“Ms. Allen” by Mountain Vista Boy

Ms. Amy Allen, the vice-principal, was exhausted. She had spent a long day at the school that she worked at, Mountain Vista High. It had been a long and tiring day, with misbehaving kids being sent to her office by the dozen. She simply wanted to go home and take a long shower, with the warm water falling gently on her dark hair. 

But just as she neared her car, a white van pulled up behind her, and the back doors opened. Out of instinct, Amy turned to look, but suddenly her nose and mouth were covered by a white rag that tickled the skin of her face. She felt herself become even more drowsy than she had been before, and she collapsed into someone’s arms, and he dragged her back into the van. 

Ms. Allen woke up as the truck was driving. Her head was pounding, as was her heart. She was scared to find that her hands were tied behind her back, and that she had duct tape over her mouth. While wondering what was going on, she looked around at the trunk of the van. It was old, and there was rust on the metal floor, which was cold on her back. Sighing, Amy lay down her head and tried to make sense of what was happening. She could hear no voices at all, and she wondered why her captors were not talking, as she would have expected. They were supposed to be bragging about their prize, as always happened in the movies and TV shows, or expressing concern about what they were doing. The silence scared her because she did not know anything about her captors at all.


After about a half-hour the car stopped, and the doors at Ms. Allen’s feet opened. She found herself looking into the faces of four of her delinquent students, and she gasped inwardly. They weren’t thinking of…? They couldn’t! 

Ms. Allen whimpered as the largest boy, Sam, cradled her in his arms and kissed the duct tape as Amy tried unsuccessfully to turn her lips away from his. Sam carried her into a house and then a basement, and she was laid out on a soft bed that was nice in comparison to the hard floor of the car. Suddenly she knew exactly what was going to happen, and she struggled to get her hands free, but she was helpless as Sam closed in on her. Taylor, another boy that she had seen that day, was laughing, and he brushed Ms. Allen’s hair from where it had fallen in her eyes. Jason was unceremoniously prying her jeans from Amy’s body, and there was nothing she could do as her underwear followed. Sam cut her pink shirt from her body and slipped his hand under the thin material of her white bra and gently tickled the skin of her breast, and Ms. Allen cried violently. How could this be happening to her?

“I bet you’re regretting being a bitch, huh Ms. Allen?” Sam asked, and he slapped her with the hand that he wasn’t using to both physically and emotionally torture her. Amy would rather die than have her body misused by these teenagers, but she had no choice as Sam climbed between her legs and began licking her there. Amy’s hips jerked and jumped to get her pussy out of the way of his tongue, but Taylor held her down as she was forced to climax. She whimpered loudly when she did so, and Taylor laughed at her as he pulled down his pants. He was wearing no underwear, and Ms. Allen looked away quickly so she did not have to see how hard he was.


He pried the duct tape from her mouth and pushed his crotch towards her. “No, please!” Amy begged, but Taylor had a gun to her head. 


“Open your mouth,” he commanded, and Ms. Allen had no choice but to take his cock in her mouth. She cried the entire time that he was using her mouth while Sam was simultaneously working on giving her another pleasant sensation. When finally Taylor came in her he forced her to swallow it, threatening her with the gun. By the time he pulled away, Ms. Allen was sobbing loudly, and she turned her head to bury it in her shoulder. 

“Oh, no, no more!” she begged as Jason climbed between her legs and began to rape her. She fought weakly but was quickly held down by the other three boys. Then Sam took a turn, followed by Taylor and Larry. Throughout the whole thing Ms. Allen cried and begged, and when the boys finally left her alone she still cried, curled up in the fetal position on the bed. “Oh no, no, this can’t be happening,” she said when the boys came back with eight more delinquents. 

“Damn, I can’t believe you actually did it!” said Austin, and he gave Sam a high-five. Ms. Allen struggled stupidly to get free, and immediately the eight new boys were at her side. 


“Bitch, stop fightin’,” said one of the boys, “we’re gonna rape you anyways, so you might as well take it easy.” Ms. Allen sobbed weakly as he lay on the bed next to her, and he stroked her as she tried to inconspicuously get her hands free. But in the short time that she had before he started raping her, she could not, so she had to go through the pain of eight more rapes before the boys were finally done. But even then they stayed with her. They fondled her and touched her inappropriately while she sobbed and commanded them to stop, which they disregarded.

“You have power at school, honey, but not here,” said Sam, and Ms. Allen saw the truth in these words. She was helpless there, among these teenagers who wanted to hurt her. And she was going to die, she thought. She was sure that they were going to kill her. And the next day, when they dumped her off at her house along with a warning: tell anyone and die, Ms. Allen just thanked God that she wasn’t dead. But they also told her something else: that they would do it again. 
