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Chained and Whipped by Teacher (Taboo BDSM Encounters, #4)

I fastened the buttons on the front of my dress, and I put my feet into cute but sensible flats.

I was going on a date, but I wasn’t excited about it.

Jeff Suarez was a guy from my graduating class. We’d run into each other a few weeks ago at the lake, flirted a bit, and exchanged numbers. Yesterday, he’d texted me, asking me out to dinner, and I’d said yes.

Secretly though, it wasn’t Jeff that I wanted. Jeff was just a distraction.

The man I really wanted wasn’t exactly my age. He was older.

He was my former teacher.

The taboo-ness of our relationship was definitely exciting...if relationship was even the right word for what we were.

I was more like his plaything. His pet. I was eager to please him. All I wanted in return was for him to take my virginity.

In our three encounters so far, he’d practically done everything but that.

I sighed as I stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. It wasn’t like I was ugly. I was slim, with long dark hair and plush, youthful lips. My eyelashes were thick and long. My breasts, though not enormous, gave my body a nice shape.

So why did I feel like Mr. McAllister didn’t want me the way I wanted him?

At that moment, my phone pinged with an incoming text message. It was probably Jeff letting me know he was on his way.

With the promise of a pleasant evening on the horizon, I decided to put Mr. McAllister out of my mind and focus on Jeff. Who knows? There could be potential there...

But I doubt it, I couldn’t help but think.

Then, with a scrunch of my mouth, I banished that negative thinking, grabbed my purse, and went out the door.

* * *

Jeff picked me up in his brother’s car, and he took me to a nice seafood restaurant in the heart of downtown. I was impressed by the choice. It struck me as something Mr. McAllister would’ve picked for a date.

Stop thinking about him, I told myself, and I accepted Jeff’s help out of the car.

Once inside the restaurant, Jeff stuffed his hands in his pockets and stood about a foot away from me, radiating waves of nervous energy.

“You look nice,” Jeff said as we waited to be seated. He wasn’t even looking at me.

He was afraid to, I realized. It was what marked the difference between a boy and a man. Mr. McAllister was never afraid to look at me, to possess me with his eyes as he took in the shape of my bra underneath my satin dress, or the way my breasts trembled when he tied my hands above my head.

Thinking about him made my skin tingle. I shivered under my dress as we were seated at our table by the hostess. It was like I could still feel Mr. McAllister’s eyes on me...

“What are you in the mood for?” Jeff asked from behind his menu. “I’m looking at the seafood medley pasta.”

Mushroom ravioli, I was prepared to say. Then, I glanced up to look at Jeff, but it was what was behind him that caught my attention.

Or who, rather.

Several feet behind Jeff was the restaurant’s long, mahogany bar, and seated at that bar was none other than Mr. McAllister—

And he was looking right at me.

When he finally caught me staring, he raised his glass—what looked like a neat double whiskey—and gave me a silent toast.

My mouth fell open.

Mr. McAllister’s dark eyes glittered. Even from all the way across the restaurant, I could feel his gaze scorching my skin like iron. My legs trembled under the table, remembering the way his fingers grazed the sensitive skin on the insides of my thighs.

My mouth was suddenly dry. Mortified, I licked my lips and gulped down some ice water.

“You okay?” Jeff asked, raising his eyebrows.

“Yeah,” I said. Then, I faked a cough. “Excuse me for a second. I’m just going to go visit the ladies’ room real quick.”

I got up and marched to the restroom, feeling Mr. McAllister’s eyes following me the whole way there. Once inside, I dabbed some water on the back of my burning neck. My heart was racing, and blood pounded frantically in my head.

I can’t believe he’s here...while I’m on a date with Jeff Suarez! I thought. This is the worst day of my life!

After drying off with a paper towel, I went back out the door and into the hallway outside, where I ran headfirst into Mr. McAllister.

And just when I managed to calm down, too. My face began burning all over again with fresh shame. I was sure that I was glowing like a light bulb.

Despite my embarrassment, I couldn’t help but appreciate how good he looked. Instead of a tee shirt and jeans, he was in a shirt, tie, and slacks, moderately dressier than how he dressed for teaching. He was standing against the wall with his hands in his pockets, but he hitched himself up when he saw me walk out of the restroom.

“Hello, Michelle,” he said.

I felt a familiar stirring in my pelvis at the sound of his deep voice. I was used to hearing it giving me commands. To strip, to suck his cock...

I swallowed against the tightening in my throat.

“Are you on a date?” he asked.

There was a steely edge to his voice. I nodded mutely.

“Are you going to fuck him?”

I gasped, shocked that he’d ask such a thing, and in public, no less.

“No!” I finally managed to sputter breathlessly. “Of course not.”

Mr. McAllister strode forward, pinning me in place with his eyes. I felt suddenly like my feet had sunk into the ground, and I couldn’t budge at all.

“Good,” he drawled. He drew his hand forward and, without warning, slipped it up my dress to cup my hot, throbbing mound. “Because this pussy is mine. Don’t forget it.”

I shuddered as I immediately became wet. There was nothing but a strip of fabric, as thin as tissue paper, between the skin of his hand and my pussy.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered.

Mr. McAllister dropped his hand. Then, without saying another word, he turned around and left the hallway. I waited a few seconds to catch my breath before following in his wake, thinking that he was returning to the bar.

But when I emerged back into the restaurant’s main dining area, Mr. McAllister was nowhere to be found.

“Feeling okay?” Jeff asked when I returned to the table.

“Yeah.” I sank into my seat, suddenly famished, and was relieved to find that somebody had delivered a basket of bread.

“The waiter came by, but I wanted to wait until you came back so we can order together,” Jeff said.

I bristled, feeling strangely irritated by him. “Thanks. That was thoughtful.” What does he want, an award? I thought acidly.

I’d been considering the mushroom ravioli, but after running into Mr. McAllister, I just needed...more. The waiter came back several minutes later to finally take our order.

“And for the young lady?” he said, turning his attention to me, pen poised over his notepad.

“I’ll have the steak,” I said. “Rare.”

* * *

After dinner, Jeff and I ended up driving aimlessly around town. I could tell he wanted to fool around.

“I’d invite you over, but my parents are home,” he kept saying, giving me a sideways glance.

We eventually ended up at the park near his house, slurping milkshakes from a fast food drive-thru. Jeff played classic rock on the radio. Once the milkshakes were gone, he unbuckled his seatbelt and tried putting his hand on my knee. His touch was ice-cold.

“Does this make you uncomfortable?” he asked.

I shook my head. What a silly thing to ask.

He leaned over the center console, and we kissed. It wasn’t bad. He tasted sweet from the vanilla milkshake, and his cold tongue was an intriguing sensation in my mouth. But it was immediately obvious just how inexperienced he was. He had no idea what to do with his hands and kept placing them in awkward positions on various parts of my body. His movements were jerky, self-conscious.

He used way too much tongue.

My mind went in the very natural direction of thinking about Mr. McAllister, and I felt a sudden, deep ache for him, so acute that I nearly lost my breath. But I tried to snuff it out. I curled my fingers through Jeff’s thick, dark hair and kissed him back forcefully, willing myself to smother all mental traces of Mr. McAllister.

Mistaking my response for enthusiasm for him, Jeff groaned against my mouth, and his touches became bolder. He shoved both hands up my dress, fingers groping toward the lining of my panties.

I drew my legs apart and let him explore me down there.

I might as well have some fun, I thought to myself. If Mr. McAllister doesn’t want me, somebody else will.

I wouldn’t let him fuck me, but I’d let him make me feel good. I leaned back in my seat and lifted my hips so Jeff could slide off my underwear. Then, his fingers were poking into my wetness, rubbing and plunging.

He had no idea what he was doing, but that was fine by me.

* * *

I came home late, lips feeling tingly and bruised from kissing Jeff. We’d taken turns going down on each other in the backseat of the car. He’d been so clumsy with his tongue that I had to fake an orgasm to get him to stop.

I was in my bedroom, taking off my shoes and earrings, when my phone buzzed with another incoming text message. I picked it up, already annoyed as I thought it was Jeff texting me again, but the name on the screen made my heart stop.

Master.

It was Mr. McAllister, and he was texting me.

I took a second look at the time. It was nearly midnight, and if he was texting me this late at night, it was obvious that he
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