The Bryce Files Chapter 5


A week later you were watching Ms. Allen eagerly give Jake a blow job; she had come to like the abuse and was now happy about it. She was still the only one who did, though; Ms. Hopewell was crying in the corner where you had left her after you and your friends had raped her repeatedly before beating her to a point where she was almost dead. The only place that you hadn’t kicked or punched was her face, which you had wanted to leave in tact so that you had something nice to look at when you raped her bruised, abused body a few minutes later. You went over to Ms. Hopewell and gently took her in your arms, and she cried louder when you pressed her to you and put pressure on some of her sore places. You could see the bruises on her shoulders already beginning to form, purple and hideous, and you almost regretted beating her, but then remembered how much fun it had been and stopped that feeling. 


She looked you in the eye, craning her neck up so that she could see you. “Please stop hurting me,” she begged quietly, and you looked down at her tear stained face and kissed her harshly, and when you pulled away she collapsed entirely into your arms, with her left wrist at an odd angle. You gently felt it before calling for one of your friends who was in the next room with Ms. Oberle. 


“Stuart!” you call, and he comes running. 


“Yes?” he asks. 


“Is this broken?” you ask, and you offer him Ms. Hopewell’s wrist. He feels it up and down before shaking his head.


“Just sprained,” he said. “But she’s fainted from all the pain…” he looks at the bruises. “What did you do to her?”


“We just beat her up,” you say innocently, and Stuart sighs. 


“I think we should stop doing this,” he said, and you nodded. 


“Me too,” you say, but then you lay Ms. Hopewell on the ground, and when she wakes up you rape her again, ignoring how she begged for you to stop. Stuart shook his head and went back into the room with Ms. Oberle, and you followed shortly. She had a dildo stuck up into her as far as it could go, and she cried out whenever she got a pleasant sensation. You sat in an empty chair and watched her until the other boys got bored and went to get Ms. Hopewell and subject her to the indignity of the thing. Ms. Oberle was shuddering along with it, and she looked at you pleadingly until you give in and take it out of her. She sighs gently and thanks you before laying her head back on her shoulder and sobbing quietly, as if you weren’t even there. 


“I feel so horrible,” you tell her. “I started all of this.” She says nothing to contradict you, and you are sure that she agrees with you, so you decide to make her disagree. “Do you think that it’s my fault?” you demand, and she looks at you, scared. She pauses as she takes in the question and wonders what each answer will bring.


“Yes and no,” she says, and you grab her by the hair and kiss her before demanding another answer. “No?” she offers, and you smile at her. She was getting the hang of this. 


Suddenly Stuart entered the room carrying Ms. Hopewell, and they lay her on the floor before forcing the dildo into her. She cried and screamed and begged as her body was seized by a horribly pleasant sensation. After her orgasm she lay shaking on the floor, and the boys left her there in favor of something more interesting: TV. So you had two strawberry-blonde teachers at your disposal. Perfect. You grabbed Ms. Hopewell and dragged her over to the side of the bed before raping her again, right under Ms. Oberle, who watched sadly. Ms. Hopewell had stopped crying, which didn’t surprise you; she was almost getting used to the whole rape thing. But could she do other things?


“Suck it,” you commanded as you shoved your dick in her face. She looked at it in horror before looking at you, who grinned at her. She shook her head.


“Please no!” she begged, and you shoved it into her mouth. She struggled but you held her down. Ms. Oberle started screaming at you to stop as she had to watch you fuck her friend’s throat, but you ignored her. Upon hearing Ms. Oberle’s cries Stuart came in, and he punched you in the face and pushed you off of Ms. Hopewell. 


“Don’t hurt them,” he said. “Not anymore.” Ms. Hopewell looked at him gratefully, and you punched him before leaving the room. You sat outside the door and watched as he smiled at Ms. Oberle and kissed her gently on the cheek before comforting her. Great. He was making you the bad guy. But then, to your amusement, he demanded something else from Ms. Oberle, and you hurried into the room to help him hold her down as he started eating her out. Ms. Hopewell lay on the floor, still tied, and while Stuart continued on Ms. Oberle you started doing it to Ms. Hopewell, who said and did nothing, not even reacting after you had been doing it for five minutes. You gave up and starting hitting and kicking her. That she reacted to. She started screaming, so you kicked her in the chest and knocked the wind out of her, and she lay on the floor gasping for breath after every blow. Ms. Oberle was begging Stuart to make you stop, but he only joined in with a few kicks of his own. When Ms. Hopewell stopped moving you stopped beating her, and with her eyes closed she could not see you as you raped her unconscious body. Once you had finished Stuart had a turn, and Ms. Oberle did not offer herself up to make you stop; she knew that Ms. Hopewell did not even comprehend what was happening to her. When Stuart finished you both left Ms. Allen’s house in favor of something more interesting; your friend knew a bar down the road that would secretly sell beer to minors for exaggerated prices. You left Ms. Oberle and Ms. Hopewell prey to the other boys despite Ms. Oberle’s pleas to untie them before the others could take them.


The next day at school, none of the teachers were there, but the police were. With a list they had, they read off the name of every student that had raped one of the teachers, except for the two freshman whom, you later learned, had turned themselves in and had apologized to Ms. Oberle, who had incredibly forgiven them. The police had let them off with little more than a reprimand, but you, you poor soul, went to jail. It was all over the news; teachers being raped and terrorized by their own students wasn’t a very common thing. Ms. Oberle was the only one of them who was never mentioned, and you assumed that she had declined to be interviewed. Every night in your cell you would jack off as you imagined her crying herself to sleep every night as she remembered what you did to her. Her tear-filled eyes would remind you of the many times that you had forced yourself on her as she cried in the same way.


When you finally got out of jail, all of the teachers had moved houses and apartments except for Ms. Clark, so she became your target. Your parents were overjoyed that you were back out, though they were still in shock over what you had done, and the fact that you had been the leader made it worse. You called up all your old friends and asked them if they wanted revenge on Ms. Clark. Most said yes, and the ones who said no agreed to tell no one that you had called.


The next night you and seventeen of your friends were at Ms. Clark’s house when she got home, sitting along the side of a dark hallway. You waited quietly behind the stairs as she walked past you, then gave the signal to grab her and simultaneously turn on the lights. The papers she had been carrying fell out of her hands as she was pulled backwards towards the ground, and when she saw your face her eyes grew wide with terror, and she moaned into the hand that was covering her mouth and shook her head violently before sitting up, which you allowed her to do. You watched as she curled herself up into the fetal position and started rocking back and forth as she whimpered. Your friends all began to laugh at her, and you cruelly joined in as she eyes darted from one to another of your friends.


“Please don’t hurt me again,” she begged, tilting her head to the side so that she could lay it on her shoulder. You grabbed her by the hair and put a real gun which you had gotten to her head. 


“If you scream, I will kill you,” you threatened.


“I don’t care!” she yelled, and she began to fight you as you dragged her over to the couch, which you lay her on, and you placed four pieces of duct tape over her mouth as Jake took of Ms. Clark’s shirt and tied her hands behind her back with a long but thin piece of rope. James was prying her pants off of Ms. Clark as her legs kicked, and when they found that they could not stop her you threatened her kid. She stopped moving and allowed you to pull down her underwear as well. Slowly and sensuously you ate her out, ignoring her quiet whimpering as she reached a climax, nor the way her back arched in emotional pain when she did. She lay shaking on the couch as you and you then began to gently rape her.


She struggled slightly, but when you threatened her kid she once again lay still. You grabbed her breasts as you raped her, and she sobbed loudly when you pulled too hard on them. When you finished James quickly took your place, and Ms. Clark allowed herself to be ravaged by sixteen other people before your friends finally left you two alone. 


“Why did you do it?” you asked, and Ms. Clark looked at you blankly until you took off the duct tape, making her flinch when it was pulled off of her skin. 


“What?” she asked, and you raised your eyebrows.


“Why did you tell on us?” you asked.


“We didn’t, the hospital did. We had to take Ms. Hopewell there and they asked what had happened and she told them and they told the police,” Ms. Clark said in one quick breath. Then she looked at you sadly. “I’ve told you what you want, now please don’t rape me again!”


“I’m not going to,” you assured, watching Ms. Clark give a deep sigh of relief. “Aren’t you going to ask what school they sent me to?”


“Do I care?” asked Ms. Clark sarcastically, and flinched when you slapped her.


“Yes, you do,” you told her. “They sent me to some reject delinquent school up in the mountains, far away from Mountain Vista. If you don’t tell anyone about this, this will be the last time we’ll see you, let alone rape you. So will you tell?” Ms. Clark shook her head, as she knew she would. She was too scared of you to do otherwise; she just wanted you out of her life. And you wanted every teacher out of yours. Except Ms. Oberle, of course.

