“Fun” by Mountain Vista Boy

It was back in the beginning of the school year when I realized that I had fallen in love with my fellow vice-principal, Ms. Allen. She wasn’t the most gorgeous woman on earth, but when she smiled you couldn’t take your eyes from hers, and when she cried it was even worse. I only saw her cry that one day, though. First it was because she had been called a bitch in front of the cafeteria, and she was ashamed and sad that someone actually thought that of her (despite being a vice-principal, she was a very nice person). I had done my best to comfort her, hugging her to my chest as she cried into my shoulder, with her breasts brushing my elbow. I couldn’t help it; I felt myself get hard. Ms. Allen saw the bulge in my pants and pulled away.


“Scott?” she asked, and she saw me blush when she looked back at my face.


“Sorry,” I said quietly, and watched sadly as she stormed out of the room with tears still in her eyes. I really was sorry, but only because my love for her had been first depicted by my body and not with words. So later that night I called her. “I’d just like to apologize for what happened today; I made dinner, if you’d like some.”


I had to admit that I was amazed when she said yes, but I supposed that she had truly believed my apology. I set out candles and prepared dinner, as I had promised. She came over at about 6:00, and I was ready for her. Not only was the dinner ready, but so was my bedroom, in case things got messy. But more about that later.


We had a lovely dinner, and she was about to leave when I tried desperately to get her to stay. I offered to show her the new TV that I had gotten, up in my bedroom. She was hesitant; she didn’t want anything to do with my bedroom. But I took her by the arm and led her upstairs like a gentleman. Just for the sake of keeping my promise I showed off the TV, with its great surround sound and flat-screen monitor. It had dish and DVD and VCR, basically everything I could ever need. But when Ms. Allen turned to leave for the second time that night, I knew that I couldn’t let her. 

The handcuffs that I had procured were laying on the other side of my bed, along with my other torture instruments. Without warning I grabbed her from behind and shoved her face first into the floor as I fastened the leather cuffs to her hands, tying her hands together behind her back. “Scott, no!” she commanded. “Let me go!” She was used to power, being a vice-principal and all, but today she would learn who was really in control: me. I dragged her back towards my bed and laughed at how she struggled to get free. I realized that there were tears forming in her eyes and laughed even harder as I lay her on the mattress. I slowly took off her shoes and socks and kissed her feet as I did so. She was crying fully now, and every sob shook her body as I continued to undress her. After I cut off her shirt and sweater she was wearing nothing but her bra and panties. 

“Let me go,” her voice was now more pleading than commanding, and I looked sadly at her. 


“I can’t. Not until I’m done with you,” I told her, and she lay her head back onto a pillow.


“What are you going to do to me?” she asked stupidly, and I smiled at her.


“I’m going to rape you,” I said, and she shook her head and looked at me pleadingly, trying to get me to stop touching her. I stuck my fingers under her panties and began massaging her clit, making her cry and moan. “Shh,” I warned, and put a knife to her throat. “Be quiet or I’ll kill you.” To my surprise she shut up; she hadn’t seemed like one who death would scare. But it still did scare her, and she was quiet even when she climaxed. I saw her back arch slightly when she did before falling back down again, and she whimpered.

“Please let me go,” she begged. “I won’t tell anyone.”


“That’s for damn sure,” I said. “But I’m not letting you go.” She cried gently as I lay down on top of her and raped her, and didn’t even stop when I did. I then lay down on the bed next to her and cuddled her when I turned on the TV and began to watch it. Ms. Allen wasn’t watching though; her face was buried in a pillow and she was still sobbing. “Oh, come on, I didn’t hurt you that much!” Ms. Allen nodded and mumbled an illegible answer. “What?” I demanded.


“We work together,” Ms. Allen said gently. “You shouldn’t have done that. How could you?” She was crying again. “How could you?”


“You teased me. I had to do that,” I explained, and she shook her head. 

“I never teased you,” she said stubbornly, and I got an idea. Going over to the side of my bed, I got a whip, and Ms. Allen struggled as I flipped her over onto her back. 


“If you resist I will kill you,” I warn, and Ms. Allen remained still. Then suddenly, without warning, I brought the whip whistling down onto the tender flesh of her back. Ms. Allen screamed softly, trying to keep it in, but when I let another blow hit her she screamed more loudly. After five more lashes I was sure she was ready. “You did tease me, didn’t you? Answer wisely.”


“Yes,” mumbled Ms. Allen into the pillow and just for the heck of it I hit her once more, this time on the ass, which was larger than the rest of her body, though only slightly. 


“Good,” I said, and dropped the whip again. I climbed onto bed with her and helped her to turn over onto her back again. I brushed her dark hair out of her eyes and kissed her many times despite her weak protests. Then I grabbed her by her beautiful hair and dragged her face towards my crotch. “Suck it,” I commanded, and she shook her head.


“Please don’t make me…” she began, but I forced it in her mouth. She sobbed gently, and her tears rolled down her cheeks as her throat was forced to accept the intrusion. When I cumed I forced her to swallow it all, though she cried violently and shook her head in horror. When I finished, I untied her.


“Go,” I commanded, and I threw her out of the room. “And if you tell anyone I will not hesitate to have you killed. Go!” She grabbed her clothes and fled down the stairs without looking back, and I zipped up my pants and happily returned to watching TV.


The next day Ms. Allen was not at school, but I used my sources to learn that she would indeed be there the next day. She loved the school too much to quit her job for the sake of one little thing such as what I had done. But the next day she would not look me in the eye, nor did she allow me to eat lunch with her, as was the usual. Her secretary, too, seemed hostile around me, and I assumed that she had somehow found out. Perhaps Ms. Allen had told a few of her close friends as well. 


I guessed so because Ms. Clark was mean to me for the weeks following the rape, and I began to get tired of it, until at last I decided that Ms. Clark needed to know what Ms. Allen had felt in order to rightly be angry with me. So, using my powers as vice-principal, I found out her address. It was an easy thing to do, really. Then I picked a date and wham! I had a rape planned. But I needed help. Ms. Clark would not be so docile as to just take everything lying down. But she would have to if there were three people holding her. 

My first helper was obvious. He was a friend of mine, and a womanizer. Mr. Watts, a history teacher at the school. He accepted immediately, and I smiled as we lay out our plans. But there was a dilemma: who else would help us? We finally decided to approach Mr. McConnell, a science teacher who had always had the hots for Ms. Clark. He also accepted, and he thanked us multiple times for the opportunity. The whole thing was planned.

We stole her house key from her desk and made a copy before pretending to “find” it, and she returned no smile as I handed them to her. Bitch. She was still dwelling on what I had done to Ms. Allen. Well, by the time I was through with her, it would be the last thing she hated me for.

Using her key we got into her house, and we waited silently in the corner by the door, ready to pounce the moment she opened it. She was carrying a bag of groceries when she entered but that changed nothing, and I bowled into her and knocked her to the ground, sending the grocery bag flying. I was on top of her, pinning her to the ground, and I was amazed at how strong she was as she fought to get up. “If you move, we’ll kill you,” I warned, and she stopped moving immediately upon hearing my voice.


“Scott?” she gasped, and I stroked her hair as she started crying. “Please don’t do this,” she begged, but I ignored her as Mr. Watts handed me my handcuffs from a big duffle bag full of toys. I cuffed Ms. Clark’s hands together behind her back as she lay submissively on the ground, and I cut off her shirt as well. Mr. McConnell pulled down her pants, and Ms. Clark’s eyes blinked back tears when she saw him. I knew that I had made the right choice in bringing him; Ms. Clark was terrified of his presence and of Mr. McConnell himself. When Mr. McConnell reached down and touched the inside of her thigh Ms. Clark began to cry loudly, and she gasped for breath in between sobs. 

“Bring her upstairs,” I commanded, and Mr. McConnell carried Ms Clark even as she struggled weakly, but inside she knew that there was no escape, and she started sobbing loudly.

“She’s shaking,” commented Mr. McConnell, and you saw that she was doing so in his arms. “That’s pathetic.”


“That’s sexy,” said Mr. Watts, and he violently grabbed Ms. Clark from Mr. McConnell and started kissing her. When he pulled away, she bit him, and hard.


“All of you stop,” she commanded. “None of you think about the harm your doing. I mean, look at Ms. Allen! She’s an emotional mess lately, and it’s all your fault.”


“Hey, that was all him,” said Mr. McConnell, pointing to me. I gave him the middle finger in response to his betraying me. “Besides Ms. Clark, we want to hurt you. Don’t you get that? It’s quite obvious…” He helped me to drag Ms. Clark back into her room and to lift her onto the bed. She was crying again. “What is it with these bitches and crying?” Mr. McConnell asked. “Aren’t they pathetic?”


“Now, now. The female teacher is a very emotionally delicate thing…” I heard Ms. Clark laugh harshly, but did not turn to look at her. “They’re used to dealing with teenagers, not adults like us.”


“I bet she’s never seen something like this,” said Mr. Watts, unleashing his cock, which sprung out impressively.


“That’s pretty good,” said Mr. McConnell, and he unleashed his own GIANT one. I stared as it, as did Ms. Clark, and she started whimpering and begging to be let free. All three of us ignored her as I went downstairs to get some ice. When I returned Mr. Watts was raping Ms. Clark, who had stopped crying. She then lay on the bed and tried to breathe, though she was evidently having problems in doing so. Mr. McConnell gestured for me to put the ice cube in Ms. Clark, and I did so, making Ms. Clark squirm weakly as she tried to get it out of her. When finally it had melted entirely she sighed with relief, but then I put another one in her, and she started shaking.

“Oh, god, it hurts! Please make it stop!” she begged, but I ignored her and just kept putting them in her until at last she struggled no more.  Then Mr. McConnell took his place between her legs, and Ms. Clark started whimpering when he began to rape her. She then began to curse Mr. McConnell, and I covered my ears as if signifying that I was too innocent to hear such words. “You bastards!” she yelled. “Fine, go to hell. Like I care…” Obviously she did care, because even as Mr. M raped her she was responding. Her hips were moving, and she began moaning, but also crying because her body was betraying her. She lay gasping for breath on the bed while we drank some beer. Then it was my turn. 

I began by eating her out, and she clenched her hands tightly and shook her head to try and make me stop, but I ignored her and finished the job, when she arched her back slightly. Still crying, she tried to stand up, and she was about to run for the door when I grabbed her by the waist and dragged her back into the room. Throwing her onto the floor, I began hitting and kicking her as she struggled to protect herself by curling into a ball, and when I finished I knew that I had left bruises everywhere; I could already see a few abrasions on her pale skin. 


Dragging her back onto the bed, I held her down as I shoved into her, and she lay entirely still the whole time, still in pain from the beating. I slapped her once, just for the heck of it, and her entire neck snapped to the side, causing Ms. Clark to gasp for air. Afterwards she turned her head back and looked at me. “Why did you do that?” she asked sadly, and I slapped her again.

“We want to hurt you, remember?” I asked, and Ms. Clark sobbed gently. When I finished she curled up in a ball on the bed, and she cried as we drank beer after beer. We got to the point where we were only a little ways from being drunk, but that we could still control ourselves. We each raped Ms. Clark again before Mr. Watts checked his watch and said that he had to leave. Mr. McConnell had to go as well, leaving me alone with Ms. Clark. “So?” I asked, and Ms. Clark, who had been looking away, turned to look at me with her tearstained face. I gently lay down next to her, and she sat up and leaned her back against the headboard while not taking her eyes off of me. She didn’t trust me!


“Get away from me,” she commanded when I began giving her a hickey on her neck. I stopped and stared at her before starting again. One hand found itself at her neck, and I squeezed slightly to make her gasp for breath. Then with my other hand I played absentmindedly with her breasts, which were small but cute. All the while Ms. Clark cried but did not struggle; she did not want to be beaten again. Well, too bad. Throwing her to the ground, I kicked her repeatedly before untying her, and she lay coughing and gasping for breath as I left the room, taking the rest of my beer with me. 


“Oh, I forgot,” I said before I left. “If you tell anyone, I’ll kill your kid and Ms. Allen.” Ms. Clark nodded, as I knew she would. She was too ashamed to tell anyone, anyways. 


Over the next few weeks I had a lot of fun psychologically torturing both Ms. Allen and Ms. Clark, who both tried to ignore me as I winked at them and forced hugs on them. I swear that after I left Ms. Allen’s office one day I could hear her crying over a simple kiss on the lips that I had stolen from her. They may have been miserable, but I didn’t care. I didn’t love Ms. Allen anymore; I lusted after her. And I knew that I would have to do it again sometime. 


After our fun with Ms. Clark, Mr. Watts and I knew that we had to do it to someone else. The object of our sick desires was obvious: Ms. Oberle, an innocent little strawberry-blonde English teacher that I had always wanted for myself. And for Mr. Watts, of course. We had decided not to invite Mr. McConnell to this one; more for us, you know? Besides, Ms. Oberle had a very submissive personality and would not be hard to control. 


So excited that we could barely breathe, we found out Ms. Oberle’s address and learned happily that she lived alone in an apartment, on the top floor. We quickly made our plans: Do the same thing that we did with Ms. Clark. Only we couldn’t wait to see Ms. Oberle cry. 


We knew that it wouldn’t take much to make her sob and beg, and we were right. We were standing by the door of her apartment, waiting for her to get back from a meeting she had been at with the other English teachers. Finally there was the sound of a key entering the lock, and the door opened slowly. As soon as it was shut, Mr. Watts was on top of her, and I handed him the handcuffs, which he applied. Ms. Oberle didn’t move for a few seconds but then started fighting weakly, but Mr. Watts had her pinned face-down on the floor. “What do you want?” she asked weakly, and I thought I detected a sob.


“We want you, Meagan honey,” said Mr. Watts tauntingly, and Ms. Oberle turned her head and saw me. Her eyes grew wide and she said nothing even as I carried her up the stairs. We threw her on her own bed and started undressing her. When we finished we pulled away to see what she would do. In only her bra and panties she curled up into the fetal position and cried softly into the mattress. 


“Oh, god,” she said softly, and she took four deep breaths to try and calm herself. “Please don’t do this.” I smiled at her and gently placed my hand on her small breast. She gently tried to pull away, but MR. Watts held her in place as I closed in on her. She looked at me with terror in her soft blue eyes and shook her head violently. “This can’t be happening,” she said quietly as I climbed on top of her. I pushed her back onto the bed and licked the tears from her pale cheeks, which were beginning to flush with shame. She sobbed loudly, and I slapped her, making her cry even more loudly. 


“How do you like this, Meagan?” I asked, unleashing my dick and watching her look at it in horror. She lay her head back on her pillow and began to beg loudly to be let go. 


“Scott, please don’t do this to me!” she begged, but I ignored her and began raping her, kissing her multiple times as I did so despite her resitance. When I finished she was laying on the bed and sobbing. Mr. Watts took my place between her legs and began to eat her out, and I laughed as she screamed and tried to squirm away. When Mr. Watts began raping her she lay back on the bed and refused to move, probably because she was to weak to do so. When Mr. Watts finished she lay on the bed and cried, and I raped her twice more before I was ready to leave. After Mr. Watts had done the same we left Ms. Oberle tied on her bed and pulled the phone out of the wall so that she was stranded. We let her decide how to get free as we pulled out of her driveway and went home. She was at school the next day, though she refused to have anything to do with me. She simply glared at me with a look that could kill. I let her do so. Who gave a damn what she thought of me? She would taste my wrath soon. Very soon.


We formulated a plan to get her into our hands once again. Going into her apartment again was too easy and not entertaining enough. Besides, Mr. Watts and I wanted to share our prize. So we contacted Coach Cash and his team, who all agreed gladly to help me. Our plan was set into motion on one Wednesday in February, when she stayed late to grade some papers. We had Coach Cash approach her. “I have to show you something,” he told her, and despite her weak but hurried protests he grabbed her gently by the wrist and led her to the locker room, where we were waiting. The entire team pounced on her, and she cried out as she hit the floor. Then she saw me, and her eyes grew wide as she began to fight.

She bit Mr. Cash when he tried to pry off her shirt and kicked violently without caring who she was hitting to keep the boys from taking off her pants. I put a gun to her head, and she stopped moving and cried softly as the team undressed her. They then dragged her back to a wide locker room bench and tied her down to it, ignoring how she cried and pleaded to be let go. “Oh, shut up,” I said, and I put a piece of tape over her mouth to silence her. She looked at me with tears in her eyes, there, naked on the bench. I smiled to myself and rubbed my crotch as I looked into her pleading eyes. Suddenly her gaze tore from mine; Coach was positioning himself between her legs. Ms. Oberle whimpered gently and closed her eyes as he raped her, though the tears still managed their way out. I felt slight pity for her as she was raped by 16 boys, and I could tell that she was hurting very much from it. She shook her head violently, as Ms. Allen had done when I had forced her to suck my cock. This small movement from Ms. Oberle drove me to the edge, and I ripped off the tape holding her mouth closed. 


“Suck it,” I commanded, and she looked at me in horror. I pointed the gun at her, and she shook her head a second time, though she hesitated before doing so. I was amazed. Was she not afraid of death? I decided I needed leverage, so I went around to the English hallway and searched for another victim. I found one in Ms. Hopewell, who was copying papers in the English Department office. I asked her to come with me, and she did so with a smile on her face, trying to engage me in conversation. I tried to be receptive, but couldn’t force myself to be too friendly. All I wanted was to rape her; to hurt her. I didn’t want to talk to her. 


I opened the door for her and let her enter the locker room, and when she finally took in what was happening, she turned to look at me with fear and confusion in her eyes. A few of the boys grabbed her and tied her hands behind her back and threw her onto the ground next to Ms. Oberle’s bench. She started begging and pleading as the boys undressed her, looking at me the entire time. She knew that I could let her free if I wanted. I decided to play with her mind and Ms. Oberle’s body. “I’ll let you go…” some of the boys moaned in disappointment. “I’ll let you go if Ms. Oberle will do what I ask her to.” I pulled down my pants and positioned my cock in front of her mouth, and Ms. Hopewell suddenly interrupted. 


“No, Meagan! Don’t…” a boy kicked her in the stomach and held a knife to her throat.


“Do it,” he commanded, and Ms. Hopewell sobbed as Ms. Oberle slowly took my cock in her mouth. And she tasted my wrath. Oh, G-d, yes she did! I felt so good there, forcing her to such painful indignities. This was the bitch that had been so hostile to me ever since I had raped her the first time, and now she was feeling my anger at her, concentrated in white, gooey substance. 

“Swallow it,” I commanded, and she was forced to do so or choke to death. So she swallowed all of it, except for a small drop on her cheek. I smiled and pointed it out to her. “Well, since you didn’t swallow all of it…” I turned to the team, “you can have Ms. Hopewell. There were cheers as Ms. Hopewell was held down on the floor, not fighting out of shock. By the time she finally did begin to struggle it was too late; the boys had her held down on the ground so that she was as immobile as Ms. Oberle, who was crying. “Now, now,” I comforted, wiping the tears from her cheeks. 


“This is your fault,” she blamed, and I had to admit that she was right. I had brought this upon her and upon Ms. Hopewell, who was laying on the cold floor whimpering loudly. The boys thought that this was hilarious, so they allowed her to do this for a bit before raping her, when her noises turned to distressed squeaks that interrupted my thoughts every ten or so minutes. I realized that she was doing this whenever someone began to rape her, though she stopped after the first minute or so and lay down her head and cried, her body shaking with every sob.

Ms. Oberle was still being abused, but she had stopped crying. Well that just wouldn’t do! I took a whip out of my favorite duffel bag, the one that I had designated for my rape kit, and Ms. Oberle squirmed weakly when she saw it. The boys helped me to turn her onto her stomach, so that her perfect, pale back was facing the ceiling. Once, twice, three, four times and more I brought it down upon her back, taking heart in the pained noises that Ms. Oberle made. Finally, after more lashes than I had bothered to count, Ms. Oberle was crying. Good. I stopped, but one of the boys took the whip from me and started doing the same thing to Ms. Hopewell, who screamed softly every time it hit her. When he finished she was raped a few more times before the entire team and the coach left me alone with the two. I sat down next to Ms. Oberle and started fingering her gently, reveling in her soft crying. She was now so passive that she didn’t even ask me to stop, she simply let me continue abusing her. Finally, Ms. Hopewell broke the silence.

“Please let us go now,” she begged. “You’ve gotten what you wanted.”


“Oh, I was thinking of leaving you for the first period gym class to find,” I told her, and she looked at me in horror. I really would never do that; then they would be forced to admit what had happened to them, and I would be screwed. But they didn’t know that.

“Oh, please no!” she begged, for surely some of the team would have told their friends about this, and knowing that they had already been raped, those friends would not hesitate to do so themselves. And surely one of the boys was in a first period gym class. 


“All right,” I said, and sighed. “But only if you swear not to tell anyone about this!” They both nodded hastily and kept their word. And every time I saw one of them in the halls, I gave them a gentle wink that reminded them of what I had done. 

Ms. Trimble was next. She was the petite little cute blonde of the school, but she had a horrible temper when she was in the mood. I hated her a lot, for reasons I’ll keep to myself. So I decided to rape her. Mr. Watts and I recruited a boy named Ryan to help us out- he was close to Ms. Trimble and would be able to stall and keep her after school. We waited outside of the wrestling room until he gave us the signal, at which point we barged in. Ms. Trimble looked at us with annoyance in her eyes, and I glared at her. 

“Don’t be such a bitch, Keri,” I commanded, and pointed a gun at her head. Immediately the annoyance was replaced with fear, and she stood up. 


“What…?” she began, but I hit her, and she fell to the floor, doubled over. 


“Don’t mess with us, we’re serious,” Mr. Watts said, and he pinned her to the floor. “Just do what we say and we won’t hurt you.” Ms. Trimble looked to Ryan for help, but he just grinned back at her, and she turned away with terror in her eyes. She nodded.

“What do you want?” she asked, and I shook my head.


“Well that’s a stupid question- take off your shirt.” She did so, though she was on the verge of crying. When Mr. Watts cupped her breast she started doing so, and Mr. Watts caught her when her body went limp. She didn’t move as we took of her pants; she lay silently on the ground, though she sobbed weakly every few minutes. MR. Watts stuck his finger up inside of her and started moving it around, and she began whimpering loudly. I tied her hands behind her back, and she lay face-down on the mats of the wrestling room. 

As we had promised, we let Ryan rape her first. He started slowly, by sucking on her neck. She looked pleadingly at him but said nothing; her eyes said it all. She couldn’t stand being raped by a student! She started struggling to be free, so I took over. One, two, three, four kicks knocked the breath out of her. She doubled over, but Ryan forced her onto her back again. She became submissive then and let him rape her, and when he finished he licked her stomach before moving down between her legs. She squirmed, but Mr. Watts hurried to hold her down and Ryan held her legs apart as she climaxed. Sobbing, she lay back on the floor and reprimanded Ryan quietly before looking at me. I was positioning myself between her legs, and she started begging.


“Scott, please! We work together! You can’t…” she cried, and I sighed angrily.

“You bitches are all the same; that’s the same excuse Amy gave,” I told her, remembering that first rape fondly.


“You raped Ms. Allen?” asked Ms. Trimble in shock, and I nodded.


“And Ms. Clark, Ms. Oberle, and Ms. Hopewell,” I added, and she started crying for her friends.


“How could you hurt Meagan?” she asked, talking about Ms. Oberle. “She was so innocent.”


“That’s why we liked it,” said Mr. Watts. “She cried a little too much, though. And Ms. Hopewell as well. Especially when Scott made Ms. Oberle suck his cock! Oh man, that was classic!”

“OH my god,” said Ms. Trimble quietly. “Why?” 


“Because we’re tired of pretty little teachers teasing us and we had to do something about it,” explained Mr. Watts, and he sighed as I began raping Ms. Trimble violently, slapping her twice on each cheek to make her hurt even more. I gave her one last kick to the stomach before giving her to Mr. Watts, who gladly began misusing her. He forced her to suck his dick, and she sobbed in horror when he made her swallow his cum. When Mr. Watts and I had both raped her three times, we left Ms. Trimble to the mercy of Ryan, and before we left we could hear her begging. I stuck my head in the room only to see that Ryan was getting out a long piece of rope, which he hit Ms. Trimble with. I winked at him before leaving, and Ms. Trimble sobbed when we abandoned her to the pain of a hard whipping.

After that we simply couldn’t stop. Mr. Watts pointed out to me that we didn’t have any new victims; none of the other teachers were appealing enough for us to want to do anything to them. So we had to do the same ones over and over again.

Ms. Oberle was our favorite; no matter how many times we did those things to her she always cried the same amount. She just never got used to it, as the others did. The first time I took her again was in her classroom after school. She stood up immediately when I came in and ordered me out, pointing to the door. I grabbed the hand that she was pointing with and twisted it, forcing Ms. Oberle to the ground from the pain. She looked at me with tears forming in her eyes even as I kneeled down next to her. “Please don’t hurt me again,” she begged, and looked at me in horror as I grinned at her.


“Begging doesn’t help, you know,” I said. “I’ll do whatever I want to do.” I pushed her flat onto her back and lay down on top of her, and she whimpered quietly as I held her under me and kissed her. I took my gun out and pointed it at her. “Get undressed,” I ordered, and she did so slowly out of fear. She hesitated when she got down to her bra and panties, and I helped her by pulling both off of her before pushing her back onto the floor. 


I raped her slowly at first, and then violently. She cried the whole time; she was beautiful when the tears fell down her cheeks. Just as I was finishing up, Mr. Watts entered. “What did I miss?” he asked as he rushed over. He was dragging the limp form of Ms. Clark, who did not struggle at all as he lay her on the ground. We traded; I took Ms. Clark while he used Ms. Oberle, though I have to say Ms. Oberle was much more fun. More beautiful. 

Next we went to her house again, and she tried to shut the door after we knocked and she answered, but we were stronger. Without ceremony we stripped her, bound her, and dragged her back into her living room. Throwing her upon the couch, we just sat and watched her cry as we jacked off, and after about ten minutes of this we got bored and raped her. I gripped her by the shoulders so tightly that I left bruises there, and they were visible for a week afterwards. Mr. Watts then raped her before throwing her to the ground and kicking her multiple times, and she placed her hands over her head in a weak attempt to defend herself. Then we left her on the floor, crying, and went down to a bar to get a drink.


Three days later we raped her again in the back of Mr. Watts’s truck. She was innocently leaving school, seemingly calm, and we grabbed her and threw her into the covered trunk. She looked at me, then Mr. Watts before shuddering and fainting in our hands. “The bitch has fainted on us,” said Mr. Watts angrily after taking her pulse. 


“At least she’s a hot bitch,” I said. “Let’s wait for her to wake up. But let’s undress her while she can’t resist.” We took off her grey fleece jacket, her blue T-shirt, her brown clogs and socks, her brand jeans and her underwear. We then tied her hands behind her back with the leather handcuffs.


“And she’s hotter when she cries,” said Mr. Watts, looking at Ms. Oberle’s limp body. She stirred slightly, and I reached over and slapped her on the cheek. She tried to sit up, but found this hard to do with her hands behind her back. She suddenly remembered where she was, and she started sobbing into the cold floor of the truck. 


“Welcome back to reality, Meagan,” I said coldly, and I stroked her flat stomach which moved with every sob.  “Are you ready to be raped?” Ms. Oberle shook her head, but I ignored it.


“We’re gonna do something new today,” said Mr. Watts. He turned her onto her stomach and positioned himself over her ass. Ms. Oberle started struggling violently when she realized what was happening.


“Please, no! Not that! Anything but that!” Meagan begged, but Mr. Watts held her by the waist and shoved his dick into her tight ass. Ms. Oberle was obviously in pain, and there were tears leaking out of her eyes as she was ripped open by Mr. Watts. When he pulled away there was blood running down her thigh, but I disregarded it and started doing it myself. After I finished I nodded to Mr. Watts, who grabbed another pair of handcuffs and put them around Ms. Oberle’s tiny ankles. We then drug her ankles to her wrists and secured the two together over Ms. Oberle’s back so that she was hogtied. She sobbed as we got out of the trunk and into the front seats of the car. By turning around I could see Ms. Oberle sliding around in the back as we made sharp turns and stopped at lights. I was sure that she would have bruises all over her by the time we got to my house. I was right.


When we carried her into my house she was silent; she didn’t even beg. I decided not to do anything about this, because her begging was tiring anyways. We carried her inside and laid her on the bed, watching her hogtied, naked body as it moved from her breathings. She was no longer crying, but when I threatened her with the whip  she started doing so out of fear, and I was happy once again. Mr. Watts and I watched television on the bed while stroking Ms.Oberle, who cried throughout the three hours we spent watching TV. Finally we got tired of doing so and turned back to Ms. Oberle for some amusement. She looked at us with wide eyes and tried to edge away; as if it would do any good. Mr. Watts dragged her back to the center of the bed despite her protests, and he raped her while she was still hogtied by laying Ms. Oberle on her side and raping her that way. I, however, unhooked her legs and raped her normally while she squirmed under me. 


“How do you like this?” I asked her, and she shook her head in horror. 

“I hate you,” she said quietly, and I slapped her twice.

“You love me,” I corrected. She said nothing and just looked at me helplessly. 


We kept her there until morning, raping her and hitting her until she fainted. She fainted twice. The next morning we drove her back to school, but we did so with her hogtied in the back of the car, wearing the clothes she had worn the last day. Mr. Watts climbed into the back of the car, untied her, and dragged her out of the car. She walked to her classroom as if nothing was wrong, as we had ordered her to, but throughout the day she was an emotional mess. Good, and she would remain that way throughout the rest of her life.
