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Chapter One: The Dual Life
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The fading scent of lemon polish and old paper hung in the air of Eleanor’s study, a familiar comfort. She let her silk robe fall open, the cool air ghosting over her skin. At 38, her body was a map of disciplined care: 36DD breasts, full and heavy, a 24-inch waist that flared to 36-inch hips, and long, toned legs that ended in slender ankles. She stood before the floor-length mirror, not with vanity, but with the clinical assessment of a general inspecting her armour.

Three days a week, this body was Professor Vance’s. She padded to her wardrobe, selecting a tailored heather-grey pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse. The clothes were a uniform, designed to command respect, not lust. She fastened her stockings, smoothed the skirt over her hips, and applied a minimal sweep of lipstick. The transformation was complete. The woman in the mirror looked capable, sharp, untouchable.

The college corridors echoed with the sound of shuffling feet and murmured conversations. Eleanor’s heels clicked a steady, authoritative rhythm on the linoleum as she entered the lecture hall. A quiet settled over the room. She placed her leather satchel on the podium and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice clear and carrying without need for a microphone. “Today, we continue with the theme of transgression in Frankenstein. Let’s talk about the body as a text.”

She began to lecture, pacing slowly. She explained complex theories of societal rejection and embodied horror with a patient, clarifying grace. A student in the front row, his brow furrowed, raised a hand.

“I’m sorry, Professor Vance, but I’m still not clear on the distinction between the monster’s solitude and Victor’s self-imposed isolation.”

Eleanor leaned against the podium, a small, encouraging smile on her lips. “An excellent question. Think of it not as a distinction of kind, but of origin. Victor’s isolation is a chosen consequence of his ambition. The monster’s is an imposed condition of his very form—a text written by a negligent author, which society refuses to read. He is a body forced into narrative before he can claim his own voice.”

She saw the understanding dawn in the student’s eyes, and a few others nodded. They liked her because she didn’t talk down to them. She dismantled complexities with precision, making the obscure feel tangible. For fifty minutes, the only world that existed was built of words and ideas. She made them see it. She made them care.

When the bell rang, cutting through her analysis of the creature’s final monologue, a collective groan went up. They packed their bags slowly, reluctantly.

“You’re gonna make me cry, Professor V.,” called out a boy from the back, Marc, who usually slept through his 8 a.m. chemistry lab. “Two more weeks of this and then... nothing. It’s tragic.”

A girl named Sarah, clutching her heavily annotated copy of the novel to her chest, nodded. “Seriously. Who’s going to explain why we’re all secretly monsters? My psych professor just talks about stats.”

Eleanor smiled, a genuine warmth touching her eyes as she gathered her papers. “You’ll explain it to yourselves. That was always the point. You have the tools.”

They lingered, asking last-minute questions not about the final exam, but about life, about books she’d recommend for the summer. She gave each query her full attention, a gift of focused presence that made every student feel like the only person in the room. It was why the graduating seniors were genuinely heartbroken. She wasn't just a teacher; she was the rare cornerstone of their education that didn’t crumble under boredom or cynicism.

In the hallway, the ancient Spanish professor, Dr. Ruiz, gave her a sight nod and a soft smile. “Another masterpiece, Eleanor. You spoil them.”

Dave, the maintenance man mopping the floor, paused to let her pass. “Have a good one, Professor. Big test today?”

“Just the usual, Dave. How’s your daughter?”

“She aces her spelling test. Talks about you reading that poem last year.”

There wasn’t a person in the building—from the weary administrative assistant who dealt with angry parents, to the disaffected skateboarder leaning against his locker—who didn’t respect her. It was a quiet, universal fact, like the old brick walls of the college itself.

Her final office hours were a slow procession of goodbyes. A vase of peonies from a graduating senior sat on her desk, their pink heads heavy and fragrant. She packed her satchel deliberately, the weight of the books a familiar comfort. The drive home was quiet, the setting sun painting the sky in streaks of orange and violet. She poured a glass of Malbec, ran a bath with bergamot oil, and submerged herself in the silence. Later, in her bed with crisp, cool sheets, she slept a deep, untroubled sleep.

She woke with the sun, her body rested. The morning was a silent ritual: French press coffee, two eggs scrambled with chili flakes, toast with avocado. She ate at her kitchen island, watching light filter through the maple tree in her backyard. The day stretched, empty and hers. She prepared a lunch of quinoa salad with roasted vegetables, ate it slowly while reading a novel unrelated to her work. The clock on the oven ticked towards five.

At four-thirty, she ascended the stairs not to her bedroom, but to a separate wing of the house. The air grew cooler. She entered a dressing room that was more an arsenal. She shed her soft cotton lounge wear.

The leather of the bustier was cool and stiff against her skin. She worked the zipper up the side, the sound sharp in the quiet room. It cinched her waist, lifting and framing her 36DD breasts until they swelled dramatically over the top, the dark leather a stark contrast to her pale skin. The skirt was a complex piece, loose panels of supple leather that swished around her thighs. It was cut high at the front, but when she turned, the mirror showed the back: a mere thong strap, bisecting the full, round swell of her ass. She applied a darker lipstick, smudged kohl around her eyes, and pinned her hair up. Professor Vance was gone.

At five precisely, the doorbell chimed. She opened the door to a couple. The woman, early twenties, had a nervous, bird-like energy, her eyes darting everywhere but Eleanor’s face. The man, mid-thirties, had the controlled posture of someone used to command. Here, he was trying to relinquish it.

“Mistress Velvet,” he said, his voice slightly tight.

“Come in.” Her tone was neither warm nor cold. It was a statement of fact. She led them through the ordinary living room, past the bookshelves and the piano, to a plain oak door. She unlocked it. The air that washed out was different—clean, with a hint of antiseptic and warmed metal.

Her dungeon was a study in contradiction: clinical and sensual. Stainless steel fixtures gleamed under adjustable spotlights. One wall held a meticulously arranged display of tools: floggers, crops, canes, and things less easily named. In the centre of the room stood a heavy, polished wooden X-frame.

“Lena, isn’t it?” Eleanor said, turning to the woman. “The frame. Ankles and wrists. You know the drill.”

Lena’s breath hitched, but she moved obediently. Eleanor secured the padded cuffs with swift, efficient clicks. The position was demanding, arms and legs spread, back slightly arched. The loose cotton dress Lena wore was suddenly absurd in this setting.

“And you, Robert.” Eleanor turned. She held a small, open stainless-steel cage in her palm. “You know what to do.”

Robert’s jaw tightened, but he unbuckled his trousers, letting them pool at his feet. His flaccid penis looked vulnerable. He took the device from her—a chastity cage of polished steel bars—and fitted it over himself, fumbling with the lock at the base until it snapped shut with a definitive click. The key dangled from Eleanor’s fingertip before she slipped it into a tiny pocket on her skirt.

“Good.” The word was a verdict. “Now, let’s begin.”

She walked to the wall and selected a flogger with falls of soft, black suede. She trailed the tips over Lena’s exposed calf, making the girl jump. “The point is the sound, dear. The warmth. The surrender. Not the pain. Not yet.”

Then she began. The flogger rose and fell in a steady, rhythmic pattern against the backs of Lena’s thighs. Thwup. Thwup. Thwup. The sound was a percussive counterpoint to Lena’s sharp, gasped breaths. Robert stood rigid, his eyes glued to the scene, the cage around his penis a glaring, humiliating reminder of his place.

Eleanor switched to a shorter, stiffer crop. This one bit. A thin, red line blossomed on Lena’s right buttock. Lena cried out.

“Quiet,” Eleanor said, her voice calm. She touched the crop to Lena’s lips. “Or I will gag you.”

She set the crop down and picked up a different device—a sleek, black wand with a small electrode at the tip. A violet arc of electricity crackled between its prongs when she pressed a button. Lena whimpered.

“This conducts sensation, not damage,” Eleanor explained, as if discussing meter in a sonnet. She touched the wand to the outside of Lena’s dress, against her nipple. A sharp buzz. Lena jerked against her restraints, a startled yelp escaping her. Eleanor applied it again, and again, moving to the other breast, each tiny shock making Lena’s body twitch and jump. The dress was damp with sweat.

Robert made a low sound in his throat.

Eleanor turned on him. “Did I speak to you?” She backhanded him across the face. The slap was crisp, shocking in the room. His head snapped to the side. “You are here to observe. To learn your submissiveness.”

She unzipped her leather skirt, let it fall, and stepped out of it. She stood before him in only the bustier and the thong. Her scent, musky and powerful, washed over him. She pointed to the floor between her feet.

“Kneel.”

He sank down, his eyes level with her hips.

“You have a base need. A biological urge. I control it.” She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong, pulled it down just enough, and then squat slightly over his face. “Now, you will drink. You will not spill a drop.”

The hot stream hit Robert’s lips, his chin. It was pungent, salty. He flinched but opened his mouth, swallowing obediently as she emptied her bladder onto him. It ran down his neck, soaked into the collar of his shirt. When she was done, she straightened, pulling her thong back into place.

“Now her,” Eleanor commanded, nodding towards Lena, whose need was visibly urgent, a dark patch spreading on the cotton between her legs. “Serve your wife. Cleanse her.”

Eleanor produced a small stainless-steel bowl. She held it under Lena, unfastening nothing, just guiding the stream as Lena, sobbing with a complex mix of shame and relief, let go. The bowl filled with warm, amber liquid. Eleanor placed it on the floor before Robert.

“Drink. All of it.”

Robert’s whole body trembled. He looked up at Eleanor, her face an impassive mask of absolute authority, then at his wife, bound and exposed. He lowered his head to the bowl. The sound of him lapping, gulping, filled the silent room. When he finished, he stayed there, forehead against the cool floor, panting.

Eleanor stepped back, surveying her work. Lena hung pliant in the frame, marked and trembling. Robert was broken at her feet, literally tasting his own submission. The dungeon hummed with spent energy, a canvas perfectly painted.

She walked to a small basin, washed her hands with meticulous care, and dried them on a clean white towel.

“Session concluded,” she said, her voice dropping back into a register of calm finality. “You may use the shower in the adjacent room. Your clothes will be outside the door. You have fifteen minutes.”

She left them there, exiting through the oak door and closing it softly behind her. The transition was immediate. The quiet hall, the faint smell of her earlier coffee from downstairs. She leaned against the wall for a single moment, feeling the profound silence of the house settle around her once more. In her chest, two hearts beat: one measured and academic, the other still echoing with the raw, dark music of control.

She descended the stairs to put the kettle on. The evening was young, and she was, once again, alone.

The silence after a session was its own kind of music. She poured hot water over chamomile leaves in a bone china cup, the scent mild and soothing. From the hallway, she heard the soft, shuffling sounds of Robert and Lena dressing in the appointed room, then the hesitant click of the front door closing as they left her world.

She cleaned the dungeon first, a ritual as precise as her preparation. The stainless-steel bowl was sanitized. The flogger was hung by its handle. The electrode wand was wiped down and placed on its charger. She restored order to the space, erasing all evidence of the frantic, sweat-slicked humanity that had occupied it minutes before. This was her life, three days in college and the remaining days as a dom. She enjoyed her life and that's why she never married. Marriage seemed, to her, like a permanent scene with no safe word, a negotiation of needs where someone always had to pretend. Here, in this controlled chaos, the negotiations were honest, the pretending was ceremonial, and the power was absolute.

The tea was cool enough to drink when the doorbell rang again. She didn’t move. This was unscheduled. She watched the clock. Three minutes passed. The bell rang a second time, a long, insistent press. Setting her cup down without a sound, she ascended the stairs, not to the dungeon wing, but to her bedroom. From a drawer in her nightstand, beneath a stack of linen handkerchiefs, she retrieved a small, pearl-handled revolver. She checked the cylinder, then slipped it into the pocket of her robe.

She walked downstairs, her bare feet silent on the polished wood. Through the peephole, she saw a man. Late forties. Expensive, rumpled coat. He had the hollowed-out look of someone running on desperation and poor decisions.

She opened the door the length of the security chain. "You are at the wrong house," she said, her voice flat.

"No. No, I'm not," he said. His breath smelled of expensive gin. "Miles Harlow. Geoffrey from the Chandlery Club gave me the address. He said you... handle special cases. I need to see Mistress Velvet."

Eleanor’s expression didn't change. Geoffrey was a reliable referral, but this man was unstable. Protocol dictated she send him away. Yet, the raw need in his eyes was a particular vintage she sometimes found... interesting. It was beyond kink. It was survival.

"Wait."

She closed the door, released the chain, and opened it fully, turning her back on him to walk toward the study. It was a test. He followed, closing the door softly. Good. She didn’t guide him to the dungeon. This was different. She sat in the large plush armchair in her study, the circle of cushions at her feet. She didn't gesture for him to sit.

"Explain."

"It's my wife," he said, the words tumbling out. "She’s leaving. I can't... I can't process it. I need to not feel it. I need it to be burned out of me. Do you understand? Geoffrey said you don't just play. You... you erase."

Eleanor studied him. This wasn't about pleasure. It was about annihilation. A dangerous request. She weighed the risk. The revolver was a reassuring weight in her pocket.

"Stand there. Remove your clothes. Fold them. Place them on the shelf."

He did so with clumsy urgency, his fingers fumbling with buttons. His body was soft, pale, beginning to sag. Vulnerability poured off him like a stench. She remained seated, sipping her tea, watching him shiver in the central heating.

When he was finished, standing naked and ashamed, she spoke.

"On your knees. Crawl to me."

He dropped down, the hardwood floor hard on his knees, and shuffled forward until his face was level with her slippers. The leather bustier creaked as she leaned forward. She took his chin, her grip firm.

"You are nothing but a repository for my will. Your pain, your wife, your life—it is discarded. You are an empty bottle. I will fill you with screaming until there is no room for anything else. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress Velvet."

"Good."

She stood up abruptly. "Remain there." She left the room, going to the dungeon. She did not take the traditional tools. She selected a single-tail whip, a mean, snakeskin thing that required absolute precision. She also took a heavy, polished steel plug from a case lined with velvet.

When she returned, he hadn't moved. A good sign.

She didn't speak. She circled him, letting the tail of the whip trail over his back. He flinched at every pass. Then, without ceremony, she flicked her wrist.

The crack was obscenely loud in the book-lined room. A thin, blazing red line appeared across his shoulders. He gasped, a sharp, sucked-in sound of pure shock.

"You will count," she said.

She laid down another. Crack.

"One!" he yelled.

Crack.

"Two!"

She worked him methodically, the blows landing on his back, his ass, the backs of his thighs. The lines crosshatched, rising into welts. His counting dissolved into sobs, then back into choked numbers. The air smelled of sweat and coiled leather. She watched dispassionately, her arm a tireless machine. This was not pleasure. This was demolition.

When his skin was a map of angry, raised stripes, she stopped. He was weeping freely, his whole-body trembling.

"Turn over. On your back. Legs spread."

He complied, his movements jerky with pain. His cock was soft, shrivelled by suffering. She held up the steel plug, cold and gleaming in the lamplight.

"For your emptiness," she said.

She didn't use lube. She pushed the cold, tapered steel against him roughly. He cried out, a raw, animal sound, as she worked it past his tight ring of muscle with relentless pressure. It was a brutal, violating stretch. He gasped, tears streaming down his temples into his hair.

"Now," she said, her voice low and dark. "You will finish this. You will take everything."

She unfastened the front of her leather bustier, letting her breasts spill out. She lowered herself onto the cushions, spreading her legs. Her cunt was slick—not from him, but from the exertion of power, from the profound, twisted intimacy of breaking someone.

"Lick me. Clean me. And you will not stop until I say."

He dragged himself forward, his body a symphony of pain. He buried his face between her legs with a desperate, starving fervour. His tongue was clumsy, driven by command, not skill. She let her head fall back against the chair, her eyes on the ceiling, one hand tangled in his hair, forcing him deeper. She ground herself against his mouth, using him, feeling the scrape of his teeth, the flat of his tongue.

"Harder," she commanded, her voice a throaty growl. "You worthless fuck. Eat it like it's the last thing you'll ever do."

He obeyed, his sobs muffled against her flesh. She could feel the tension coiling in her own belly, a dark, rising tide. This was the true transaction. She took his agony and converted it into her own crude release. She fucked his face with slow, demanding rolls of her hips, her fingers clawing at his scalp.
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