wanted to ram it into me, but he had to know that he was bigger than any of the boys I had been with. I was not stretched out enough to take him pushing it in too fast. So, he put the tip to the opening of my pussy lips. His cock was lubed up from my mouth, and my pussy was soaking wet, but he still entered me slowly. His cock rubbed against the walls of my vagina, stretching it beyond what was comfortable.
"You are so tight," he said.
As he pushed deeper, it hurt, but as he began to thrust in and out my pussy stretched to accommodate him. I had never been so full. The pain quickly turned to pleasure.
"Ahhhmmmhhhmmm," I groaned. "Fuck me harder, Master Dante."
He pulled out, hesitating for a moment, and then thrust as hard as he could back into me. Oh my god. That was amazing. It was like his cock was punching my cunt.
He did this several more times, while slapping my sore ass. This mixture of ecstasy and pain was not something that I knew existed. Yet again, the rush of an orgasm swelled inside of me. My pussy contracted around his dick as I heard him say, "Oh my god, oh my god."
We both screamed, "I'm cumming," as he pulled the butt plug out of my ass. I had forgotten it was even in there. The release of pressure combined with my orgasm destroyed me. I pulled away from his cock, wanting to catch any cum that might still be coming out. He was still spurting when I took him into my mouth. His cum was delicious, and I squeezed his shaft savoring every last drop.






  
  Chapter 8: A Gift of Control


Master Dante scooped me up in his strong arms and carried me to the plush leather couch along the far wall. I nestled against his chest, feeling his heart still beating strong under his sweaty torso. His masculine scent filled my nostrils as I ran my hand along his rock-hard abs. 
"How was it for you?" he asked.
"It was... intense. Scary at times, but exhilarating. Like riding an emotional rollercoaster. My body and mind went places I didn't expect."
"I thought you might tap out a few times there."
"I almost did," I admitted, looking up at him. "But I wanted to experience it. To experience you… Why did you break your rule for me? The no-sex-with-submissives rule?” I asked.
"You touched something in me I wasn't expecting. Your boldness, your determination... I knew what you wanted, and I wanted to please you. You’re a force to be reckoned with."
"I like that. A force to be reckoned with,” I said.
"Tell me." His voice taking on that teacher tone I knew so well, "what did you learn from tonight?"
I thought for a moment. "I learned that pleasure and pain aren't opposites like I always thought. They're connected, working together. One feeds into the other."
“Yes," he said, nodding. "That's right. And you can't truly appreciate pleasure without experiencing pain to compare it to. It's one of the most important lessons I've learned practicing dominance and submission."
"Would you like to do this again, or was once enough for you?" His fingers entwined with mine.
I shifted to look at his face. "Do you want to do this again with me?"
"Yes," he breathed, his eyes darkening. "I very much want to do this with you, again. I have a lot more to show you. And I should not have mixed our activities down here with sex. If we do this again, we will have our playtime down here and then move upstairs, to the bedroom, for the sex.”
"I did enjoy myself," I said, letting my hand wander down to his cock. I picked it up, wanting to feel what it weighed in my hand. "But I'm not 100% sure being a true submissive is right for me. Don't get me wrong, tonight was incredible... but I had to fight to not take control."
His rich laugh filled the room. "It's a mistake to think submission means giving up control. In some ways, Subs are in more control than the Doms… If you hadn't agreed to be here tonight, this never would have happened at all. I'd just be a sad middle-aged teacher sitting at home alone on a Saturday night."
"I hadn't thought of it like that," I admitted, considering his words.
"Plus, subs have the ability to stop a scene at any time," he added. “So, you're always in control of beginning and ending a scene."
"A scene?" I asked, my fingers still exploring his body. "What is a scene?"
"That's what some in the lifestyle call what we just did. It's when a dominant and submissive get together and play out a 'scene' with a definite beginning and ending. For example, we began our scene when we walked down the stairs... and we ended the scene when we both came a few minutes ago."
I lifted my head to look at him. "So, we're not in a scene now?"
"No. Though some couples agree to live in their dominant and submissive roles 24/7."
My mind wandered to an intriguing possibility. "Have you ever been a Sub?"
“No,” he answered.
"Would you consider it?”
He hesitated, before responding with another firm, "No. I'm not a switch."
"What's a switch?"
"Someone who enjoys both dominant and submissive roles. They can switch between the two depending on their partner or mood."
I sat up straighter, letting my hand rest on his thigh. "Not even for me? You wouldn't switch for just one night to let me be the master?"
His expression softened, but his voice remained resolute. "No. I'm a Dom, Eden. That's who I am, and I'm happy in that position."
I couldn't hide my disappointment. The idea of having him submit to me had sparked something deep inside.
"I'd like for you to stay," Master Dante said, running his fingers down my arm. "But don't you have a party to attend? I don't want to keep you from your friends."
“I wish you could come with me," I sighed, pressing my naked body against his.
"I think you know I can't… but we can see each other again next week," he added. "And I got you a special gift, but you need to get dressed first."
We showered together, his hands moving over my body with a gentleness I did not know he was capable of. I changed into the extra clothes he had asked me to bring.
As I finished dressing, he presented me with a sleek black box. My fingers trembled with excitement as I opened it, like a kid on Christmas morning. Inside was a small curved device, about an inch thick and two inches long. He lifted it from the box and reached into my pants, positioning it against my pussy.
He pulled out his phone, pressed a button, and suddenly I jumped, as a strong vibration pulsed against my clit.
"Holy fuck!” I gasped, grabbing his arm for support.
His smile turned wicked. "I can control it from anywhere with my phone. And I want you to wear it at all times. Even when you sleep.” 
We shared a deep, passionate kiss before I headed for the door. "I'll see you later," I called over my shoulder.
"You will definitely be feeling me later,” he said, his voice full of promise.
THE END
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