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CHAPTER 1: A TRIP TO THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE

Jana sat with her knees pressed tightly together, waiting for the principal to arrive, not sure whether she should be scared or excited.

Did the principal want to praise her for something, or to punish her? She certainly couldn’t imagine that she’d done anything wrong, and her grades were excellent.

He’d called her into the office, and then gone outside to speak with the secretary.

She took her compact mirror out of her purse and nervously straightened her long honey-blonde hair and checked her makeup. It looked fine. Her big green eyes filled the mirror, and she smiled and winked at herself.

Finally he came back into the room, and she heard him saying goodbye to the secretary before closing the door behind him. It was 3:15 now and school had finished for the day.

“All right, Jana,” said Principal Stevens, sitting down behind his desk. “How are you feeling today?” He smiled at her. His piercing blue eyes met hers. He was a handsome man, with thick dark hair and smooth olive skin. All the girls in school had a crush on him. She’d only spoken to him a few times before.

“Fine, sir. Am I … in trouble?” she asked meekly.

“Do you feel like you deserve to be in trouble?” he asked, still smiling.

There was something cold in the smile, she thought. “I … no, I don’t think so.” 

He looked at the file in front of him. “Your 18th birthday was last week,” he said.

“Yes, sir.” 

“My birthday was last week also. I turned 43.”

“Twenty-five years older than me,” she said, crossing her legs and folding her arms in front of herself. She had wondered how old he was; he was certainly youthful-looking, with a trim muscular body and only a bit of grey hair around his temples. 

“I see you’ve been paying attention in math class, anyway. Your grades are excellent and all your teachers say you work very hard. That’s not why you’re here. Do you have any idea why you are here?”

Her heart was thudding in her chest. “No, sir, I don’t.”

He stood up and paced in front of her, glancing down at her, his hands behind his back. He wore a grey suit and a dark red necktie.

“Your uniform, maybe? Do you think it meets regulations?”

She looked down at herself; the top two buttons of her blouse were undone, and she hadn’t noticed. Regulations were that only the first could be unbuttoned.

She felt her face growing red. “I’m sorry, sir.”

She hurriedly began to fasten the button.

“Stop,” he said coldly. “Leave it as it is.”

Her hands dropped into her lap again. She couldn’t look up at him, but felt his gaze bearing down on her.

“I’m so sorry, sir. I’ll fix it if …”

“No, leave it. You came in here, with your blouse open enough for me to see your bra. What does that say about you?”

She felt her face growing red. “I … It was just an accident, sir. I didn’t notice it.”

“Look up at me, Jana.”  He was standing over her now, towering over her, so tall and broad-shouldered, his hands on his hips.

She looked up, shyly.  “I’m really sorry, it just came open accidentally.” 

“Accidentally … and what color is your bra, Jana?” 

She felt her face radiating heat. “Sir, I … ” 

“Regulations in this school are for girls not to wear colored bras, because they must wear white blouses. What color is your bra, Jana?”

“It’s white!” she said, shocked.

“I don’t think so. It looks more pink, to me.”

“It’s white, but it has some little red designs on it,” she admitted. She felt the heat spreading down to her chest, and she couldn’t look up at him anymore.

He was pacing back and forth again. “Why did you do that, Jana? That’s two rules broken in one day. What would your mother think?”

“She’d be very upset,” Jana said quickly. Her mother had always warned her to be a good girl. “I wore it because I didn’t have another clean. I work as a babysitter some days, and my mother is very busy also, sometimes we get behind on the laundry.” 

“You don’t have boyfriends, I know. You keep to yourself. You don’t socialize much. You’re very serious. Is your mother proud of you?”

“Yes, she is,” Jana said, all too aware that from his position the principal could see directly down her blouse into her shirt, could see her ample breasts, cupped in the tight lace white and red bra. It was one of her favorites, but she had known she shouldn’t wear it to school. 

“You live alone with your mother, if I’m not mistaken. Immigrants from Russia, right?”

“Yes, sir. We came here five years ago. But my father was American.” 

“I saw in your file that your mother is only 36. A little younger than me. Not married?”

“No sir. My father hasn’t lived with us for many years.”

“Your mother got pregnant at a young age, it seems.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is that why you’re a good girl? She warned you not to make the same mistakes she did?”

“Yes,” she said, in a small voice. She felt herself begin to tear up. Her mother worked so hard and wanted only the best for her daughter.

“So what would your mother think, if she knew that you came in here, with your blouse unbuttoned, showing me your bra?”

Jana felt tears coming to her eyes. “But I didn’t do it on purpose, sir!” 

“Just tell me. What would she think, if she knew that you did this?”

“I didn’t mean to do it! I’ll button it back up if you let me!”  Her hands moved up to fasten the button and she was surprised when he rather roughly pushed her hands away.

“I told you not to do that,” he said.

She looked down at her hands in her lap. She felt the heat radiating off her, so scared, so helpless, feeling her nipples tingle and tighten on her breasts, which felt all too exposed.

He sat next to her on the small sofa. “Aren’t you proud of your body, Jana?”

She couldn’t answer, looking down.

“Answer me, Jana.”

“I am,” she said. “I exercise a lot. I used to do ballet, back in Russia.”

“Why did you stop?” he asked.

“My breasts got too big,” she said, and then clutched her mouth in embarrassment at what she’d said.

Principal Stevens leaned back and smiled. “You know what we call girls who like to show off their bodies, but never go out with anybody? Never let anybody touch them?”

She looked down at her hands in her lap.

“Yes,” she said finally. “I know.”

“What’s that word, Jana?” he asked softly.

“Tease,” she said. “The other students call me a tease, a lot.”

“Do you think you’re a tease, Jana?” his voice was smooth and soft.

She felt a tear roll down her hot cheek and splash into her cleavage.

“No,” she said meekly. “I’m a good girl!”

“Does a good girl show off her breasts to the principal, Jana?”

She shook her head back and forth.

“I know how upset your mother will be. Won’t she be upset?”

“Yes! Very!” More tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Then I’ll give you a choice. Either I can call your mother and tell her what you did, or we can use corporal punishment.”

She sniffled. “What’s corporal punishment?”

“A spanking. It’s permitted here; your mother signed a form allowing it.”

“But … I … ” She felt more hot tears running down her chest into her bra. “I’m a good girl!” she said desperately.

“That’s why I’m giving you a choice, Jana. Don’t you see that I want to help you, here?” He stroked her long blonde hair.

“Yes,” she said quietly. She felt the warmth and strength radiating from him, as he sat a few inches away from her. “I know you want to help me.”

“I do,” he said softly. “So, what’s your choice?”

“Will it hurt,” she asked. “The spanking, I mean?”

She felt his whole body seem to expand as a huge smile broke out on his face. “Only a little, Jana.”

She nodded shyly, wiping tears from her eyes. “Okay, the spanking.”

“Very well. Lie across my lap here.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her lips trembling and the tears beginning to flow more freely now.

“Don’t cry, Jana, it will be okay.”  He stroked her hair again.

She leaned over him and moved her breasts across his lap, feeling a thrill of heat and sensation there as they encountered something hard there. She heard him gasp as well.

She settled into place, her stomach across his legs and her ass in the air, her breasts smashed against the sofa. She continued to weep quietly, her mind whirling with humiliation, fear, excitement.

“Are you ready, Jana?”

“Yes sir,” she said through her tears.

“You have to pull up your skirt for me,” he said, firmly.

She reached back and bunched up her skirt behind her.

“That’s it, Jana. Higher … a bit higher … ”

“Yes, sir,” she felt as if she was watching herself from far away, as if she was not in control of anything anymore. Her world had changed so completely, in such a short time.

“Your panties are completely white, at least. That’s good. Are you ready?”

She nodded, afraid to speak now. She clenched the muscles of her rear end and braced herself, feeling like she couldn’t catch her breath.

The first smack came like a thunderclap, sending a wave of heat and pain across her ass cheek. She cried out.

“You can scream, Jana, this room is soundproofed. Nobody can hear you. Nobody’s around here anyway.”

Before she could answer, more smacks came, and her ass felt like it was on fire. She howled, wiggling across his lap, again aware of the heat spreading to her breasts and now aware that there was moisture between her legs.

She felt his hand wrap in her hair, holding her in place. “Do you like that, Jana? Are you a good girl?”

“Oh god! Please stop! It hurts!” she begged.

“Ask me nicely,” he said.

“It hurts! Please, stop spanking me!”

“Say, ‘please, teacher, stop spanking my ass’.”

She was shocked to hear him say the word ass. She started to cry harder. “Okay, please, teacher, stop spanking my ass!”

More thunderous smacks came down on the hot tight cheeks of her burning red ass. She cried out again.

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Are you going to be a little tease?”

“No! No, I won’t!”

More spanks.

“Oh, god, why? I said no!” she begged, her head pulled back as he twisted his hand in her hair. “You’re hurting me!”

“You didn’t say sir,” he said, spanking her ass harder.

“No sir! I promise I won’t be a tease! I promise I will be a good girl! I’ll be more careful with my uniform, I’ll wear a white bra, I won’t be a tease, PLEASE, SIR!” she screamed.

Finally the spanks stopped. She felt his hand on her ass still, rubbing it gently, and he was stroking her hair as she sobbed.

“It’s okay,” he said. “You’re a good girl, Jana, you did fine. Shhhh, shhhh. I’m proud of you.” 

“Oh, god,” she moaned, wiggling back across his lap and sitting up, crying out when her reddened ass touched the sofa again, her skirt still bunched around her thighs, her makeup running down her face, her hair falling into her eyes. “I’m so sorry, sir, I’m so so sorry.” 

“Shhhh,” he said. “It’s okay.” He put his arm around her and she cried more heavily, leaning into his chest, smelling his masculine smell. She felt her heart pounding, and her body felt so hot, the fire in her ass spreading between her legs, up her back, to her breasts.

“Now, I need to see your bra, before I can let you leave,” he said softly.

“But you saw it down my shirt already,” she sobbed. “You can see down my shirt now!”

“All of it. Come on, Jana. Be a good girl,” he said firmly. “You promised not to be a little tease again.”

“I know, I know,” she said. She leaned away from him, wiping her tears away.

“Don’t you want to be a good girl, Jana? Don’t you want to take your blouse off?”

“No,” she said miserably. “I want to go home. I’ve learned my lesson, I have,” she said, plaintively.

“I need to see your bra, all of it, and you need to do what I tell you. You showed some of it to me when you came in with those buttons open; you need to show me all of it. A good girl finishes what she started, and a good girl obeys.”

“But, I didn’t understand … I can’t …” she said, eyes down. “I didn’t mean to!”

“Are you ashamed of your body? Is that it?”

“No …” she whined, drawing the word out. “I don’t know, you’ve got me all confused …”

“And a good girl obeys her principal, too. Take off your blouse and show me the bra you wore today. It’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Jana didn’t answer, her body trembling.

After a moment, she leaned back, facing, him, and unbuttoned two more buttons of her shirt, opening it to show the lacy cups of her bra. She felt her breath catch in her throat as she did so, felt her heart speed up again.

“Like this?” she asked softly.

“Yes, Jana, just like that.”  He was leaning back, and his hand was moving in his lap now. “Good girl. Stand up, take off your blouse.”

Closing her eyes, obeying without a protest, she unbuttoned the white blouse, stood up and dropped in on the floor.

She stood, breathing shallowly, almost panting, feeling the red flush on her face and her chest radiating heat. So hot. She was sure he could feel it even from a few feet away.

“You like it when men look at you, don’t you, Jana?” he asked, in a low voice.

She hesitated, then nodded.

“You know that you’re one of the most beautiful girls in this school. Such a body … 36 C?”

“Yes …” she said. She had her arms crossed below her breasts.

“You wore that bra so you could let boys look down your shirt today, didn’t you?”  he said, standing up.

She shook her head. A single tear rolled down her cheek. 

“It’s okay. You can tell me, Jana.” 

“I thought it looked nice when I put it on,” she said, opening her eyes and looking down at herself, her breasts heaving as she struggled to control her breathing.

“It does. It does look nice. You like it when they look down your shirt, don’t you?”

After a moment, she nodded her head again.

“But you don’t let them touch, never.”

“No, sir.” It was true. Her mother had warned her that touching would lead to other things.

“Very nice, Jana. You look very nice.” 

“Thank you, sir. May I go now?” she asked.

“No, not yet. You’re not really ready yet. You haven’t really learned your lesson yet, have you?” he asked, walking around her in a circle as she stood shyly in the center of the room in her bra.

“I don’t know …” she said, feeling another tear splash on her chest.

“You’re not a tease, are you?”

She shook her head violently, tossing her honey-blonde hair. “I’m not, I’m not, stop saying that.”

“You always do what the teacher says.”

“Yes, I do,” she said, more firmly.

“Okay, take off your skirt, now,” he commanded.

Almost panting now, knowing it was wrong, but feeling a powerful jolt of pleasure pass through her in surrendering, she slipped out of her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

“How do you feel, Jana?” asked Principal Stevens.

“This is wroooongg,” she whined.

“Don’t you feel like you deserve it?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Turn around, Jana. Show me your body.”

She obeyed without question now, raising her arms and doing a half-ballet turn.

“You never let the boys touch you, do you?” he asked again.

“No sir.”

“Don’t you like to be touched?”

“It’s … bad … bad things can happen.” 

He laughed at that. “Bad things. Bad things don’t happen to good girls, do they, Jana?”

He looked at here for a moment, his hand moving between his legs. “Do you like to touch yourself?”

She shook her head again, standing still, back straight, looking down at her breasts. She couldn’t look at him; it was too powerful, she felt like she’d explode if she looked at him.

“Don’t lie to me, Jana.”

“Just … sometimes. In the shower, only. How can I wash if I don’t touch myself?” she asked, pleadingly.

“I mean, touching yourself for pleasure, Jana. Not washing.”

She bit her lip.

“Answer me, Jana. Where do you touch yourself for pleasure?”

“My ... “ she looked down at her chest.

“Say it.”

“This seems wrong, I … I can’t …” 

She felt a stinging slap on her ass again, and she yelped.

“On the breasts! I touch my breasts sometimes, okay?” she said.

“Sir,” he reminded her.

“Yes, sir,” she sobbed.

“Say it again.”

“I touch my breasts for pleasure, sometimes, sir.”

“Just the breasts? Nowhere else?”

“No, sir. Only the breasts. I don’t want to ... if I touched myself somewhere else, than I might start wanting to ...  do bad things.”

He made a sympathetic sound behind her. “Oh, poor Jana. Such a good girl,” he said, and stroked her hair. She leaned her head back into his hand and sighed, relieved. She was a good girl.

She was shifting nervously from foot to foot now, standing straight, eyes down, still almost panting, still feeling a wetness and heat between her legs and in her belly like she’d never experienced before.

“But nobody else has ever touched them, hmm? Wouldn’t it feel good to be touched, Jana?”

She was trembling again. She couldn’t answer him. God, it would feel so good.

“Answer me, Jana,” he said into her ear. She felt the warmth and heat of him behind her, but he still wasn’t touching her.

“It would feel good,” she said in a rush.

“Do you want to touch them?”

“No, it’s dirty, I don’t do dirty things, it’s not safe, I’m a good girl, PLEASE. . .” 

“Would you rather I touched them? Is that it? Do you want me to touch them?”

“No, please! I can’t think, you’re …” she had her arms crossed in front of her now, looking down at her breasts as more tears fell.

“Do you want to touch them now?” he asked into her ear, his warm breath on her neck.

“Yes,” she whimpered. Her breasts ached, the nipples so hard, it was all she could do to keep her hands off them.

“Ask me,” he said in her ear.

“Can I touch them, sir?” she whimpered.

“You may,” he said, after what seemed an eternity.

Her hands slid up her ribcage and cupped her breasts through the soft lacy bra, her small hands barely able to cover them.

She sighed, breathing heavily, and after a pause, she began squeezing them gently. She moaned, feeling herself grow weak in the knees, feeling more tears flow down and splash on her cleavage.

“Shhh,” said Principal Stevens. “It’s okay, don’t cry. It’s all right.” He moved closer to her and kissed the tears off her cheek gently.

“It’s dirty,” she said, miserably. “It’s not safe. This isn’t right . . .” 

“Do you feel like a bad girl?” he asked, gently.

“I do,” she said.

“But you don’t want to stop, do you?” he asked.

“Nooooooo,” she said, softly, holding her tits firmly in both hands, and gasping for breath.

“What do you want to do, Jana?”

“Touch myself … ”

“So I can watch?”

“Yessssss …”  she sighed. She was pinching her nipples through the thin lace, now, eyes closed, her breath ragged. It felt good, good to touch herself and good to tell the truth.

“But you never touch yourself between the legs?” he asked, still speaking softly into her ear.

“Noooo, it’s wrong ... it’s dirty ... something bad will happen ...” she pleaded softly.

“You’re such a good girl, Jana. Go ahead. It’s okay. You can put your hand in your panties.” 

“I … please don’t … it’s wrong, I can’t … ” She was rubbing both breasts with one hand now while the other stroked her stomach below her navel.

“Shh, Jana, it’s okay, you can do it, you’re a good girl. Go ahead ...”

She let out a long, low moan as her hand slipped into her panties and touched her clit. She gasped and groaned loudly, and her finger slid easily into the wetness between her legs. She was panting now; she felt a building pressure that she was sure was probably an orgasm, though she’d never had one before.

“Jana, Jana, what would your mother think?”

She opened her eyes and looked around, and saw him making a video of her with his phone.

“Oh my god! What are you doing?” She came crashing back to reality, realizing with horror what was happening.

He smiled cruelly at her. “How could I let a beautiful moment like that pass without something to remember it by?”

“Give me that!” she said, frantic, trying to grab the phone, but he grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back.

“I see you haven’t learned your lesson quite yet,” he said into her ear, holding her arms behind her back with one arm and pulling his necktie off with the other.

“What are you doing! You can’t ...” she struggled futilely; his grip was like iron and she had no chance of escape. “Let me go! Please!” 

He tied her hands firmly together with his necktie, and then pushed her down on the sofa, raising the camera again to take another video.

“Please don’t!” she begged. “Don’t take pictures of me! What are you doing! I don’t want anyone to see me like this …”  She was crying and sobbing frantically now.

He moved to his desk and removed a pair of scissors.

“What are you going to do with that?” she said. “Please, don’t hurt me!”

She struggled to extract her arms from the tie; her breasts jiggled in the bra, her shoulders held back by the bonds.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said soothingly. “Sit up straight, Jana, and don’t move.”

She sat very still, breathless, watching him, panting.

“This bra does not meet regulations, Jana,” he said. “I’m going to have to confiscate it.” He slipped the blade of the scissors under one shoulder strap of the bra and snipped it apart.

“OH NO!” she cried. “Please, don’t! Oh no, no no no … ”  But she was so hot now that she felt her voice fading away to gasps.

Stroking the bulge between his legs, he snipped the other shoulder strap.  “Now sit very still,” he said, and she did so, weeping silently, as he inserted the scissors between the cups of the bra and sliced it apart. It fell away, her breasts bursting free.

“Shh, it’s okay, don’t cry,” he said, kissing her tears away. She couldn’t help it, her sobbing worse than before. She tried to turn her head away from him and he picked her up – easily – and carried her to his desk, and laid her across it.

“I cleared my desk just for you today, Jana,” he said.

His hands fell to her breasts, his large hands enfolding them and squeezing. She gasped and moaned, bit her lips, as his head fell down and he was kissing between her breasts, over the pale slopes, and finally sucking and licking the very hard nipples.

“Oh, god, please, sir, please … please suck them … please …” Her head was thrown back and her back was arched, her arms pinned beneath her.

“You’re not going to tease anymore, are you Jana?” he asked

Barely able to get the words out, she gasped, “No, never, I won’t tease anymore, never again,  I’m a good girl,” she was aware that she was moaning loudly as his mouth covered her breasts. “Oh, god, please, please, please . . .”

“Please what?” he asked, raising his head from her breasts. “Please what, you little slut?”

“I’m not a little slut,” she said, weakly, moaning and writhing as he pulled her legs apart and held them. “Please, no, I’m not a little tease, no, no, I’m not a tease . . .”

He reached down and ripped her white panties off, and then forced them into her mouth, stifling her begging and pleading.

He buried his face between her legs, forcing his tongue into her slick shaved pussy.

She moaned into the panties that were gagging her, closing her eyes, feeling the pressure between her legs growing and struggling and writhing as he held her legs apart and licked and sucked at her clit.

“Mmmm! Urrnnnh! Hhhhhnmmmm!” The pressure was building and the heat spreading; when she felt his finger tickle her asshole, she bucked and spasmed and realized she’d had her first orgasm. Everything went dark for a moment.

She felt a light slap on her face, and the panties were being removed from her mouth, and she gasped for air, breathless, tears rolling from her eyes.

“Please,” she said, quietly “Please, please. . .” She struggled weakly but her arms felt like they’d gone numb beneath her.

“You know what’s next, Jana,” he said. He unzipped his trousers and removed his cock. She’d never even seen one before outside of biology books and on statues in museums. They never looked like that!

“No, no, please, I’m not a tease, I’m a good girl, I can’t, it’s too big, please, please,” she begged.

“Don’t you want it?” he asked, sweetly.

“Yes, I do, but …”

He was between her legs now, rubbing his swollen cock against the lips of her pussy. She felt so slick and wet down there. “Oh, god, oh please ... “ she moaned, bucking forward, involuntarily, trying to scoot forward on the desk, her shoulders aching and hands numb from being tied up. “Oh god, I want it, please, I want it ...”

He smiled and stroked her face. “Such a good girl,” he said tenderly, as he drove his cock slowly into her. Her hymen gave way suddenly, and she cried out in pain and pleasure as he went inside of her.

“Oh, please, please, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes … ” she whimpered helplessly and he filled her. She could hardly breathe.

“You like that, huh? Not a little tease. Not anymore.”

“No, please, no, I’m not a tease, I’ll never tease anymore!” she said, bucking her hips against him as he pulled her onto his cock. So much pressure and heat, she felt like she was going to burst apart.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll never tell anybody about this. I’ll never tell anybody you undressed and touched yourself in my office,” he said.

“Thank you, sir!” she cried out, tears spilling from her eyes and her breath coming fast and hard as she felt the pressure of another building orgasm

“I’ll never show anybody that video, either, if you’re a good girl,” he said, holding her tits in both hands as he thrust into her, faster and faster, harder and deeper.

She cried out as another orgasm burned through her, aware that lewd, incomprehensible noises were coming from her. “Oh, god, I’m such a slut, I’m such a bad girl,” she heard herself say.

He pulled out of her, stroking his cock.

“I don’t want to get you pregnant, my good girl,” he said, bending down to kiss her on the lips. She kissed him back hungrily, thrusting her tongue out, his mouth still slick with her pussy juices.

“Thank you sir,” she gasped.

He grabbed her by the hair and said, “Open wide. Make sure to keep your teeth away from it, okay? Cover your teeth with your lips. I know you’ve never done this before. Are you a good girl?”

“Yes, I’m a good girl,” she said, opening her mouth obediently.

“You want to suck it? You don’t want to get pregnant, do you?”

“No, no, I don’t, yes, please, I’ll take it in my mouth, I will, I won’t tell. . .”

He slipped his cock slowly into her mouth, while his hand slid back down between her legs and began rubbing her clit delicately.

She was soon vibrating with pleasure, gasping around his cock, raising her hips against his hand as he fucked her mouth.

“Very good, Jana,” he gasped, himself beginning to shake, thrusting into her face. “Oh, god, Jana, yes, yes, yes, yes yes . . ..” He stopped tickling her clit and thrust two fingers into her.

He cried out as he came, and her mouth was suddenly full of hot salty fluid, and she felt her body vibrating as she had a third orgasm, her body burning, bucking and spasming, his cock pulling out and spilling hot cum all over her chin and cheeks.

Everything went dark again. She was panting, barely conscious. She was only vaguely aware of him rolling her on her side and untying her hands.

“You were very good, Jana.” He said, putting his cock back in his trousers.

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly, curling into the fetal position on the desk.

“I’ll keep the bra and panties, and the video of course.” He gathered them from the floor.

“Yes, sir,” she said softly. She felt changed. Something was gone that would never come back.

But at the same time, she’d never felt anything so pleasurable as those orgasms. Absolutely nothing. She knew she’d need to experience that again, soon.

He was putting his suit jacket and tie back on, admiring himself in the mirror.

“I think we can do this every Friday, from now on,” he said.

“Yes, sir. I’d like that.” She considered that now that she had some experience, maybe she could make HIM beg for it, next time.

She got dressed and left.

A whole new life had opened to her. And while she’d lost her control in there, she thought maybe she knew some ways to get it back. She might start with Principal Stevens’s son. Or his stepdaughter.

She walked out into a different world.


CHAPTER 2: A TRIP TO THE NIGHTCLUB

Jana was on her hands and knees, ass in the air, in the center of the floor in the principal’s office. She was blindfolded, wearing snow-white lace bra and panties. She knew that she had to wear white, or the Principal, her master, would not be pleased.

This was her fourth trip into Principal Stevens’ office since he had unleashed the lust inside her, since he had shown her how much she loved being submissive to a powerful older male.

Her feelings about all of this were whirling around in her head, bouncing between knowing it was wrong and wanting to experience the powerful, body-shuddering orgasms again, the ecstatic feeling of freedom she found in complete surrender.

But she knew his threat. He had a video of her standing in her underwear in his office masturbating, and it would be impossible to make anyone believe it hadn’t been a consensual act. And she was 18, had been so for nearly two months. She supposed it might cause a lot of bad publicity for him ... but she couldn’t bear the thought of her mother seeing that video.

She waited, panting for breath, whimpering softly, wiggling her ass a little, and could hear him pacing around the room, breathing heavily, as he tried to decide how he would deal with her today.

“How is my little student today?” he finally asked.

“I’m okay, sir,” she said meekly.

“Have you been studying?”

“Yes, I had a history test this week.” 

There was a burst of pain across the cheeks of her ass as something hard -- something harder than his hand, a paddle of some kind -- slashed down on her. She cried out. She knew the walls were soundproofed and that everyone had left this part of the school anyway. She knew she could scream without anyone interrupting them.

“I didn’t mean studying for school. I meant studying about sex. Since we started this. Have you been watching porno?” he asked, quietly, bending down to speak in her ear.

She began to cry. How had he known that? “Yes sir,” she said softly.

The spanking came again, hard and fast, five strokes setting her ass on fire and making her sob and cry out.

“You’re a bad girl. I don’t want you watching porno, do you understand?”

“Yes, sir! Please! I won’t do it anymore! I’m sorry! I just wanted to learn more to make you happy!” she begged.

He spanked her harder than he’d ever spanked her before. She cried and screamed, feeling herself building towards orgasm. Her pussy seemed to be dripping, and her nipples had never been so hard.

“I want you fresh for our sessions, do you understand? No porno. No sex. No masturbating. Until you get here, with me. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir,” she said, tears soaking into her blindfold. “Thank you, sir.”

“Can you do that?” he asked sweetly. “Can you do that for your Principal?”

“I can sir, of course I can!” she pleaded.

He was stroking her hair now, kissing the back of her neck, making her shiver. “You’re my good girl. Do you want to masturbate, now?”

“Please sir, please can I masturbate now?” she begged, panting.

“Yes, sweet girl. Roll over, lie down, and masturbate. Through your underwear, though, don’t take your underwear off.”

“Yes sir, of course sir,” she said.

She limberly rolled over on her back, feeling herself panting as she cupped both breasts through her bra. “Oooohhhh, sir. Can I please pull the cups of my bra down and touch my nipples? I’ll keep the bra on though; I promise I won’t take it off.” She braced herself for some punishment.

“Awww,” he said tenderly and bent down and kissed her on the lips. She shoved her tongue in his mouth, biting his full lips gently. She hadn’t actually seen him today – she’d come into the office at 3:30pm and undressed, blindfolded herself and waited for him to arrive, as he’d instructed. It was such a thrill as she lay there, completely helpless and exposed to anyone who might walk in. But she knew nobody would arrive but him. He was always in complete control of the situation.

“The little girl wants to touch her nipples today? For her principal?” His face was so close to her, she could feel his heat; she kneaded her full breasts, sending waves of pleasure through her. She had clamped her legs together now, and was rubbing them together, writhing.

“Yes sir, I want it,” she pleaded. “I want it so much.” 

“Go ahead,” he said.

She eagerly pulled the straps of her bra down, her big breasts covered with goose bumps and her nipples swollen and erect. She licked her fingers and rubbed the wet fingers over her nipples, making herself growl with pleasure.

“Will you suck them, sir? Please suck my nipples today,” she moaned.

“Hmm … why don’t you suck them yourself?” he sounded amused.

“I ... I’ve never tried.”

“I think you can lick them, Jana. Go ahead and lick your own nipples,” he said. “Do you think you can have an orgasm that way?”

She whimpered and moaned. “Ohh, sir, maybe, I’m so so hot right now.”

She craned her neck and head forward and extended her tongue, cupping her breasts and pushing them upwards towards her mouth, and her tongue darted out and flickered over her own nipples. She felt the pressure building as she rubbed her legs together, writhing, and knew he was making a video of her with his phone, and that was enough to push her over the edge, she spasmed and felt herself turning red as she had an orgasm.

She collapsed back on the floor, whimpering, more tears soaking into her blindfold.

“Good girl,” he cooed. “Jana’s a good girl today. So she gets a reward. Get on your knees again, little Jana.”

“Yes sir,” she said. She eagerly rolled over and put her ass in the air again.

“You’re ready to get fucked now, hmmm, Jana?” he said into her ear.

“Sir,” she said, “I’m ready to do whatever you want me to do, sir.” 

“Of course you are.” He patted her head tenderly. “Good girl.”

“I’m a good girl, sir.” 

She felt cold metal touch her waist and she gasped; he was snipping her panties off with scissors. Her pussy felt so swollen and wet as he pulled her moist panties away.

Put then she felt something wet touch her asshole, and she flinched.

“I’m going to take your asshole today, Jana.” She felt lubricant being smeared around her anus, and she moaned as a slick finger penetrated her. She felt her sphincter contract, then relax. He’d never put his cock in her ass before, although he’d had his finger there several times, which she loved. It was a sensation that usually put her over the brink to orgasm.

“Oh no! Sir! It will hurt! It’s too biiiigggg. . ..” she whined, rubbing her ass eagerly backwards.

“You little liar,” he said, slapping her ass hard. “You want it. You’re very wet, Jana.” He drove two fingers into her pussy, making her cry out and thrust backwards onto them.

“Sir, I can’t take it in my ass, it’s dirty! I’m a good girl!” She put her cheek on the floor, extending her arms in front of her, rubbing her breasts on the carpet, a pose from her yoga practice.

“Shhhh,” he said, and gagged her with her own wet panties. Then she felt something being slipped around her neck and tightened; his necktie, she assumed. He pulled it uncomfortably tight, constricting her neck and making her cough.

“Now, you have to be very still,” he said, lovingly. “Don’t move too much or you’ll choke yourself.” 

Then she felt the incredible sensation of his cock moving slowly, so slowly, inexorably, into her asshole.

“MMMMMmmmmmm!” she cried into the gag. Tears rolled down her face as she rubbed her breasts against the carpet. “Mmmmm! Mrrrmm! MMMRRRMMM!” The pressure, the heat, it was all building, building, and then he was moving his cock in and out, then pounding harder and harder, and she felt herself orgasming with such intensity as the necktie tightened around her neck that she blacked out.

Then she felt herself being slapped lightly, lips on hers, and gasped as she came back to consciousness.

“Ohh, my god, sir, that was so incredible,” she said, as he removed the blindfold from her eyes and kissed the tears off her wet cheeks. She whimpered gratefully. “Thank you so much sir.” Her ass felt like it was burning, inside and out, but her body still quivered from the intense orgasm.

“Ohh, good little student,” he said. “Such a good little student.”

“Am I good girl?” she said, quietly.

“You are. You do what I tell you to do, that makes you a good girl.”

That night, she finally did it, something she’d been planning since after the first visit to the principal’s office.

Principal Stevens’ stepdaughter, Courtney, was one of the most popular girls at school. A tall slim athletic brunette, she had thick dark hair and blue eyes.  She was head cheerleader and dated the best-looking boys in school, though none for very long. She moved with feline grace and an arrogant confidence that made her immediately attractive and eye-catching.

Jana, with her long blonde hair and big green eyes, and prominent breasts, was perhaps even more beautiful than Courtney, but her shy and reserved nature made her much less noticeable by the boys at school, and those that noticed her criticized her as a tease and an ice princess.

Shy and conservative Jana had never spoken much to Courtney, even though they’d had a few classes together.

Since Principal Stevens had first introduced her to the pain and pleasure of submission, taught her how much she’d enjoyed being humiliated, she’d been considering the idea of approaching Courtney.

She wasn’t sure exactly what she wanted with Courtney, but she felt she needed to know more about her.

Jana knew that Courtney went to a nightclub in town nearly every Friday; like most of the kids in school she had a fake I.D. and as beautiful as she was, it wasn’t difficult to get past the door, even at the exclusive club.

Her mother had gone away for the weekend on a business trip; Jana knew that tonight would be the best night to do it.

She dressed in a small black mini-dress that she’d bought that day; she pulled on a black thong and a strapless black push-up bra with a smooth satin finish. No lace – lace was for the principal.

She’d had her long honey-blonde hair done that day, and she spent an hour working on her makeup, especially on her eyes, emphasizing their luminosity, and her high cheekbones.

Her thigh-high black stockings and black patent-leather high heels completed the look very well, she thought.

Getting into the club proved no problem for her; the big doormen smiled at her and didn’t even ask for her fake I.D.

The club was a writhing mass of people, all the best-looking and most stylish people in town posing and preening and dancing, peacocking and flirting to the heavy club beats.

She got a drink – a club soda, she didn’t drink alcohol – and walked around a bit, aware that plenty of male heads were turning to appraise her. She coolly eyed the men, feeling a confidence that she never felt in school.

She saw Courtney – dressed in a tight white top and skin-tight jeans, dancing on top of a podium. Courtney danced like she was possessed, writhing and gyrating sinuously. God, Courtney was so beautiful and athletic; she made Jana feel clumsy, even though Jana had studied ballet for many years and now did yoga regularly.

She suddenly found herself surrounded by guys trying to buy her drinks; she tried to disengage herself to approach Courtney, but then found that Courtney was standing in front of her, smiling cruelly with her full red lips.

“Well,” said Courtney. “Look at this! The shyest girl in school suddenly finds herself the most popular girl in the nightclub.” 

“Hello Courtney,” said Jana. “I thought that was you.”

Courtney looked at Jana appraisingly. “You clean up well, girl.”

“Thanks,” said Jana, not sure what to say or do. She felt so nervous here, it was all she could do to keep from scurrying away in terror.

“This is Matt,” said Courtney, indicating a tall, well-built young man of about 25 with short brown hair bringing a martini from the bar. “Hey, tell you what – we have a VIP box, why don’t you join us.”

“Uh ... I ... okay!” She wasn’t sure what she’d imagined, with Courtney, but things certainly seemed to be coming together. She didn’t even really know what a VIP box was.

It turned out to be a private room with a window overlooking the dance floor. It was like a large version of a booth in a restaurant, with sofas along the wall and a table in the middle of the room. There was already a bottle of champagne on ice there.

Courtney sprawled languidly on the sofa on the far end, under the window, and smiled at Jana knowingly. Matt sat across from Jana on the side. Jana sat rather nervously with her hands in her lap.

“This must be expensive,” said Jana, suddenly realizing that was a very uncool thing to say.

“Oh, don’t worry, Matt has plenty of money,” said Courtney.

Matt smiled placidly at her and sipped his martini.

“I’d been meaning to speak to you lately, actually Jana,” said Courtney.

“Really?” said Jana doubtfully. “You never paid much attention to me.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about you recently,” said Courtney, giggling. “Do you want some champagne?”

“I … don’t drink,” she said meekly, but Matt was pouring her a glass and handing it to her. She sipped the expensive champagne. Not too bad, and it made a warm feeling in her stomach that was rather pleasant.

“Yeah,” Courtney continued. “I’ve been thinking about you recently ...” She held up her phone and pressed the screen a few times; she put the phone on the table in front of Jana and pressed play.

Jana felt the world spinning and her heart stop as she saw, on the video, herself standing in Principal Steven’s office, in nothing but white bra and panties, tears running down her face, one hand squeezing her breasts and the other slipped inside her panties, a look of intense pleasure and tortured humiliation on her face. Her moans of pleasure, low and animal-like, could be heard over the small speakers of the phone.

It was the video Principal Stevens had made of her, the first time she’d gone to his office, a month ago.

Jana burst into tears. “Oh my god, Courtney. Where did you get this?”

Courtney smirked. “Where do you think I got it? Off my stepfather’s computer.”

“Did he tell you about it? How . . .” 

Courtney laughed cruelly. “No, Jana, he didn’t tell me about it. Don’t you think he wants to keep this stuff secret? He thinks he’s so smart, but he can’t hide anything from me.” She put her feet, in high-heeled boots, up on the table, and lit a cigarette. “I found it on his computer.”

Jana was shaking her head in terror, crying into her hands. “Oh my god, oh my god.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Courtney, brightly. “It’s pretty obvious you LIKE to be humiliated.”

“Who have you shown this to?” Jana asked, tearfully.

“Just Matt, so far,” said Courtney. Matt was sitting calmly on the booth, arms crossed, a small smile on his face.

“What are you going to do with it?” pleaded Jana.

“Hmmm,” said Courtney. “That’s a good question. That depends on you, I guess.”

“Depends on me?” asked Jana, aware that her makeup was running down her face. “What do you want?”

Courtney stood up. “Well, the same thing my stepfather wants, I guess. Control, right?”

Jana shook her head. “No, no, no, no. Please, Courtney, erase this! And erase it from your father’s computer!”

“Shut up! Or I’ll have Matt put his cock in your mouth and shut you up.” She stood up and fell gracefully into Matt’s lap and kissed him.

“What do you want me to do?” asked Jana meekly.

“Stand up, first.”

Jana did as she was told. “Courtney, please, don’t do this! Give me the video,” she begged.

“So how long have you and my stepfather been fucking?” asked Courtney.

“One month,” she said. “But only once a week! Please, it wasn’t my idea ...” 

“Hmm, wasn’t your idea. Look at you there. It doesn’t look like he’s forcing you, there. It looks like you’re so hot you’re fucking rubbing one out in his office.”

“But ... but ...” Jana struggled to explain the hunger for submission Principal Stevens had unleashed. She wanted it so much, but she knew it wasn’t right. Again, she felt like she was going to explode, she couldn’t draw enough breath into her lungs.

“Slutty little Jana,” said Courtney. “And I have a video of it. I could put this on the internet. Maybe we could make some money with it even, right Matt?” She kissed Matt on the lips.

“No! Please!” said Jana, sobbing.

“I’ve been wanting to fuck my stepfather ever since he married my mother,” she said poutily. “Three years now, but he won’t do it.”  She jumped to her feet and approached Jana.

“Really?” asked Jana, wiping the tears off her face.

“Yeah,” said Courtney. “I’ve tried. I walk around in my bra and panties all the time, I even crawled in bed with him one morning when my mother was at work ... but he won’t touch me,” she said angrily. “He’s a good stepfather but a lousy principal, it seems.”

Jana whimpered, covering her eyes with her hands.

“Look at me!” yelled Courtney and pulled Jana’s hands down. “What do you have that I don’t, you bitch?”

“I’m not a bitch,” said Jana wanly. “Don’t call me that, please!”

“Shut up you bitch. Little masturbating little Russian whore.”

“I’m only half Russian,” said Jana, still weeping.

“Fuck you, you blonde slut,” said Courtney evenly. “I mean it. One more word, and that video goes on the internet.”

Jana nodded, feeling tears run down her make-up streaked face, which was burning red with embarrassment and excitement.

“What do you think, Matt?” asked Courtney. “What does she have that I don’t have?”

“Big tits,” said Matt, regarding Jana thoughtfully.

Courtney pouted, and clutched her high, firm, champagne-glass breasts. “Oh, my tits aren’t so bad, are they?”

“Who said they were bad?” said Matt. He was on his feet now, also. “Your tits are beautiful. Her tits are bigger, that’s all.”

“Yeah, they are big. Do you want to see them?” asked Courtney, sweetly.

“Of course,” said Matt.

“All right,” Courtney said. “You heard him, Jana. He wants to see your tits.”

“Courtney, please!” said Jana. “I can’t!”

“He can’t see them on this video, you’ve still got your bra on,” said Courtney, evilly, holding up the Iphone and waving it in her face. “He wants to see your tits, Jana, you heard him.”

“Oh, god, please, Courtney, don’t do this to me! Don’t make me take my dress off ...” She heard the whining in her voice.

“Well, it’s your choice, Jana. Show Matt and I your tits, or show the whole world your bra and panties on the internet. You want to show yourself masturbating to the world, hmm?” asked Courtney pleasantly.

“Oh no, please! No no no!” Jana covered her face with her hands again.

“Well, you heard her Courtney,” said Matt pleasantly. “I guess she prefers to masturbate for the internet rather than just let us see her tits.”

“Okay,” Jana finally sobbed, feeling the now familiar wetness between the legs that intense humiliation brought on. She dropped the straps of her dress off her shoulders.

“That’s it,” said Matt. “Slowly.”

She pulled the skirt up over her waist, slowly, revealing her panties, as he commanded.

“That’s it. That’s it,” repeated Matt, licking his lips.

She pulled the dress over her head and laid it on the sofa, crossing her arms shyly in front of her chest, feeling the goose bumps erupt all over her from the air-conditioning.

“Not just your dress, your bra, too. You can leave your panties on. DO IT!” yelled Courtney.

Weeping quietly, Jana reached behind her and unhooked her bra and let it drop to the floor. Her breasts sprang free. Her sensitive pink nipples peaked immediately and she crossed her arms in front of them.

“Aw, look, Matt, she’s shy. Little slut like to masturbate in front of my stepfather, but she’s too shy to show us her tits.”

“Oh god, my makeup ... “ she whined, noticing the black splotches of running mascara on her chest.

“You look good, Jana,” Matt said. “Don’t worry, you look fine.”

“Yeah,” said Courtney. “I like you like this. Helpless. Humiliated. And you like it too, I think.” Courtney had her arms around Matt, grinding against him.

“Oh, god,” said Jana, nodding her head.

“Put your hands down,” said Courtney.

Feeling the calm and serenity that filled her with complete surrender, she put her hands down, and straightened her back, pulling her shoulders back and displaying her breasts.

“Nice,” said Matt, admiringly. “Very nice!”

“Big-titted Russian slut,” said Jana. She reached out and flicked one of Jana’s nipples hard with her forefinger.

Jana cried out and clutched her breasts, fresh tears pouring forth. “Ow! Don’t hurt me!”

Courtney smiled. “Are we going to hurt her, Matt?”

“I don’t think so,” said Matt. “Not too much.”

Jana looked fearfully at the two of them, biting her lips, her hands covering her breasts still, now squeezing them a little, feeling the pleasure and their reassuring weight and warmth. The heaviness in her belly, the pressure and heat beginning to build. Her asshole was still sore from this afternoon, and now this. Quite a full day!

Courtney stripped her lace top off, revealing an elegant lacy red pushup bra. She turned up the club music a little from a receiver on the wall and danced, her hips swaying tantalizingly in her tight jeans. “You want me down to my panties, too Matt? I like my tight jeans. They feel good.” She stroked her ass, ran her hands down her legs.

“Sit down,” she commanded Matt. “You just stand there and watch, Jana.”

She danced in front of him, then in his lap, straddling one of his legs and humping it hard while Matt squeezed her tits through her bra and kissed her.

Jana stood nervously, licking her lips, wanting to touch her nipples. They were so sensitive. The left one was still tingling from the flick Courtney had given it.

“Okay, Jana,” said Courtney, finally, sitting next to Matt. “Your turn to dance. Move it. Shake that ass,” commanded Courtney.

Jana began to dance, slowly, gyrating her hips hesitantly.

“Not bad,” said Courtney, smiling. “Come over here. Lap dance Matt. Rub your tits against him.”

Matt leaned back and smiled, spreading his legs. Jana moved between them, standing in front of him, dancing with her eyes closed.

“Do it,” said Jana. “Rub your tits against him. He likes your big tits, Jana, aren’t you proud?” she teased.

“Yes,” Jana said meekly.

She bent forward and rubbed her breasts the length of Matt’s muscular chest, clad in his thin black t-shirt. He moaned at the same time as she did, the warmth of flesh touching in the sexually-charged room sending electricity through both of them.  Her nipples were tingling again, and she couldn’t resist reaching up and touching them, teasing them.

“Yes!” said Courtney, drinking a glass of champagne. “That’s what we want to see. We love your tits,” said Courtney. She took off her boots and jeans, dancing around in her red lace bra and panties, rubbing her hands over her beautiful muscular heart-shaped ass.

“Thank you,” said Jana, still dancing in Matt’s lap; she straddled one leg, as Courtney had done, and began grinding her pussy against his leg. “Ohhh, god,” said Jana.

“She’s so wet, she’s going to leave a stain on these jeans,” said Matt, pleased.

Courtney danced up behind Jana and grabbed her by the hair, pulling her head back.

“Ever kissed a girl before, Jana?” said Courtney, holding her face close to Jana’s. “You like girls, or you just like to masturbate in my stepfather’s office?”

Jana, panting with excitement but still weeping with humiliation, kissed Courtney on the lips, eagerly, and moaned into her mouth with pleasure as Courtney fondled Jana’s big breasts, gently pulling the hard nipples.

“Oooh, nice,” said Matt again. “Squeeze her tits, Courtney. Twist her nipples.”

Courtney pinched both of Jana’s nipples cruelly, while kissing Jana’s neck, and Jana cried out, gasping.

“Oh, god, please, Courtney, don’t hurt me! You promised not to hurt me!” whined Jana, still rubbing her pussy eagerly on Matt’s leg.

Courtney just smiled and laughed, and moved back, lying down on the sofa. She stripped her own bra off, quickly, and began squeezing and rubbing her own tits, watching Jana dance and hump Matt’s leg.

“Look, Jana, I like to touch myself, too. I watched your video and masturbated A LOT, this week,” she said mockingly. “Aren’t you complimented by that, Jana? Doesn’t that turn you on?”

Jana was groaning, helpless with pleasure, her head thrown back, as she humped Matt’s leg; she took his big hands and clutched them to her breasts, and he squeezed them eagerly. “Yes,” said Jana. “I love it,” she moaned. “I’m such a little slut, I’m such a bad girl,”

“That’s right, you little bitch,” said Jana, slipping out of her tight red panties and throwing them across the room at Jana. “Take your cock out, Matt.”

He unzipped his jeans and took it out. Jana looked down at it, wide-eyed, biting her lips in fear and anticipation.

“Well, what are you waiting for you little slut?” said Courtney. Courtney was fingering her own clit now, still smiling at Jana with her blood red lips. “I want to see you put it between those big tits. Jack him off with your tits, you Russian whore.”

“I’m not a slut,” pouted Jana weakly. “This wasn’t my idea... “ she whined petulantly, but she took the thick cock gingerly in her hand; it was already rock hard and Matt moaned in pleasure. A few drops of pre-cum spilled from the swollen purple head.

Jana rubbed her breasts against Matt’s chest again, then kissed him. She bit his ear and whispered into it, then knelt between his legs. She cupped her big breasts and moved forward, engulfing Matt’s cock between her breasts.

He threw his head back and moaned.

“Like this?” Jana asked, meekly. “Am I doing it right?”

Jana heard Courtney moaning and turned to look at her; Courtney had two fingers working inside herself and looked like she was close to orgasming, her face contorted with pleasure.

“That’s just right,” said Matt. “You’re doing it great.”

Jana moved her breasts up and down on his thick hard cock shaft, both of them mesmerized at the warm pleasurable feeling. Matt looked down at Jana’s gorgeous face, which was still streaked with makeup and tears, her big green eyes spilling with lust and fear.

“It’s okay, Jana,” he said softly, stroking her cheek. “It’s okay.”

“Am I a good girl?” she asked, her voice liquid.

“Yes,” he said, and she bobbed her head down and swirled her tongue over the swollen purple head of his cock.

“Oh, god, I’m going to cum,” said Courtney, thrusting her fingers inside herself.

The sight of that and the intense warmth and pleasure of Jana’s tits and mouth was enough to send Matt over the edge, too, and a geyser of hot semen squirted up into Jana’s face, and she eagerly opened her mouth for it and stuck out her tongue to catch it. On the couch, Courtney was squealing with pleasure as she also came.

“Ohhh, that was good,” said Courtney, her eyes closed.

When Courtney opened her eyes again, Jana was taking off her thigh-high stockings.

“Hey, what are you doing, you cunt,” said Courtney. “Leave those on. We’re not finished with you yet . . .”

But Courtney stripped off her stockings and handed them to Matt, who advanced on Courtney with them.

“Hey,” said Courtney weakly. “MATT, WHAT ARE YOU DOING!” yelled Courtney, as Matt twisted her arms behind her back and tied her hands together with one of Jana’s stockings. “WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING YOU STUPID ASSHOLE, LET GO OF ME!”

Jana stood smiling, still wearing her black panties, cleaning the semen and smeared makeup off her face with a napkin from the table. “Get her feet, too, Matt.”

Matt was lying on top of Courtney, who was still screaming and protesting, and finally he tied her ankles together, and then unceremoniously rolled her onto the floor. Jana took the napkin, still smeared with semen and makeup, and popped it into Courtney’s screaming mouth.

“You know what I whispered in Matt’s ear? I told him that there was only one thing better than humiliating somebody who likes to be humiliated ... and that’s finding somebody who doesn’t know they like being humiliated yet.”

Courtney screamed, eyes wide, into the napkin stuffed into her mouth.

“Oh, sorry, got something to say, Courtney?” asked Jana. “Well, you’ve said enough. Now it’s my turn.” She put her arm around Matt’s trim muscular waist. “It’s our turn.” She reached down and stroked Matt’s cock, which was already starting to harden again.

“You know, your tits really are nice,” said Jana, kneeling down beside Courtney, who was writhing on the floor, completely unable to free herself. She twisted one small dark hard nipple brutally between her fingers, eliciting more muffled squeals from Courtney.

“Shhh,” said Jana gently. “It’s okay, Courtney. Don’t worry. We won’t hurt you ... not much.”

Matt smiled. “Yeah, Courtney. You bitch.”

Matt lifted Courtney by the waist, and arranged her much as Jana had been seated this afternoon in the principal’s office; on her knees, breasts on the floor, but with her hands still tied behind her back.

Jana sat in front of her, and pulled the wet napkin from her mouth.

“Oh god,” gasped Courtney. “What are you going to do? You bitch! I’ll put that video on the internet!” she yelled.

“Oh, I don’t think you will,” said Jana. “Not after you see the videos we’re going to make tonight,” she laughed, and took her phone out of her purse.

“What are you going to do?” whined Jana. “Untie me! My arms hurt. Matt ...” she said plaintively.

Jana sat in front of Courtney and spread her legs, pulling her panties to the side and revealing the slick lips of her vagina. She rubbed a finger gently down her slit and smiled. “First we’re going to see if you can kiss my pussy better than your stepfather,” said Jana sweetly. “Then Matt’s going to fuck you in the ass. Do you like being fucked in the ass?” Jana grabbed a handful of Courtney’s hair.

“Noo! It hurts!” she moaned. “I don’t like it that way.”

“I think you can learn to like it,” said Jana, pleasantly. “Your stepfather taught me to like it. Do you want to kiss my pussy, Courtney?” Jana was making a video with her phone of Courtney’s face.

Courtney made a small noise, trying to put her head down and conceal her face.

Jana gently raised Courtney’s face and kissed her on the lips.

“Answer me, Courtney. Do you want to kiss my pussy?”

Courtney pouted and closed her eyes. “Yessss,” she admitted.

“Okay, go ahead,” said Jana, still filming with the phone, and scooted forward while forcing Courtney’s face into her crotch.

Courtney eagerly dug her tongue into Jana’s pussy, moaning and grunting. Jana cried out with pleasure, clutching Courtney’s head, as Matt stroked his cock and moved it toward Courtney’s ass.

“Put it in her pussy, first, Matt,” said Jana. “Your cock needs to be nice and wet.”

Matt just smiled as he did that, and Courtney jolted and spasmed, emitting muffled cries into Jana’s hot wet pussy. He began thrusting in long, even strokes, and Courtney shuddered helplessly, eagerly.

“Go ahead, Matt,” said Jana. “Put it in her ass.”

Matt held Courtney by the hips and began forcing his wet cock inside of her.

Jana made a video of all of it her phone, feeling herself building towards orgasm.

“That’s it, Courtney,” said Jana, tenderly. “You’re a very, very good girl.”

Jana threw her head back, smiling and licking her lips, playing with her own nipples as Courtney screamed and moaned her pleasure into Jana’s pussy, and the rhythm built as Matt fucked Courtney’s ass and Jana had a long, sustained orgasm, shivering and crying out her pleasure.

Jana pulled Courtney’s face out of her crotch and pointed the phone at it.

“Did you like that, Courtney?”

“Oh god, yes,” gasped Courtney, her lipstick smeared all over her swollen lips.

“Are you a good girl?”

“Yes, yes,” said Courtney.

“Fuck her harder, Matt,” said Jana, smiling and slapping Courtney’s face lightly. Courtney cried out in pain and pleasure as he did so.

“Are you a bitch, Courtney?” said Jana, sweetly.

“I am, but I’m sorry,” said Courtney, breathless, her face contorted.

“Good girl,” said Jana, and forced Courtney’s mouth back onto her pussy. “Good girl does what I tell her to do.”

Jana lay back again, concentrating on the waves of pleasure radiating from her clit as Courtney sucked on it.

The circle was bigger now. She didn’t have to bear the secret alone anymore. The game was bigger and more complicated now.

Jana smiled. It was good to be in control, sometimes, too.


CHAPTER 3: A TRIP TO THE HEALTH SPA

Tears rolled down Jana’s face as she sat in the principal’s heavy leather desk chair, bound to it tightly with duct tape.

She was, as usual, naked except for a pristinely white pair of lace bra and panties. The principal demanded it. White. Only white.

Her arms had been fastened thoroughly to the arms of the chair with the heavy grey tape, and more loops of tape encircled her midriff, sealing her into the seat.  Her legs had been taped together around her ankles and calves, mummifying her below the knee.  More strips of tape crossed her shoulders and circled the chair, framing her breasts and thrusting them forward.

In her mouth was a rubber ball, held in place by more loops of the thick tape. Another strip of tape covered her eyes, though her tears were loosening it a bit.

She didn’t understand what was happening. This was her fifth trip to the principal’s office at 3:15pm after school, but nothing like this had happened before. She had entered the room, expecting to have to wait for the principal as usual, expecting to be commanded to undress, to be commanded to masturbate, to be commanded to serve the principal as she’d been doing for the last six weeks, since the principal had awakened her lust for humiliation and submission.

But immediately upon entering, he had grabbed her and slapped tape over her eyes, quickly stripped off her white blouse and plaid skirt, then pushed her into the chair and taped her to it, heedless to her pleas and protests. Then he had shoved the rubber ball into her mouth and taped it into place.

The principal was obviously angry, though he’d not hurt her – not yet, anyway – and after he taped her to the chair, she could hear him walking around the room cursing and muttering to himself.

“Are you a bad girl, Jana?” he whispered into her ear.

Blind, muted by the ball, she shook her head violently.

“I thought you were going to be a good girl, Jana,” he said softly.

She nodded her head, panting and struggling to breathe around the ball.

She felt hands on her big breasts, touching them possessively, darting into her bra and fingering the sensitive nipples which immediately became visible protrusions on the thin lace.

She moaned and gurgled into the gag, squirming in the seat, already so wet from the fear of this new humiliation. God, it turned her on so much; her heart was hammering in her chest.

Finally, the strip of tape was ripped in a single stinging swipe from her eyes.

She screamed, a hollow muffled sound, into the rubber ball.

She blinked to clear the tears and glue residue from her blurry eyes.

In front of her, the principal was turning his laptop computer around on his desk, tilting the screen towards her.

Jana’s eyes widened as she saw herself on the screen, on a video, walking down the sidewalk towards the small house she shared with her mother. The point of view was from across the street. Her honey-blonde hair blew around her head as she walked, and she was still wearing the white blouse and plaid skirt that she had to wear at school.

Next to her, the principal was smiling, his teeth white, contrasting with his olive skin, his thick dark hair mussed and falling over his brow. He was stripped down to his tight grey boxer-briefs, and he was rubbing the bulging rod inside them, his stomach hard and flat and his muscles clearly defined.

Jana shook her head, eyes wide with terror.

“As you can see, I’ve visited your house a few times, Jana. Are you surprised?”

Jana nodded her head, moaning and making incoherent noises into the rubber-ball gag.

He bent and kissed her tenderly on the cheek, above the tape. She shook her head violently, tears pouring from her eyes.

The video changed; the time stamp showed that the video was last Sunday, at 3.00pm.

Her mother was watering the small flower bed and the bushes in front of their house. She was wearing tight pink gym-shorts and a tight white sleeveless top, her hair drawn back in a ponytail.

Jana shook her head, crying and shuddering violently into the ball gag.

“For a woman of 38, she’s in excellent condition. Her stomach is very flat … and her breasts are about the same size as yours. I’m sure yours are more beautiful though,” he said unctuously, and pinched one of her nipples through the bra again, eliciting a muffled moan.

On the screen, her mother was smiling, listening to music on headphones, sweeping the hose across the flowerbed, blissfully unaware that she was being watched by the man who had been ravaging her daughter on a weekly basis. The video panned back and forth over her trim body and her long legs.

He had his cock out now and was jerking it, his eyes fixed on the screen, a look of dull, animal hunger on his face.

“What do you think, Jana, does your mother like the same things you do? Would she like to be tied up and spanked?

Jana cried and begged into the rubber ball, which felt as if it was choking her, shaking her head violently.

Then he ripped the tape off her face, painfully, freeing the rubber ball, eliciting a loud shriek of pain and terror and anger.

She knew that the room was soundproofed, so nobody would hear her.

“Oh god, please, sir, not my mother, please don’t do anything to my mother.”

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“I’m a good girl sir! I do everything you want!” she screamed tearfully, hysterically. “PLEASE!”

“Look at the screen, Jana,” said the principal, kindly, still stroking his hard cock. He clicked the mouse with his other hand.

The video switched, and she saw herself again, a video made through a car window; she saw herself walking towards the entrance of a nightclub, stalking tiger-like on high-heels, wearing a black mini-dress.

“No,” she whispered, closing her eyes in shame and turning away. It was the night she’d gone to the nightclub to meet Principal Steven’s step-daughter Courtney, last Friday night.

“A good girl doesn’t go to nightclubs, Jana.”

At the nightclub, Courtney had taunted Jana by revealing that she had a copy of one of Principal Stevens’ videos of her, and had attempted to control Jana, forcing her to strip and perform sexually for her boyfriend Matt. Courtney had found that humiliation could be a two-way street, however, and Jana now had a video of Courtney begging and eating Jana’s pussy as her boyfriend fucked her.

Courtney had claimed that Principal Stevens’ didn’t know she had a copy of the video, however.

“I just wanted to dance,” lied Jana meekly, sobbing.

“My stepdaughter was there that night, Jana. Did you speak with her? About me?”

“No sir,” whined Jana. “I promise, I just went to dance, I saw her, but I didn’t speak to her, don’t do anything to my mother, pleeeeeease …”

“Are you sure, Jana?” he asked quietly, watching her with intent hawk-like eyes.

Her hysterics renewed, she shook her head violently, chanting “No please no please no, nothing happened, I didn’t see her, no no no. . .”

“Shhhh, Jana. Shhh, it’s okay.” He was stroking her long blonde hair. “While you were blindfolded, I checked your phone. My stepdaughter’s number isn’t on there. I don’t see her on your contact list on Facebook. I don’t see any slutty pictures on here. Fortunately for you. And your mother.”

“Oh god oh god, thank you sir, thank you thank you,” gibbered Jana, in horror.

Jana was nearly hyperventilating with terror and lust; there was a feverish heat between her legs, and she could do nothing to ease it, not even rub her ass against the seat. She was sealed in tight with the tape.

“Shh, shhh,” said Principal Stevens, putting her hands gently on her ears. “Open your mouth, little slut.”

He forced his big rock-hard cock into her mouth, and she instinctively pursed her lips. He slowly forced it in until she was choking and she gagged and felt herself almost vomit. He pinched her nose shut, and she suddenly found she couldn’t breathe; black spots were blooming behind her eyes.

She gasped as he pulled it out, tears and spit and bile combining to run down her face onto her breasts and the tape that held her to the chair.

“Are you a good girl? Are you going to make me happy?”

“Yes,” she gasped weakly. “Fuck my mouth, please, fuck my face. . .” she whined, writhing against her bonds. “Please, sir, please, I’m a good girl, please let me suck it . . “

“Why should I? You’re just a little tease. I bet you enjoyed all those men watching you on the dance floor.”

She made a low wailing nose, shaking her head. “Just let me suck it, sir, I won’t tell, I won’t betray you, please sir, I just want to be a good girl and make you happy.”

“All right, you can suck it,” he said, forcing it into her mouth again while holding her nose, repeating the procedure again and again, gagging her, blocking her breathing, and by the time he came into her mouth and onto her face in thick sticky ropes, she was nearly unconscious, her face and chest covered with tears, semen and saliva.

He rewound the video and turned the chair towards the computer. “Here you go, Jana. Sit here and watch your mother watering the garden, and think about how you need to obey me. I’m going to go out for a while, and you just sit and think. All right?”

Her head lolled weakly back against the chair; she made a long mewling noise and started to cry again, nodding her head. “Yes, sir, thank you, thank you sir, please, please … ” She felt the cum and spit drying sticky on her face and chin. “I’m a bad girl and I’m so so sorry …” 

He walked out of the room and closed the door behind him.

Thirty minutes later, after Principal Stevens released her, cutting her free with scissors, gently cooing words of support and encouragement to her as he helped her clean off with a package of moist towelettes from his desk, she got dressed, sniffling and dazed from what had happened today.

As she left, she realized something was wrong.

“Don’t you want my panties, sir?” The principal always kept her panties after one of these sessions, usually after he ripped them off or snipped them off with a scissors.

He smiled at her. “Not this time, Jana. I’ll be expecting, in the next session, for you to bring me a pair of your mother’s panties. Understand?”

She nodded in mute horror. And with that he closed the office door.

She shivered, all the way home, barely able to catch her breath.

The things she did with the principal were undoubtedly wrong, but she couldn’t hide from herself the fact that she loved, she craved, the powerful orgasms and the sensation of total freedom and release she experienced in helplessness and humiliation.

But involving her mother in it? It was unthinkable.

Her mother had always done her best to protect her, after her bad marriage to a drunk American in the mean streets of Russia.  Since they’d come to America five years ago – without her father – when she’d started to bloom into a woman – her mother had gone to great lengths to instill in her the idea that men, and sex, could be very dangerous.

Jana had certainly learned that!

Now she just had to keep her mother from learning it.

She laid down in her bed, emotionally and physically exhausted, her stomach churning and her throat sore, and curled up in the fetal position, lying in the dark thinking.

When her mother came in to check on her, after she got home from work, Jana told her she thought it was a cold and she’d rest for the weekend.

In the middle of the night, Jana awoke, and checked the house to make sure all the doors were bolted from the inside. She was afraid Principal Stevens might have actually broken into the house. But she saw no sign of it.

She turned on her laptop and retrieved the memory stick that contained the video that she’d made of Courtney, the principal’s daughter.

On the screen, Jana saw her own stomach and legs, a blurry camera-phone video of Courtney on all fours, her face and mouth plunging into Jana’s pussy. Matt was visible behind Courtney, thrusting away.

No, she thought, it wouldn’t be enough leverage to stop the principal. It had stopped that bitch Courtney, and Jana thought that though the principal would be quite embarrassed if this video came to light, in the end it would just be another teenage “sexting” scandal. She didn’t think it would dissuade him from doing whatever he had in mind for her mother. From what Courtney had said, the principal didn’t care for Courtney much.

She needed more.

Watching the video, Jana’s hand dipped into the white panties she still wore and she began rubbing her clit, breathless as she remembered the feeling of Courtney’s mouth on her pussy, and the principal’s cock in her mouth.

On the screen, Jana asked sweetly, “Do you like that, Courtney?”

Courtney answered “Oh, god, yes.”

It was all so much. Six weeks ago she’d never even touched a boy …

She fingered herself to a quiet orgasm, and then lay thinking for a while.

She didn’t have Courtney’s number on her phone; after the events in the VIP box at the night club, they’d agreed it was unwise to keep in touch. She opened the ICQ chat program, where they both had accounts under assumed names, and they could chat anonymously .

Jana asked Courtney about her mother. 

A few days later, Jana was lying naked on a massage table as Courtney’s mother, Principal Stevens’ second wife, spread coconut oil all over her.

Her name was Adrianna, and she was about 40. But like Jana’s mother, she was still in extremely good condition. Jana thought the breasts looked a little too big and pert for a woman of that age; she guessed they were implants. And the lips were a bit more full than the otherwise thin and sharp features of the face would suggest, so Jana guessed that they were the result of collagen injections. 

But it was good work, and at least relatively tasteful in comparison to the woman’s body type and size. Adrianna had a thick curly head of red hair, matching her lipstick, now pulled back in a ponytail from which several strands had escaped.

Jana had arrived at the health spa, of which Adrianna was the owner and manager, a few hours previously. She’d relaxed in the heated pools of varying temperatures and in several saunas of different kinds. The spa was about to close for the evening, so most of the customers were on the way out.

Jana had made an appointment for a massage and wellness session with Adrianna under an assumed name. She knew that Principal Stevens was out of town at a training seminar that day, but she nonetheless drove around in circles for a while to make sure nobody was following her.

Adrianna was rubbing the oil all over Jana’s back and then began kneading the muscles around her neck with strong, practiced hands. Jana moaned her pleasure.

Jana had come into the room still wearing the blue bikini swimming suit that she’d worn in the sauna.

Jana put down her towel and cellphone, and when Adrianna greeted her in the small clean private massage chamber, Jana quickly removed the bikini and dropped it on the floor, to see Adrianna’s reaction.

It was the combination of surprise and pleasure, and that familiar look of predatory hunger that she saw in the eyes of Principal Stevens. It was the look that she had been hoping to see. She knew she was in the right place.

“I mean, I was supposed to take the bikini off, right?” said Jana eagerly. “A real massage should be done on the naked body, right?”

Adrianna smiled rather craftily. “Of course, dear. Lie down.”

“Hold on, let me turn off my telephone,” said Jana. “I want to get away from stress today.” Jana checked her phone and then laid it back down on the towel on top of a cabinet full of massage oils and creams.

Adrianna uncapped a bottle of coconut oil and began spreading it on Jana’s smooth white skin.

“Ohhhhhhhh, that feels so good,” said Jana.

“Your muscles are really tense. I’m guessing it’s from stress,” said Adrianna, kindly. She stood over Jana wearing a blue smock.

“Oh, yes,” said Jana, sadly. “I have some problems at school,” she said. You could ask your husband about that, she thought.

“A girl so young as you under such stress, it’s a shame. Kids work so hard these days,” said Adrianna. “People really need to relax more. Of course, I would say that, though – it’s my line of work!”

Jana laughed politely, and felt a spasm of pleasure as Adrianna began to work on her lower back.

“It’s actually hard for me to relax when people touch me,” admitted Jana.

“Oh,” cooed Arianna. “Yes, a lot of people have that problem. I see it every day. Such a shame.”

“Every day?” asked Jana, innocently.

“Every day. A lot of people have been the victim of ... inappropriate touching ... “ said Adrianna, thoughtfully.

“What do you mean? Sexually?” asked Jana.

“Yes. Has anything like that ever … happened to you?”

“Back when we lived in Russia, when I was 12, my mother said that a friend of my father’s was in my room one night for a while, before anybody realized he was there. I don’t remember it; she was afraid he might have done something.”

Jana could tell by the increasingly slow and sensuous movement of Adrianna’s hands that Adrianna enjoyed hearing such stories.

Yes, Jana thought, I’m definitely in the right place.

“Well, if you don’t remember it, maybe nothing happened.”

“I don’t know …I can’t remember it, but sometimes I think … I don’t know.”

“The important thing to remember is that it wasn’t your fault,” said Adrianna tenderly.  Her hands were moving over Jana’s ass now, rubbing the oil into the big muscles of her buttocks.

“Your hands feel good there,” said Jana. “But it makes me a little nervous. Men touch me there in elevators sometimes … ”

Adrianna made a sympathetic sound. “Do you want me to stop?”

“I … no, I guess not,” said Jana.

“It’s a very important and well-used muscle group, the gluteus maximus,” said Adrianna, coolly. “It’s very important to treat them well.”

Jana said, “Yes, okay. It does feel good.” 

“Of course it does. Just relax, dear. So you were telling me that when you were younger, a friend of the family was found in your bedroom?” 

“Mmmmmm,” said Jana. “I was just starting to get breasts then. They were growing faster than the rest of me. My t-shirts were too small for them and they really stuck out. It did make me feel sort of ashamed, like I was … I don’t  know, a tease … ” Jana let her voice trail off.

“Oh, you poor baby! Don’t think there’s anything wrong or shameful about your breasts,” said Adrianna. “Okay, now, roll over.”

Jana rolled over, and she could see the barely-disguised look of sexual arousal on the face of Adrianna Stevens. This woman not only got off on touching her clients, she got off on hearing their stories.

Jana covered her breasts with her hands, and sighed, closing her eyes. “Are you sure?  I do feel ashamed sometimes. I feel like I’m teasing men; I know they like my big breasts. I try not to dress in anything too tight or revealing.”

Adrianna’s eyes were languid with pleasure as she looked down, enjoying Jana’s confession. “Why shouldn’t you dress the way you like? It doesn’t make you a tease.”

“Are you going to massage my breasts today?” asked Jana shyly.

“Well,” cooed Adrianna, “do you want me to?” She was tracing her fingers lightly over Jana’s stomach, and Jana felt her nipples hardening, and squeezed her breasts a little more firmly.

“I don’t know … ” said Jana doubtfully. “Is it okay?” Her voice was tiny and child-like.

Adrianna smiled and said, “Of course it’s okay … it’s excellent therapeutically, helps stimulate the lymph nodes … hmm, well, maybe I don’t need to tell you. It seems you like touching them yourself, actually.”

Jana smiled up at Adrianna, her huge green eyes spilling with gratitude. “Mmm-hmmmm,” she sighed. “But I want you to touch them.” 

“With oil?”

“Of course,” said Jana, purring like a kitten, removing her hands from her breasts and revealing them.

Adrianna could hardly hide her heavy breathing now as she poured the coconut oil over Jana’s breasts and began massaging them, thoroughly and artfully.

Jana didn’t try to conceal her excitement, she moaned and writhed on the table as Principal Stevens’ wife molested her.

“So nice,” said Jana. “It feels so good.”

“Of course it does,” said Adrianna. “It feels good and it’s good for your health, relieves stress. There’s nothing bad about it, is there?”

“No, I guess not,” said Jana.

“Do you think that friend of your father’s might have done something like this to you?” asked Adrianna.

Jana pouted and closed her eyes. “I don’t knooowww …”

“It’s okay, Jana. It’s all going to be okay. Did you father ever touch your breasts?”

“No … he wasn’t around very much … he spanked me sometimes, that’s all.”

“Poor girl,” said Adrianna. “Would you like me to rub your legs now?” She was smiling down confidently at Jana, who was purring and writhing beneath her hands.

“Yes, touch my legs ...”

Adrianna began rubbing and massaging the muscles in Jana’s inner thighs. Jana moaned aloud.

“Are you going to touch me … there? Between the legs?” asked Jana, quietly.

Adrianna smiled down at her. “Now, why would I do that? There are no muscles there.”

Jana made a pouty, disappointed noise, like a spoiled child being denied a sweet.

“It’s not why you’re here, dear,” said Adrianna. She began rubbing Jana’s small and dainty feet, flexing the toes.

“Oh, that feels so good,” said Jana. “I feel so good.” Jana couldn’t resist bringing her hands up and teasing her nipples with her fingers.

“I’m glad you feel better,” said Adrianna. “Now, turn over again.”

“Mmm, what are we going to do now?”

“Well, prior to the colonic cleansing, I need to take your rectal temperature. Okay?” said Adrianna gently, pulling a tray with some Vaseline and a large thermometer on it close to the table.

“Ohhhh,” said Jana, childlike, still pouting. “Do I have to?”

“Yes, dear. Don’t worry. I’m a registered nurse.” She pulled on a pair of latex gloves.

“I know, I trust you,” said Jana. “Of course I trust you.” She was pinching and pulling her own nipples now.

She rolled over on her stomach, and felt the principal’s wife spreading her ass cheeks a little, and smearing Vaseline around her anus with one latex-gloved finger.

“I’m just going to check your anus, and make sure there are no fissures or anything out of the ordinary … ”  said Adrianna, breathlessly.

Jana grunted and moaned, trying not to force her ass backwards onto that slow finger as it circled her anus, rubbing her breasts against the table.

“Shhh,” cooed Adrianna. “Don’t worry, just relax. It won’t hurt.”

The latex-covered, greasy finger began to very slowly squirm into her anus, and Jana gasped with pleasure, and let out a low moan.

“Does it hurt?”

“Oh, just a little …” 

“It’s okay, dear. Just relax. Okay?”

“Yes,” said Jana meekly.

Then Jana felt the finger retract out of her asshole, and a cold piece of metal touch the outer rim of her anus.

She cried out. “It’s cold!”

“Shh, dear. Be still.”

“Ohhhh … “ said Jana, gasping for breath, as the cold alien-feeling metal and glass cylinder began to slide into her asshole. It seemed not only to enter but to rotate and probe around.

“Ohh, ohhhh,” moaned Jana. “Ohhhhhh, is it okay? Is my temperature okay?”

“Shh, you have to wait a full two minutes.” Adrianna was stroking Jana’s hair now. “Just relax. It’s okay. I’m a professional.”  

“I can’t  … it feels so strange … smooth and sort of … glassy … it’s uncomfortable. Please, I don’t like it!” Jana could barely resist reaching under herself to rub her clit, her pussy felt like it was throbbing. She was so turned on. “Ohhhhh,” she said and felt tears pooling up and spilling from her eyes.

“But it’s necessary, dear. Don’t worry.” Adrianna was rubbing Jana’s legs with her latex-coated hands.

“Is everything okay?” asked Jana, her voice quavering with fear and pleasure.

“Yes, of course, dear. Don’t worry.”

Jana squirmed, moaning, the rectal thermometer inside her asshole for the full two minutes.

“All right,” Adiranna said finally, removing the thermometer. “Everything is in order. Now move over to the irrigation table.”

Jana sniffled. “I don’t know, I don’t like the feeling of that in my ass … is this really necessary?”

“Yes, it is,” said Adrianna more firmly. “The intestines are the center through which nutrition and food energy are delivered into the body. We need to clean them out often, don’t you think?”

“I … guess,” said Jana, meekly, batting her huge green eyes at Adrianna, who stood above her, wiping Vaseline onto an aluminum enema nozzle.

“Lay down on the irrigation table,” said Adrianna.

Jana lay on the cold porcelain table, which had a sink-like indentation, with a drainage hole, in the middle of it. “Oh, it’s cold!” Jana was covering her breasts again. Her flesh rippled with goosebumps.

“Now, there are two positions you can take while I administer the enema. You can kneel down, and put your chest on your knees. Do you see what I mean?”

“Yes, like the ‘child’s pose’ in yoga,” said Jana. That’s the position I usually wait for your husband in before he fucks me, she thought sardonically. And the position I forced your daughter into while she ate me out while Matt fucked her. 

“Or you can just lie flat on your back on the table, with the drainage indentation in the table under your buttocks.”

“But I’m scared,” whined Jana. “I don’t know ...” 

“Well, if it will help you, we have some comfortable restraints I can put you in. In case you’re afraid you might move around during the procedure.”  Adrianna indicated some padded canvas straps which connected to the table at the foot and the base.

“Do you think it’s the best for me?” asked Jana, wide-eyed.

“If you’re hesitant, it might be. Don’t worry, I’m a medical professional and I have a lot of experience with this. I take full responsibility for the procedure and its outcome, and I know it’s the best thing for you.”  She was standing above Jana now, stroking her hair again. “Please don’t be afraid.”

“Okay,” said Jana in a small voice. “Use the restraints.” She felt her breath quickening at the thought of it.

Adrianna wrapped Jana’s hand in the restraints and then tied her feet to stirrup-like protrusions at the end of the table. Her legs were spread, the porcelain table cold against her back, but her pussy very hot indeed.

“There,” said Adriana, a little breathlessly. “Is it okay?”

“I don’t know,” said Jana, and felt the tears beginning. “It’s cold, I’m not comfortable. Are you sure this is the best way?” she sobbed.

“Yes, I am. You know I’m only doing this for your own good, right?”

“Yes,” said Jana, tears spilling down her face onto the cold porcelain. God, she felt so helpless and humiliated, so cold and yet so, so hot!

“It’s very important for your health,” said Adrianna, smiling, with a faraway look in her eyes, as she touched the cold metal of the aluminum enema nozzle to Jana’s anus.

Jana cried out. “It’s so cold! Oh god, please! I don’t want this!”

“Shhh,” said Adrianna. “Be still. You know that I’m a professional, and I wouldn’t hurt you.”

“Ohhhh god,” moaned Jana, crying, as the nozzle began to slowly but steadily push into her asshole. “I don’t want it! Please stop!” She was panting like a dog now.

“Shh, it’s too late now. Just relax. It will all be over soon.” 

“Oh god, no please!” begged Jana. “How far is it going to go? It’s so cold and uncomfortable!”

“Four inches is the usual depth. But I think you can take six, don’t you? It doesn’t hurt too much, does it?”

Jana just moaned, by way of an answer. Her nipples and pussy felt like they were burning, a marked contrast to the cold porcelain on her back and ass.

“Okay,” said Adrianna, “I’m going to activate the flow now.”

“Ohhhhh,” said Jana. “Is it going to hurt? Please, please, don’t hurt me!”

“I won’t hurt you, dear. This is pure spring water, body temperature. I’ll introduce it slowly, and you just tell me when you feel discomfort, and I’ll slow the flow until you say to continue.”

“Ohhhh, can’t I go home? Please?”

“No, dear. You need to take all of it. You know I’m only doing this for you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Jana meekly. “I know you want what’s best for me. Do you enjoy this?”

Adrianna smiled. “I do enjoy it, yes.”

Jana sniffled, blinking away her tears. “Some people find it very arousing, this sort of thing, don’t they?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, they do. I’m beginning the flow now.”

Jana gasped and threw her head back as the spring water began flowing into her ass. “Oh my god, oh my god.”

“It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“No, it doesn’t hurt, it’s just, uncomfortable, wet, I want to go hooome ...” she cried.

“Be still!” said Adrianna a bit more sharply. “You don’t want to dislodge the nozzle.”

“Yes ma’am,” said Jana, gasping, trying to catch her breath. “It feels warm, and the pressure...”

“Here, I’ll slow the flow a bit. Take deep breaths. Is there any cramping?”

“Noooooo,” said Jana, voice tight with humiliation and tension. “Do your clients ever have, uh, orgasms here?”

Adrianna smiled. “Sometimes they do, dear.”

“Do you ever help them?” asked Jana, shyly.

Adrianna smiled affectionately down at Jana. “That’s not my job.” She stroked Jana’s hair fondly.

“But I can’t do it myself, my hands are tied!” whimpered Jana. “OOOHHHGHH!” She cried out as Adrianna released the valve and restarted the flow.

“Just be still, dear. You’re such a good girl. A good patient. Just relax.”

“Do you ever have orgasms?” asked Jana quietly.

Adrianna smiled and touched Jana’s cheek. She then took off the latex gloves with a snap.

“It’s okay,” said Jana. “It really is, please …”

Adrianna smiled, and moved one of the fingers stroking Jana’s cheek and inserted it into Jana’s mouth. Jana sucked at it lovingly, moaning and mewling as the water filled her.

“Shhh, good girl, good patient,” said Adrianna. She used her other hand to feel her own breasts, and then began rubbing Jana’s big firm heaving breasts as Jana sucked her fingers.

Jana moaned and pulled her mouth away from Adrianna’s fingers. “Oh, god, it’s full, stop the water, I feel like I’m full, the pressure ...”

“Shhh, shhh,” said Adrianna, bending down to kiss Jana on the lips. “The bag is almost empty. You can take it, can’t you? It’s for your own good.”

“Oh, oh, oh my god,” she was sobbing again. “Yes, okay, a little bit more.” 

“Okay,” said Adrianna, shutting off the flow. “Now, you have to hold it for about five minutes. You can do that, can’t you?”

“Oh, god, yes,” said Jana, wriggling and writhing against the bonds that held her to the porcelain table. She began crying harder, moaning, “please, please Adrianna, please, please, it’s okay, you can touch yourself, please … ” 

Adrianna stripped her smock off, revealing a pink sports bra and a pair of pink cotton panties. She dipped the fingers that were still wet with Jana’s saliva into the panties while feeling her own breasts, moaning in pleasure, her eyes moving the length of Jana’s body.

The minutes passed, and Jana finally moaned, “Oh, god, Adrianna, I can’t stand it anymore I can’t hold it anymore it’s coming it’s coming …” and she released the enema into the cavity in the table, while Adrianna arched her head back and cried out as she had an orgasm.

“What about me?” sobbed Jana, damp and cold and naked on the table. “Aren’t you going to touch me?”

Adrianna smiled down at her cruelly. “That’s not why you were here.”

“Oh no! Oh my god, oh my god,” wept Jana.

Adrianna released the straps that held Jana. “Now, get dressed and get cleaned up. I have another appointment in twenty minutes.”

Thirty minutes later, Jana sat in her car in the parking lot, looking at the video she’d secretly made of the whole massage and enema session with her phone.

She smiled. It was powerful material indeed; the principal’s wife molesting and abusing a teenage client. Jana thought that it would serve her very well.

Looking at herself helpless on the enema table, the principal’s wife masturbating above her, Jana was unable to resist opening her jeans and pushing her hand down into her panties and giving herself the orgasm that Adrianna had denied her.

The next client, a balding man in a business suit, parked next to Jana and walked inside; Jana was unable to resist waving and smiling at him as he walked past, and she brought herself to a powerful orgasm as he disappeared through the door of the health spa.


PART 4: A TRIP TO THE BEACH HOUSE

The principal’s stepdaughter, Courtney, was naked, bound and gagged, at Jana’s feet, writhing and squirming against her bonds on the fuzzy white shag carpeting. Jana sat cross-legged on the sofa in the living room of the beach house, still wearing her school uniform of white blouse and plaid skirt. Both of them were 18, in their last year of high school.

She smiled down at the helpless Courtney. Courtney’s arms were tied behind her back with silk neckties. Her feet were similarly bound together. The bonds on her wrists and the bonds on her ankles had been connected, behind her, with another necktie; Jana had heard the expression “hog-tied” before, and she supposed that was it. Courtney was gagged with what looked like a knotted black stocking.

Matt came back into the room, carrying a glass of white wine, which he handed to Jana. He was drinking a Mexican beer from the bottle.  He sat in a chair opposite her, and just smiled at her.

Matt was a good-looking young man of 28; his short brown hair was stylishly messy and his big brown eyes were kind. He wore a black t-shirt and jeans, as he had the last time she’d seen him, at the nightclub.

He was clearly waiting for her to speak, so she finally did. “Thank you for agreeing to see me.”

“Well, why wouldn’t I?” he said.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “Courtney said in an online chat that you owned that nightclub.”

“I own a share in it. I made a lot of money with Iphone apps, and invested some of it in that club. I make my own schedule, though, in general. And, I mean, you’re responsible for the most interesting evening that I’ve had recently. It’s nice to see you again.”

She smiled shyly at him. Less than two weeks previously, Courtney had blackmailed Jana into performing for Matt sexually with a video, a video made by Courtney’s father, Principal Stevens, the man who had enslaved her sexually. Her master.

“And so you prepared this nice surprise for me?” she asked, prodding Courtney with her bare foot.

He smiled his kind smile again. “The least I could do. And what can I do for you today?”

That night two weeks ago, in the nightclub, Matt had decided to help Jana, had turned the tables on Courtney, and helped Jana make a video that would ensure that Courtney could never ask anything of her again.

The only thing better than humiliating someone who likes to be humiliated, she’d whispered to him, is finding someone who doesn’t know they love to be humiliated yet.

“I need your help again,” she asked in a quiet voice, looking up at him with her big green eyes. She could usually see men begin to turn to jelly when she used that look, but Matt just smiled back at her placidly.

“Oh really,” he asked mildly. “What this time?”

“You saw the video,” she said. “Do you know what her father has been doing to me?”

“Fucking you, I guess,” he said, again without much inflection.

She explained what had happened that day in the principal’s office, when he’d called her there and her life had changed so suddenly and unexpectedly, when he’d made her admit that she craved humiliation and discipline. She described the ever more extreme bondage and sex acts the principal was performing upon her, every Friday after school.

“Well,” said Matt, considering her thoughtfully. “And now you want to stop it?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know, I don’t know if I can stop, I don’t know if I want to stop, I don’t know if he’d let it stop … but, the last time I was there, he threatened to involve my mother.”

“Involve her? What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. He made a video of her watering the flowers in our front yard. He knows where I live and what she looks like … I don’t know what he might do. She’s single, doesn’t have a boyfriend now, he could, I don’t know, he could do anything!” she said, her voice quavering with emotion. “Anything he wanted, but whatever he did to her, I know it would be bad.“

“Probably. So again, where do I come in?”

Jana handed him her phone; the video she’d made at the health spa run by the principal’s wife was already cued up.

Matt stroked “play” with his thumb and watched as Jana received an oil massage from the principal’s second wife, Adrianna Stevens. The woman began talking to Jana about “inappropriate touching,” clearly getting off on Jana’s discomfort, and then administered a rectal thermometer, and finally, an enema, to the weeping and protesting Jana, while masturbating.

“Well,” said Matt. “You’ve certainly had an interesting past few weeks, haven’t you?”

She nodded her head, sighing exasperatedly. “I need you to keep a copy of this. I don’t know if it’s safe in my house. Who knows if he could get in there somehow? I need you to keep it, and if I get a message to you, or if something happens to me, or if anything happens to my mother, or if I . . . I don’t know, disappear or something, you need to release it to the news media. Health Spa owner sexually abuses customer, that kind of thing will ruin her, I’m sure.”

“Disappear? You think he might do something like that to you? Hurt you? Lock you up somewhere?”

“I don’t know what he would or wouldn’t do. All I know is there are plenty of stories in the news ... that don’t have happy endings.”

“True enough.”

“And if I’m ever going to ... stop this, to get free of him, I need leverage.”

He considered her again, nodding thoughtfully. “You don’t have any other friends?”

“Not really,” she said. 

“You trust me with this?”

She shrugged. “You helped me with Courtney,” she said.

“No other boyfriends?”

“I never had sex with anybody before this,” she admitted.

“Hmmm,” he said sympathetically. “Never had a kind lover who took his time to make you feel good?” He was looking her in the eye, not smiling now.

“Never,” she said, shaking her head. “I ... I don’t, maybe, someday. But I have to work my way through this first,” she said weakly, a tear rolling down her smooth cheek.

He stroked his chin thoughtfully. “I can see that. Okay, I’ll help you. But there are conditions.”

“Of course,” she said, expectantly. “I’ll do anything you want me to do.”

Matt smiled. “Okay. You’re free for the rest of the day?”

“Yes, I told my mother I was doing some babysitting today until 10.00pm.”

“Good.”

He connected her phone to a computer sitting on the coffee table, downloading the video. Soon he had it playing on the big screen plasma TV.

Jana bit her lip and looked away from the image of herself writhing and protesting weakly, naked on the massage table, alternately gasping in pleasure and whining weak pleas as Adrianna abused and humiliated her.

Matt rolled Courtney over, who was moaning and emitting muffled babble into her gag, and untied the bond connecting her ankles and wrists. “Pretty little Courtney likes to be tied up, doesn’t she?” asked Matt, and Courtney nodded her head, moaning into the gag. He removed the gag and Courtney gasped, “Oh my god, thank you, thank you.”

Matt picked her up and placed her chest on the coffee table, head and face towards the TV screen.

“See that, Court? See what your mother did to her?”

“Yes, I see,” said Courtney, weeping. “I told her that would happen. My mom loves rectal thermometers and enemas. I told her.”

Matt swatted Courtney on the ass, eliciting a yelp. “Your whole family is sick, aren’t they?”

Courtney whimpered and started crying. “He’s not my real father!” she protested.

“And so you tried to fuck him,” pointed out Jana.

“I did, I tried to seduce him, walking around in my underwear all the time, rubbing my tits against him, crawling into bed with him, all those things,” cried Courtney, weeping uncontrollably now.

“Bad, bad girl,” said Matt, pulling his erect cock out, getting on his knees, and beginning to slide it slowly into Courtney’s pussy from behind. She was already practically dripping wet, aroused by being tied up, and she let out a strangled, sobbing cry of pleasure.

“Oh I am, I’m bad, please Matt, punish me,” she whined. “I’m so sorry, Jana, I’m so sorry, please let me make it up to you somehow, please ...” Courtney craned her neck to look at Jana.

Jana was still sitting with her legs crossed, aroused by the mastery Matt had, by the sight of Matt’s big cock, and of course by seeing Courtney so broken and helpless, and the fact that Courtney so clearly enjoyed her helplessness.

Jana moved around and stood in front of the TV screen, so Matt and Courtney could see her easily. She unbuttoned her white blouse, revealing her lacy white bra and deep cleavage. “What are you going to do for me, huh? What are you going to do to make it up to me, Courtney?”

“Anything!” gasped Courtney. “I want to eat your pussy again, can I please kiss your pussy?” babbled Courtney, shivering and moaning as Matt fucked her.

Jana smiled down at her. “I don’t know, Courtney. You’re a bad girl, you think I want your dirty tongue in my nice pussy again?” Jana’s heart was pounding; she’d never used those words until a few weeks ago.

“Oh god, please,” begged Courtney, “I’m so so sorry Jana, I’m so sorry I tried to blackmail you. Please, can I kiss it?”

Jana had her blouse completely off now, and licked her lips; she was looking at Matt, who couldn’t take his eyes off her big breasts in the lacy white bra. “You like my breasts?” she asked shyly, cupping them.

“You know I do,” moaned Matt, pumping harder, and eliciting more loud moans from Courtney.

“You liked having my tits around your cock, in the nightclub that night, Matt?” she asked, in an innocent voice.

“I did,” he grunted, barely able to speak.

“Well you can thank Courtney for that, she made me do it!”

“I’m so sorry!” wailed Courtney, as Matt pumped harder, grabbing a fistful of Courtney’s hair and pulling her head back, eliciting a shriek.

“Thanks, Courtney!” said Matt through gritted teeth.

Jana bent down and kissed Courtney on the mouth. “Courtney, tell me what a dirty little bitch you are,” said Jana sweetly.

“I am! I’m a dirty little bitch, I’m such a bad girl!”

“A dirty little slut?” inquired Jana.

“YES! I’m a dirty little whore who loves to be fucked and humiliated!” she screamed, as Matt pounded her pussy harder. “I’m so sorry!”

“You’ll never try to use anybody again, will you?” asked Jana. “You’re just an obedient little bitch dog now, right?”

“YES!” shrieked Courtney. “I’m going to cum, Matt, fuck me, oh god, please fuck me ... “ she babbled.

“Pull out, Matt,” said Jana sharply.

Matt grunted and did so, and Courtney cried out, hysterically, “Please Matt! No! Don’t stop!”

Jana took off her skirt now, and stood smiling in her white bra and panties, shaking her golden hair and letting it fall around her shoulders; she felt her breasts through the bra again, and then pressed her other hand down between her legs, over the panties. She loved the feel of lace.

She stretched her arms up in a yoga sunrise pose and then crouched down gracefully on all fours, turning around so that her heart-shaped ass was pointed at them. She turned her head back to look at Courtney over her shoulder. “Untie her, Matt.”

The knots had gotten too tight, with Courtney’s struggling, but Matt removed a  folding knife from his front jeans pocket, flicked it open, and carefully sliced the bonds holding Courtney’s wrist and ankles. Courtney collapsed onto the carpet weeping, rubbing her wrists to increase the circulation.

“Come on Courtney,” said Jana, sweetly. “You know what little dogs do when they meet each other.”

Matt smiled, stoking his hard-on, which was still protruding in front of him. “Yeah Courtney, go ahead. Go over there and sniff her ass like a little dog.”

Courtney made a whimpering noise, and crawled over on all fours to Jana, who wiggled her shapely ass.

“Do I have to?” she asked weakly, tears streaming down her face.

Matt smiled, and rolled up a magazine from the coffee table, and swatted Courtney on the ass with it, hard. “Yes, you bad little dog! Do what we tell you!”

“Okay,” said Courtney weakly, and moved her face closer to Jana’s ass.

“That’s it,” said Matt. “Good little bitch.”

“I am,” said Courtney, “I’m a good little bitch.” She kissed one of Jana’s smooth ass cheeks.

“Smell her ass, just like a little dog,” said Matt, standing over them.

Courtney gingerly rubbed her nose and mouth on Jana’s panties, between the cheeks of her ass.  Jana moaned. “That’s it … good girl ... good doggie.”

“I am a good dog,” said Courtney. She had her hand between her own legs now and was rubbing herself there as she pulled Jana’s white panties down and eagerly buried her face in Jana’s ass, licking up Jana’s ass crack and eliciting a cry of pleasure from Jana as she began caressing Jana’s asshole with her hot moist tongue.

Jana shivered with pleasure, lowering her face down and gently biting one of her forearms as she wiggled her ass back into Courtney’s face, her asshole tingling with the exquisite, hot, wet pleasure there.

“Matt,” Jana finally said, “Come here and sit in front of me, I need something in my mouth …”

Matt didn’t hesitate, he removed his pants and underwear – but not his t-shirt -- and sat in front of Jana, who took his big cock in her hands and stroked it gently.

She looked up at him, eyes spilling with tears. “Thank you Matt,” she said, sniffling, and licked the head of his cock, gently, like a girl with an ice cream she wanted to make last a long time.

He touched her cheek tenderly. “It’s my pleasure, Jana.”

She eased his cock into her mouth and began moving it in and out, loving the way it filled her mouth, the sweet salty taste of it. He moaned and threw his head back.

Jana felt one of Courtney’s fingers slide inside her wet pussy, and then another, and she could fell Courtney moans vibrating into her asshole, finding a rhythm of tongue squirming against her anus and fingers pumping into her pussy, searching for Jana’s g-spot and finding it.

Jana moaned, her mouth full of cock, feeling the heat and pressure build down there, feeling herself begin to grow light-headed and she forced the cock into her throat until she gagged, until she couldn’t breathe, and had an intense orgasm that led to Matt having one, as well, her mouth filling with his hot salty semen.

She had to pull his cock out, gasping for breath, semen spilling out over her chin and onto the rug. Behind them, Courtney leaned back and dug two fingers into her own pussy until she too had an orgasm.

When she’d caught her breath, she rolled over and sat up, wiping her chin. “Whoops, made a mess on your nice rug,” she said shyly.

Matt smiled. “Here, Courtney.”

Courtney, panting, delirious with pleasure, eyes glazed, hair hanging in dark curls around her tear- and makeup-streaked face, quickly padded over on all fours. He indicated the semen on the carpet and Courtney eagerly bent down and licked it up.

Jana smiled and patted Courtney on the head. “Good little doggie,” she said, triumphantly.

A few hours later, Jana was relaxing on the rear sundeck of the beach house. The sun sank gently and colorfully into the ocean, the beach silent and empty except for white seabirds.

The house itself wasn’t that big – a master bedroom, a kitchen, a living room with an attached area that had a big billiards table – but it had a big sundeck in the back that overlooked an exclusive stretch of beach.

Jana figured that Matt must have made a LOT of money in phone apps.

Matt had told her to bring a change of clothes, as well as a bikini, when he’d invited her here. She’d gone swimming in the ocean, and done a bit of yoga on the beach. Matt was resting in his bedroom with Courtney, assuring her she was a good girl, that she wasn’t a bitch, probably making love to her gently, tenderly and respectfully, rewarding her for her performance this afternoon.

That would cement his domination over her, Jana thought.

She sighed, shaking her head. But she felt positive; calm and thoughtful. This was the first time in her life she’d faced up to these feelings. Before it had all been buried so deeply, but it had been there, gnawing away, making every day a depressing charade. She’d been so afraid of it.

Facing it was the first step to conquering it.

She stood up and went inside. It was time to get ready for the party.

Jana showered and washed her hair, and then put on her white underwear and school uniform again, then reapplied her makeup.

“Don’t I need to wear something sexier?” she asked, emerging into the living room, combing her hair. Courtney was sitting on the sofa now, drinking a glass of wine, dressed in jeans and a black spaghetti-strap top.

Matt stood up and kissed her on the cheek. “No, Jana. You couldn’t look sexier than you do in the school uniform. Some girls look frumpy in them, maybe, but you . . .” 

She blushed, pleased at his compliment.

“So . . . are you ready for this? Are you sure this is what you want?” he asked. He had such kind eyes, such a soft smile, so different from the hard grin and cold eyes of Principal Stevens.

“Yes,” she said softly. “After this, I won’t be able to think of myself as his, anymore. I won’t be his … possession.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” he said. “But what will you think of yourself?”

“I need this, Matt, and you know I need this. It’s why you’re doing this.”

He kissed her on the lips, for the first time. The kiss lingered, seeming to crackle with electricity.

“Wow,” he said. “You know … let’s go out to dinner some night.”

“Just dinner?” she smiled.

“Yeah! Just dinner and a movie.”

“Won’t it be boring?”

“Boring might be a nice change,” he said, and she laughed.

The doorbell rang, then, and he opened the door and let the four burly men inside.

“Under the circumstances, I suppose it’s not appropriate to introduce you. Suffice it to say these are some friends of mine. They’re all soldiers and they just returned from tours in Iraq and Afghanistan. Safe to say you’re all full of testosterone and haven’t had nearly enough women in the last little while?”

All the men nodded, mumbling greetings, as they sized her up, eyes glinting as they took in her schoolgirl uniform, her generous breasts, long legs, honey-blonde hair, smooth golden skin and big green eyes.

They were all very fit and healthy looking, very clean-cut, their skin smooth and their jaws squared with musculature and their chests and shoulders broad. They all wore vaguely military looking sports attire – cargo pants, dark t-shirts, vests with lots of pockets, big sports watches. One was white, one was black, one seemed to be of Hispanic background, the last seemed to be Asian. Nonetheless they all had similar sharp dark eyes, and apart from the variation in skin tone looked very similar.

“I explained the situation to them. Your safe word is ‘mercy,’ okay? If you want to stop, just say mercy, and they’ll do it. Everybody agreed?” Matt said.

The men all nodded and murmured affirmation. “Don’t worry, ma’am. You’re safe with us,” said the black man, in a soft deep voice.

She smiled shyly at them.

Courtney greeted the guys, and they greeted her back. She held up the video camera she was holding. “Okay guys, masks on?”

The men all pulled dark stocking masks over their heads. “Oooh,” said one of them. “The masked mercenaries are here,” he joked.

One was stroking his brow. “I can feel my eyelashes through the mask,” he noted.

Jana, excited, was shifting from foot to foot like a nervous child. On Matt’s recommendations, she was still barefooted. “Have to be careful with shoes, during these things,” Matt had said.

“So, uh, how do we begin?” she asked, biting her lip and batting her eyes at the masked men.

Matt smiled, and told Courtney to start filming.

“You can try to run past them to the door, if you want. On your mark, get set, GO!” he yelled, smiling.

The four men suddenly stormed forward at Jana. Her heart began hammering and adrenalin flooded her system as the four men reached out to her. She bolted sideways and took a few steps towards the door but a strong hand with a steel grip encircled her wrist and pulled her backwards.

Another of the men, the Asian, grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off her feet; she let loose a piercing shriek and tried to slam her elbows back into the man behind her.

A thick muscular arm encircled her neck, firmly pressing on the sides, making her lightheaded and cutting off her scream. The pressure was released almost as quickly as it was applied, and she knew she was in the hands of professionals with a lot of experience in subduing people without hurting them much.

She was lifted; her arms were secured by a man on each side of her, her arms pinned against their bodies; another pair of arms encircled her legs and she was lifted and carried towards the pool table.

She cried out again, unable to move her arms at all in their strong grips. it was an indescribable feeling, she was so thoroughly helpless and overpowered by these men.

She was dropped unceremoniously on the table, heard herself crying out, “Oh my god, no, please stop! Please stop don’t hurt me! Please let me go!” as she was stretched out onto the pool table, a man on each side holding her arms, now with her wrists twisted in some way that attempting to struggle just caused her more pain.

She was panting, chest heaving, breasts straining against the blouse. She had to lay very still or her wrists hurt.

Her legs were released momentarily and she kicked out weakly at the man in front of her; one ankle was grabbed and pulled and pinned against the black man’s left side, the other was pinned against his right side. She cried out in frustration and pleasure, moaning, held immobile by the men.

“Oh god please don’t!” she screamed, her heart pounding and spots swimming in front of her eyes.

One of the men – the black man – was leaning over the pool table now. “Uh, I didn’t ask Matt, can I rip ...?”

“Yes!” cried Jana, crying out in pleasure as the man ripped open the front of her blouse, buttons flying, revealing the white lace bra again. “Oh god no, please don’t, stop, please don’t,” she babbled, “please don’t stop,” she said as the man squeezed her big breasts hard with his big rough hands. “Oh, god, I love it, please don’t ... “

“Yeah, get that bitch’s tits out,” murmured one of the men holding her wrists; the white man pulled the cups of her white lace bra down around her breasts so that her swollen stiff nipples were showing, and he pinched one brutally, causing a scream of pain and pleasure. More hands reached in and roughly grabbed her tits, and she gasped her pleasure again, so many hands on her big sensitive tits. She felt tears of ecstasy and humiliation spilling down the sides of her face.

The man in front of her had pulled her forward so that her ass was on the edge of the table; her thighs were pinned to his sides and held firmly. The white man reached down and ripped her panties off her, the silk parting easily under his strong fingers.

“These things are soaked,” he said, throwing the wet panties in Jana’s face. He then removed a condom, still in the package, from his pocket and freed his big erection from his trousers and pulled on the condom.

The man holding her legs moved aside, still holding her, and helped the white man slip between her thighs – she still couldn’t move her arms, the other men were still holding her in the wristlock that only hurt when she moved – and she screamed her false protests as he guided his erection easily into her very wet pussy and began thrusting,

“Fuck that bitch!” said Courtney, filming the whole thing with her camera. “Get that whore, she loves it, look at her face, she looooves it ...” 

Jana cried out, “NOOOOOOOOOOO!” whipping her head from side to side, moving her hips to meet the hard thrusts. “Oh my god, please stop raping me, somebody … help me, help me, HELLPPPP!”

Matt was watching all of this, eyes glazed with excitement. He bent down and whispered in Jana’s ear, “Nobody is going to help you, Jana, nobody cares, you love this, don’t you love to be humiliated and fucked ...” 

“Oh god, please, no, please, somebody help me, oh my god, nooooooo,” Jana said weakly, unable to breathe as she felt herself getting closer to orgasm. “Oh god I love it so much, please, please please … please … please fuck me …”

The white man lifted one of her legs until her foot was on his shoulder, and went into a frenzy of thrusts, grunting and straining as he came into the condom.

The black man already had his condom on and he immediately moved into place, slamming his cock inside Jana, holding her legs spread. The men holding her wrists released her and unleashed their own formidable erections, getting out condoms and readying them.

Bucking her hips wildly into the thrusts of the black man, Jana was crying out incoherently and begging for help, begging them to stop, and her hands, now free, came up and touched her own hard and sensitive nipples, a current of pleasure connecting her pussy and tits, and she felt herself starting to have an orgasm as Matt held her by the neck and whispered into her ear, “It’s okay, Jana, it’s not your fault, it’s not your fault, you’re a good girl, let it go, go on and cum, it’s not your fault, let it all out ...” 

Weeping with humiliation, she pulled on her own nipples, and her body heaved as she orgasmed.

Her spasming caused the black man to finish suddenly, growling like an animal. He released her legs and stepped back.

“Jana, you’re free, get up, run, try to save yourself,” Matt whispered in her ear.

“I cannnn’t,” she moaned, wiping tears from her eyes. “I can’t, I’m too weak ...”

“You can try, Jana, you have to try,” he said, softly.

She struggled to sit up, crying harder, the throbbing between her legs uncomfortably intense but not quite painful. Her legs were like jelly as her bare feet hit the hardwood floor. She pulled her blouse back over her exposed breasts.

She lurched forward, past the four men, who were watching her and rubbing themselves, and staggered for the bedroom door. She twisted the doorknob – but it was locked and slid through her grip.

She cried out in frustration and the black man was behind her, and he grabbed her by one of her arms and twisted it behind her back, holding her around the neck with the other. Again, she was surprised that it didn’t hurt unless she tried to fight, and the confident strength with which the man immediately rendered her helpless caused her to gasp in pleasure and let her head lean back against his shoulder. “Oh god, PLEASE,” she begged.

“Please what? Hmmm? Please what?” asked the black man as he carried her back into the center of the living room. Courtney was standing in front of her with the video camera, eyes gleaming with pleasure as she captured Jana’s struggles on video.

The black man pushed her into the center of the room, where the men were standing in a circle now. She tried to run past them and each time she was easily grabbed and pushed back into the center of the room.

“Get off your clothes,” said the Asian man. “All of them.”

“No, fuck you!” she yelled, tears streaming down her face, clutching her blouse shut with both hands.

“Take off your clothes, or we’ll take them off you,” said another of the men. She was so blind with tears and dizzy with lust she didn’t know which one had spoken.

“Then you’ll have to do that!” she screamed.

One of the men stepped forward and ripped her blouse off her shoulders, and she shrieked and tried to cover herself. Another man held her arms while a third grabbed her bra by the cups and with some effort tore it in half at the fabric between the cups. She stood for a moment, weeping, covering her breasts with her hands, in only her skirt.

“Please stop,” she begged quietly, looking at the floor. “Don’t do this to me, please stop …”

A man moved behind her and she didn’t resist as he unzipped her skirt at the waist and let it fall in a puddle at her feet.

“Oh, please, oh god please, please stop,” she murmured softly, sniffling tears, getting on her knees on the white shag carpet, still covering her breasts with her hands, but playing with them now.

Two of the men, the Asian and the Hispanic from their skin tone, moved forward, their cocks stabbing at her face. The big latex-covered rods rubbed over her cheeks, and then one pushed into her mouth; she gagged at the thickness of it and taste of the latex. Her head was pulled back and the other cock pushed in, and she was used like this, choking and gagging, drooling saliva onto her chest, for a few minutes before one instructed her to stand up.

She was pushed over onto the sofa and one of the men moved forward and mounted her hard, on top of her, her pussy still so wet that his cock slid in with no resistance. His stocking masked face loomed over hers as he thrust hard into her, and she put her arms around his waist and felt his muscular butt and pulled him close, delirious now, murmuring, “Oh god, fuck me fuck me fuck me ...”

The third man finished quickly and the fourth man climbed on top of her and he had the biggest cock of all of them, and she felt a renewed wave of pressure and pleasure as he rammed it into her, slowly and rhythmically, his face nuzzling her neck, the sheer feel of the stocking mask a pleasant annoyance against her smooth skin.

“Please,” she begged weakly, as she felt the orgasm building. “Please please please please oh my god please please please PLEASE” and she was spasming again, bucking, sobbing, feeling like her whole body was on fire, as she came again.

She collapsed breathlessly onto the sofa.

The man got off of her and she curled into a ball, closing her eyes, concentrating on her breathing as the waves of pleasure ebbed.

Finally she sat up, weakly. She was aware that the guys were now holding Courtney down on the pool table and were taking turns fucking her.

Matt stepped over to her and sat next to her, putting his arm around her. She snuggled against him, wiping tears out of her eyes.

“Shhh,” he said. “It’s okay. Everything will be okay.”

“Ohhhh,” she said. “Matt, are there are a lot of people like us?”

He let out a short laugh. “I don’t know. Enough, it seems. More than enough. Anyway, Jana, I’ll help you however I can. Courtney’s dad won’t do anything to you that you don’t want him to do.”

She squeezed him tight, and felt more tears coming, tears of humiliation and shame but also tears of gratitude and tears of relief, relief that she wasn’t alone anymore.


CHAPTER 5: A TRIP TO THE MASQUERADE PARTY

When Jana entered the Principal’s office, she was surprised to find him waiting for her.

The last few times she’d come to him, he’d been out of the office, forcing her to wait for him.  Showing his authority.

His instructions had always been the same: strip down to her white underwear – completely white underwear – blindfold herself, and wait.

But now he was waiting for her.

She had planned that today would be completely different, but when she saw the way he was looking at her, sitting calmly at his desk, so handsome and composed in a light blue shirt and maroon tie, sleeves rolled up casually, she knew that it was already different.

And as usual, he seemed to be in control.

“Jana!” he said cheerfully, looking her in the eye with a big and relatively sincere-looking smile. “Nice to see you. Sit down.”

“Hello, Principal Stevens,” she said evenly, and sat in the chair opposite his desk.

“How is my favorite student today?” he said.

“Fine, sir,” she replied.

Then he just looked at her, as if expecting her to speak.

She decided to remain silent. Things were already going completely the opposite of the way she’d planned. She’d hoped to be sitting behind the desk when he walked in, with her surprise ready.

Finally he spoke.

“So, I think you have a video to show me.”

She felt her face turning red. “I do,” she replied.

She had made a video of her trip to the health spa run by his wife, Adrianna. She had intended to threaten him with the video, but he didn’t seem particularly perturbed at the idea. And somehow she wasn’t surprised that he knew about it already.

“Well, let me save you the trouble of showing me. I already have a far superior video.” He turned his laptop around on the desk and showed her the screen.

Heart thudding, Jana looked at it.

Jana saw herself in the health spa, the principal’s lovely redheaded wife, Adrianna hovering over her, smiling down at Jana as she inserted a thermometer into Jana’s rectum, as Jana wept and protested weakly.

But the video was completely different than the one Jana had made with her Iphone by propping it against a stack of towels on a cabinet.

This video was sharp and clear, high definition, filmed from a high angle above the table.

“Much better than whatever you came up with, I guess?” asked the Principal, standing from his chair.

“Yes,” said Jana softly. “Much better.”

She was amazed to see then that the camera angle changed as the video continued.

“There are four different cameras in that room at my wife’s health spa,” he said. “I cut this video together quickly today, but you get the idea.”

He moved the video forward and showed one section that focused on Jana’s face, cringing and glowing with ecstasy and humiliation, crying and begging for relief, as Adrianna Stevens administered an enema to her.

“Does she know about the cameras?” asked Jana, in a small voice, afraid to look up at the principal.

“Yes, of course, Jana! Do you think my wife has secrets from me?”

“Did you show her the video you made of me?” Six weeks previously, the principal had brought her into the office and spanked her, and then enticed her to undress and touch herself. He’d made a video of it before he’d fucked her, and he’d been using her viciously each week since.

The principal took a deep breath. “Actually, no I did not. I hadn’t got around to it, not yet anyway. But she has seen the videos now.”

“So how often does she molest and abuse her clients?” asked Jana, a bit more angrily.

“How do you know you weren’t the first? What if the video system is usually there to PREVENT patients from making that kind of allegation against her? What if it was just your obvious enjoyment of humiliation that made my wife do that?”

Jana just looked at her hands.

He moved the video forward. “As you can see here – you quite clearly tell her that it’s okay if she masturbates.”

Jana lowered her head and looked at her hands in her lap. “I didn’t want you to involve my mother in this,” she said quietly. “Anyway, this video would ruin the two of us, but if you involve my mother in any of this, I’ll use it.”

“Oh, Jana,” said the Principal calmly, laying a warm hand on her shoulder. “How do you know that my video of your mother wasn’t just to frighten you more, to make our little games more enjoyable? You love to be controlled, you love to be frightened. I was fulfilling your fantasy to make you happy.”

Jana began to cry. As usual, Principal Stevens was in control.

“Jana, Jana,” he said. “Shhhh, shhhh. Don’t you enjoy the things we do together?”

“Yes,” she said, sniffling. “But they’re wrong.”

“Do you think I want to hurt you?”

“I don’t know!” cried Jana.

“I just want to make you feel good,” said Principal Stevens. “That’s all. Didn’t I make you have orgasms?”

He was bending down to speak in her ear now, and Jana felt herself beginning to cry harder, and as always, to feel the heat and wetness that he always caused in her.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?” he asked softly.

“Yes sir. You made me have orgasms.”

“Did I teach you things about yourself?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Is that bad?”

“I don’t know,” she cried, shaking her head.

“Didn’t you always come to my office by choice? Did I force you to come here?”

Jana just sobbed, burying her face in her hands.

“Ohhh, Jana,” he said, putting both hands on her shoulders and massaging the muscles there. “Don’t cry.”

She just sobbed harder.

“Stand up, Jana,” he said.

She did.

“Come here,” he said, sitting on the sofa and indicating that she should sit on his lap.

She gratefully sat on his lap and buried her face in his chest as he put his arms around her. She cried harder than she’d ever cried in his office.

“Shhhh,” he said. “Shhhh, Jana. It’s okay. You told my wife about your father, was that true?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Do you want to tell me more about that? He spanked you a lot?”

“Yes,” said Jana, haltingly between sobs. “He spanked me hard all the time. He loved to do it when his friends were there drinking. He’d do it in front of them and they’d all laugh at me.”

“How old were you?”

“All the way up until my mother left him, when I was twelve.”

“Did he spank your bare bottom? Did he let his friends see your ass?”

“Yes!” she cried, into his neck.

“Shh, shh, Jana, it’s okay. And then one of his friends came in and touched you while you were sleeping, as I remember from the video there?”

“I don’t remember that clearly,” she said. “It was why my mother left him though.”

“Why did she let him do these things to you?” asked the Principal.

“She was drunk a lot, also,” Jana said. “But she hasn’t had a drink since then.”

“Oh you poor girl, you poor poor girl. I suspected that you had a lot of deep issues, Jana, I could tell. Not just from your files. But from your whole way of walking, the way you look at others, everything about you. I knew, Jana, and I wanted to help you.”

She sniffled. “Thank you, sir.”

He gently grabbed her hair and pulled her head up.

“Look at me, Jana. Look in my eyes.”

She did. He began kissing the tears off her cheeks, gently lapping them with his tongue.

She began breathing more heavily as he tightened his grip around her waist, and she felt the wave of lust rising in her, the wave that the Principal always knew how to unleash.

“Oh sir,” she moaned. “Just don’t do anything to my mother.”

He was kissing her neck now, and she felt his hand move up and touch her chest, squeezing one breast and then the other through her blouse and bra, his other hand feeling her ass through her plaid skirt.

“Shhh, Jana,” he said. “Everything will be okay. Everything will be all right, as long as you’re a good girl.”

“I’m a good girl, sir,” she said, unable to catch her breath now. She pulled his head back and kissed him hard on the lips, their tongues sliding together. She was in a fever now, writhing in his lap, pushing against his hand on her breasts, and she could feel his hardon beneath her. “Sir, can I suck your cock?” she asked.

He kissed her on the cheek again. “No, Jana, not yet. You’re a good girl.”

“Yes sir,” she said.

He unbuttoned the first two buttons on her shirt and slipped his hand inside, rubbing her left breast and the lacy bra that encased it, stroking the bud of her hard nipple with his thumb as it protruded through the lace.

Then she remembered.

“Oh sir,” she said, breathlessly, “I’m so so sorry! I wore a pink bra and panties today.”

The principal chuckled, and unbuttoned more buttons on her blouse and removed it entirely, his hands eagerly enfolding her big firm breasts. “Why did you do that, Jana?”

“I wanted to defy you, sir, I wanted to challenge you,” she said miserably, panting as he began gently pinching her erect nipples through the lace of the bra.

“But you know that’s something only a bad girl does, now, right?” he said calmly.

“Yes sir,” she said. “I’m a bad girl.”

“How should I punish you, Jana?”

“You have to spank me, hurt me … pinch my nipples hard, sir. Harder … ” She felt him twist one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, and the shock of pain that shot through her just made her more wet. 

“Harder, Jana?”

“Yes, harder …” she moaned. “Make it hurt.”

He pinched it until she squealed in pain.

His hand moved to her other breast, slipped the strap of her pink bra down and exposed the breast and the stiff pink nipple.

“You want me to pinch it?” he whispered.

“Bite it!” she said, pulling his head down against her breast, and he sank his teeth into the hard berry of her nipple.

She threw her head back and cried out in pain and pleasure.

She stood up, and stripped her shoes and plaid skirt off quickly. 

“Can I suck your cock now, sir?” she asked eagerly.  “I need to suck your cock, I’m a bad girl.”

The Principal stood up. “Jana, you’re doing fine.”

He cleared the laptop and some papers from the surface of his desk. Then he removed a black strip of cloth from his desk drawer and blindfolded her with it.

“Take my bra and panties, sir, I’m a bad girl, they’re the wrong color, you need to take them. Cut them off me,” she panted.

“All right, Jana,” he said evenly.

She felt the cold steel of his desk scissors as it slid between the cups of her bra and sliced the underwire, and she felt her breasts spring free. It made her gasp with pleasure; it always turned her on so much when he did it.

He pulled the remainder of the bra off her.

“And my panties, sir,” she moaned.

“Are you sure, Jana?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

He stroked the cold metal of the scissors blade across her stomach.

“Oh, sirrrr,” she moaned.

“Shhh, Jana. Be patient.” He said. He took her hand and led her to the edge of the desk and helped her lean down on top of it, her bare breasts on the cold wood of the desktop.

She felt the scissors quickly snip through the waistband of her panties and soon she was completely naked.

The principal was in front of her; she heard him sit down in his desk chair.

“Give me your hands, Jana,” he said.

She did, and he held them tight.

Then she heard the door to the office open behind her, and then close firmly.

Her heart began hammering and she knew what was about to happen.

The Principal was going to share her with somebody.

“Sir, oh my god, NO!” she screamed. But she knew the room was soundproofed and there was nobody to hear.

The principal was holding her by the wrists now, and she heard the sound of pants unzipping, and the stranger who had entered the office grabbed her by the hips, and she  felt a cock pressing against her very wet and hot pussy and she screamed again as he entered her roughly.

“Shhh, Jana, shhhh,” said the Principal, kissing the tears from her cheek again,

“Sir, please, NOT THIS!” she begged, in a panic, struggling, her voice rising. But she couldn’t control the moans of pleasure that emerged from her throat.

“Shhh, Jana, you were a bad girl, and this is your punishment,” he said.

“Ohh, sir, please noooooo . . ..” she groaned.

Then he was standing and she felt his cock rubbing against her face and she took it in her mouth and sucked it as she moaned, as the stranger fucked her from behind, and she felt the tears of humiliation rolling down her face, and the heat of orgasm coming, as the hot shuddering passing though her body as she came.

A half-hour later, the stranger was gone, and the Principal was helping her clean up, assuring her that she was a good girl and that nothing would happen to her mother.

As long as she continued to be a good girl.

Later that night, she spoke to Matt on ICQ instant messenger and told him what had happened.

He insisted on coming to meet her, even though it was after midnight.

Jana snuck through the quiet living room of the house – her mother was sleeping soundly, as usual exhausted from the long hours she kept as an accountant and financial analyst. 

Matt was waiting next to his car down the block. It was a black, aggressive looking vehicle – a sports car – she didn’t know much about cars but she assumed it was very fast and probably very expensive.

Today he lacked the easygoing smile that he usually had. “Hello, Jana.”

“Hello,” she said wanly. She was wearing a t-shirt and gym shorts, and he was wearing jeans and a black t-shirt, the only clothes she’d ever seen him wearing.

“I’ve had my guys following Principal Stevens, to make sure that he isn’t stalking you full time. He isn’t. And  one of the guys checked the area for bugs and hidden cameras, but didn’t find anything.”

“Your guys? The guys from the … uh … party at the beach house?” She had enacted a gang rape fantasy with four of Matt’s friends the previous week, and had been told the men were all former soldiers who had recently returned from overseas service.

“Yeah. We have a personal security business, now, those guys know what they’re doing.”

“I got the impression they’re all very … capable,” she said mildly. They’d restrained her effectively without hurting her much, and helped her live out her fantasies and feel less like a possession of the Principal. “Did you … were you in the service with them?”

“Yeah. Afghanistan,” he said, in a tone of voice that suggested he didn’t want to talk about it. “Listen, Jana. I haven’t been entirely honest with you.”

She just looked at him, waiting for him to explain.

“It’s not an accident that I met you. It’s not an accident that I was with Courtney that night.”

“Go on,” she said, hands on hips.

“I hit on Courtney for a reason, and she didn’t find that video of you accidentally. I gave her the decrypting software that helped her find and open the file, in fact.”

He took a deep breath. “You’re not the first girl that Principal Stevens has done this sort of thing to. Two years ago he was using my sister like he’s using you.”

“Oh my god, Matt,” she said. “I ... that’s … ” When she considered it, it was hardly a surprise that she was not the first; but she still found that she felt strangely jealous at the idea of Principal Stevens fucking and dominating somebody else. “Where’s your sister now?”

“She’s in a mental hospital. She tried to kill herself when he left her,” he said, his voice tight and his face stony.

Jana just shook her head. “God, Matt, it’s ... did you go to the police?”

“It’s not my call, it’s hers, and she didn’t want to tell anyone but me. He had her so thoroughly that she barely wants to live without him.”

“Matt, I’m so sorry,” she said. But she was thinking: is that what’s going to happen to me?

“Of course, I wanted to kill him. Beat the shit out of him, at least. But I don’t just want to hurt him, I want to fucking ruin him. I decided to start with his stepdaughter Courtney, who is nearly as evil as he is. I told her to search his computer, I thought there would be evidence, I knew there must be other girls, but once I met you, I knew I couldn’t use that video unless you wanted to.”

“I don’t want anybody to see me like that,” she said, ashamed. “Are there other girls? Now?” she asked.

“I don’t know. That’s the only video she could find.”

Jana considered all this. She’d been thinking of it like a complicated game, but it was clear now that she had no idea what the gameboard looked like or how many players there were. “What do you want to do now?” she asked.

“I think I know who helped him fuck you today. I think it was his son. I want you to help me with something,” he said.

He told her his plan.

“Do you want to help? It’s completely your choice,” he said.

“I want to help,” she whispered. “I don’t want to end up like your sister.”

A bit more than 24 hours later, Jana was on her back on a table at a fraternity costume party, looking up into the ripe wet shaved smooth pussy of the Principal’s stepdaughter, Courtney.

She had arrived at Matt’s beach house earlier that day, followed by one of Matt’s soldier friends, who was making sure that Principal Stevens wasn’t watching her.

Matt had helped her prepare her costume.

The costume consisted of red silk bra and panties, black stockings, black high heels, and a pair of red devil horns affixed to a long black wig. A red cape and cowl allowed her to cover the skimpy costume.

Courtney was dressed as an angel – she wore white bra and panties, white thigh-high stockings, and white high heels. She wore a small but rather elaborate pair of angel wings affixed to the back of her bra. Her black hair was hidden beneath a short blond wig.

As they were getting ready, Courtney had talked about her stepbrother, Joshua Stevens, the Principal’s son from his first marriage.

Of course Jana had heard of Joshua Stevens; he was the stuff of high school legend: a brilliant lacrosse player, handsome and tall, dark-haired and dark-eyed like his father. He was 20, two years older than Courtney and Jana, and had dated quite a few girls at the high school that Courtney and Jana attended. Jana had seen him picking up different girls after school in his convertible.

But Courtney explained that like her father, her brother typically preferred to take things by force, even if he could get them easily otherwise.

“Before he left home, every morning was a wrestling match with him,” explained Courtney. “He finally agreed to stop trying to fuck me if I’d bring him somebody else. So I did. When he went away to college and moved into that frat house he lives in now, it became even easier. High school girls always wanted to go to parties at the college,” she said. “Stupid bitches.”

“What did you do to them, Courtney?” asked Jana.

“I just brought them to the parties! And I’d put the drugs in their drinks. Sometimes I’d hold the camera. Hey, don’t look at me like that! Most of them would have been happy to fuck him anyway, and none of them ever made a fuss afterwards.”

Jana fumed, looking at Matt. “I think Courtney needs a little extra punishment for that, Matt.”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Matt calmly, and swatted Courtney on the ass. “She’s going to make amends tonight, right?”

“Yes,” said Courtney, “I always wanted to show that fucker up anyway. Arrogant bastard.”

“Is Joshua the one that fucked me yesterday in the principal’s office?” asked Jana.

“I don’t know. It’s sure possible,” said Courtney.

“If it was him, and he recognizes me, this won’t work,” said Jana.

“Or he might want to fuck you anyway. Or he might want to fuck you even more,” pointed out Matt. “Anyway, he’ll be drunk, and if Courtney introduces you as somebody else, I don’t think he has any reason to doubt her.”

The costume party at the frat house started at 10:00pm, and they’d arrive at about 10:30pm.

Jana also wore a black mask that covered only the top part of her face, and let her normal unaccented English resume its natural tendency towards her Russian accent. There were about a dozen girls there and about ten guys, including Joshua, and she was introduced to him as Natasha, a new transfer student from the Ukraine.

“But tonight, I’m a devil,” she said mischievously.

The party was already going strong, and Jana did something she’d never done much before; she tried to have fun. She danced and flirted, in a totally new persona as the saucy Ukrainian Natasha. The frat guys, mostly big handsome lacrosse players, loved her, showering her with attention and offers of all sorts.

Everybody was turned out in cool costumes, and most of the girls were dressed in skimpy ones -- sexy nurses, sexy vampires, sexy witches -- but she and Courtney were by far the hottest looking girls there.

She tried to look like she was drinking a lot, but in fact she only drank about two glasses of beer; that was enough to give her a good buzz, however, as she didn’t drink much in general.

At one-thirty am, she was dancing on top of a table with Courtney.

There were five guys around the table, including Joshua; the other guests had left to go to a nightclub.

“It’s time Jana,” whispered Courtney, her pupils huge. Jana didn’t even know what combination of drugs and alcohol the girl was on.

Courtney danced behind Jana, rubbing against her back, and put her hands on Jana’s big breasts within the smooth red silk pushup bra - to a roar of approval from the men around the table.

A thrill passed through Jana – her breasts were so sensitive, any attention to them caused her almost uncontrollable excitement – and Jana reached behind her and held Courtney’s firm ass as the two of them danced together to the R and B music playing.

“Kiss her!” roared Joshua, holding a glass of beer aloft.

Jana turned around, her heart quickening, feeling the heat building between her legs, and kissed Courtney hard.

Courtney eagerly forced her tongue, tasting of beer and cigarettes, into Jana’s mouth, kneading Jana’s breasts to more approval from the crowd.

Finally Jana pulled away, gasping.

“Lie down, Jana,” said Courtney, and Jana was soon on her back on the table, with Courtney on top of her, kissing her cleavage and stomach. Jana looked around nervously at the crowd, feeling fear – but then remembering: She wasn’t Jana tonight. She was Natasha. She was a devil.

Courtney, the angel, moved around and straddled Jana’s face, putting the two of them in a 69 position, and began rubbing her mouth and face against Jana’s crotch through her red panties.

Jana gasped in pleasure, looking up at Courtney’s crotch, and the white panties she wore.

She felt Courtney pulling the red panties to the side, and Courtney began to slide her tongue up and down Jana’s pussy.

Jana cried out in pleasure; she loved it when Courtney went down on her, with her evil talented tongue, even more than when the Principal did it. She instinctively reached up and felt her own breasts, squeezing them together, loving the feel of the silky red bra.

Around her, the crowd was roaring. Men were pumping their fists.

Jana looked up at Courtney’s pussy again. Among the many other sex acts she’d performed in the last six weeks, performing oral sex on a woman had not been one of them. She was shy to try.

But then she remembered: she was a demon tonight.

She slid Courtney’s white panties to the side, revealing her freshly shaved pussy. Jana slid a finger carefully over the swollen lips; they were already quite wet. She felt Courtney moan in reaction, into Jana’s pussy, and that was a pleasant sensation.

Jana moved her head up and extended her tongue, giving Courtney’s pussy a long, slow lick, like a postage stamp. It had a fresh, slightly salty taste, like Evian water – considerably fresher than Courtney’s mouth, Jana thought.

This lick elicited another moan from Courtney, and Jana felt another surge of pleasure down there between her own legs.

She smiled. She saw how it worked now. The more pleasure you gave, the more pleasure you got, in the 69 position.

Jana slid her tongue slowly and luxuriously around Courtney’s labia. Then she buried her face in Courtney’s crotch and stuck her tongue as far into Courtney’s pussy as she could, now in a fever as Courtney began desperately tonguing Jana’s pussy as well.

Around them, Jana was aware the crowd was moving closer; they were hooting and hollering, but Jana didn’t feel the usual helpless ecstasy of humiliation; she felt exhilarated at all these men seeing her, at their lust, at her power over them, at her power over Courtney, at their eyes on her, and of course at Courtney’s eager lapping at her pussy.

A hand touched her breast briefly; she didn’t mind it, but she heard Joshua Stevens shout, “No touching!” and the crowd moved back a bit.

She dug her face harder into Courtney’s pussy, her slick, hot, tight pussy, Jana’s face now wet with Courtney’s juices. The feedback of pleasure was building, heat and tension between the two of them, and Jana grabbed Courtney by the hips and used her tongue to find Courtney’s clit, and the two of them bucked, grunted, writhed and moaned together.

Then Jan felt something hot and thick splash across her side, and she knew almost immediately what it was.

But she stopped and looked – and saw that one of the frat boys had just jacked off on them. It had splashed Courtney’s back and Jana’s side.

Courtney’s raised her head for a moment, also; looked around briefly and then dug her face into Jana’s pussy with renewed fervor, moaning her pleasure.  Two more men moved forward on her other side, and took their cocks out and began stroking them.

The wet insistent pressure of Courtney’s tongue, the hot semen on her side, the crowd of men around her; she felt like such a bad little slut, her own face and mouth grinding into the pussy of the evil stepdaughter of the man who’d unleashed all this lust inside her.

Jana finally exploded into a prolonged orgasm, clutching her own breasts, sucking Courtney’s clit, and Courtney came at the same time, and then the two men near them both exploded semen all over Courtney’s back, and the wave of heat had barely receded when another man came, all over Courtney’s ass, and some of it dripped on Jana’s face.

Jana head was spinning, but she was aware that the crowd in the room was applauding.

About thirty minutes later, Jana and Courtney were sitting in Joshua Steven’s room, on the top floor of the frat house.

He was sitting on his sofa, dressed in a tight black silk shirt and trousers with a white facemask. He sipped at the drink Courtney had prepared for him.

Jana was sitting on the edge of Joshua’s bed, also sipping a drink, still in her red bra and panties and wig and mask, still a bit woozy from the beers and the intense orgasm she’d had.

After their little performance, Joshua had immediately brought them to his room, Courtney had fixed them drinks at the small bar in the room. 

“The angel and the devil, that was really good,” said Joshua.

“But I have to go home soon,” whined Jana. “My mom is expecting me. I’m not feeling so good …”

Joshua laughed at that. “I don’t think that will be possible,” said Joshua. “You’re in no condition to go home.”

“No, I mean, I didn’t really drink that much. I’m okay, just tired … it was a great party, and I had a lot of fun but …”

“No, I don’t mean the drinks you’ve had already,” said Joshua. “I mean the drinks you already drinked. I mean, drunked. Drugged. I mean . . .” He shook his head. “There were drugs in your drink,” he slurred.

Jana smiled at him. “Drugs in my drink?”

Joshua looked over at Courtney, who was smiling back at him. He took off his white face mask and looked back and forth at the two of them, his head lolling and his eyes darting around, his mouth falling open slack.

“What the fuck did you bitches do to me,” he said, trying to stand, and falling to his knees.

“Nothing that you haven’t done to plenty of bitches before,” said Jana.

“Whu, wha ya, wha . . .” said Joshua. His eyes were unfocused now and his head continued to nod.

“Come on now, Joshua. Get onto the bed,” said Courtney.

Jana and Courtney helped the pliant and helplessly incoherent Joshua stand, and took off his shirt and unbuttoned his trousers. He flopped onto the bed, and they began with some difficulty to remove his pants.

Jana went to his desk and opened his laptop; it flashed on from standby mode. She rummaged in her purse for a moment and found the small USB drive that Matt had given her.

It whirred as a program activated; there was a box of text flashing by as files were scanned; and then a video popped up.

On the screen, Joshua Stevens was sodomizing a young redhead; the girl was on her knees, face towards the camera, crying and weeping, head lolling from the drugs.

Jana turned angrily to Courtney. “Did you make this film?”

Courtney shrugged. Jana felt like slapping her, but she knew they needed Courtney for now.

Three more videos popped up on the screen. In all of them, Joshua Stevens was fucking drugged-looking incoherent girls. All of them were crying.

Then the screen went blank, and a box with the message “download complete” appeared. According to what Matt had told her, the program would automatically copy and save the videos onto the USB drive.

“Okay. Have you got it?” said Jana.

“Of course,” said Courtney. She opened her purse and removed the black strap-on dildo.

Jana took it and examined it, and then strapped it onto herself. She looked down at it, stroking it, fascinated at the feeling of having a cock.

“Wake up, Joshua,” she said sweetly.

“Whrrm? Hrrrmm? Wha huh?” he said.

Courtney pulled a small tube of KY jelly from her purse and began applying it liberally to the dildo.

“Very thoughtful of you,” said Jana.

“Well, he’s my stepbrother,” said Courtney sarcastically.

Joshua responded willingly to commands, and they managed to get the naked young man on his knees, and Jana knelt behind him, and gently prodded the tip of the dildo into his anus.

“Uhhh,” he said, and bucked back against it.

“Camera on, Courtney?” said Jana.

Courtney had her phone out and activated the video and put it close to Joshua’s face.

“Hi Josh! How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Whuuh? Mokay, whuzza ...” his eyes were rolling around wildly.

“You want to get fucked now, Josh?” asked Courtney.

“Yeah,” he said, waggling his head, eyes drooping.

“You sure?”

“Yeah.”

“You like to rape girls, huh Josh?” asked Jana, moving the dildo a bit further into his puckered asshole. He let out a little cry.

“Yeah!” he said.

“And you like to get raped in the ass, huh?”

“Yeah,” he said again., and then put his face in the pillow and started crying.

He was so innocent in his drugged state that Jana almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.


PART SIX: A TRIP TO THE POLICE STATION

Jana sat in front of her laptop computer, teasing the tip of the large pink dildo with her tongue, looking mischievously at the lens of the web-cam.

Matt’s image smiled ruefully at her from a small square box on the screen. “Hey! Don’t distract me. We have serious stuff to talk about here.”

“This is serious stuff, isn’t it, baby?” Jana asked flirtatiously. “Can you believe that my geography teacher has a dildo like this, and what’s more leaves it lying right there in her top drawer?” Jana was babysitting for the high school’s geography teacher and her husband, who were taking a much-needed night off from the demands of their 8 month old baby.

“It’s big,” Matt admitted, smiling at her with the soft kind smile that turned her on so much. “Do you always creep around the bedrooms of the houses where you babysit? Naughty girl.”

“I was making sure all the doors and windows were locked and nobody but me was here!” she said. “And the drawer was partially open and I saw it.”

“Don’t worry, Jana, two of my guys are watching Principal Stevens and two more are watching Joshua Stevens. They’re no threat to you. Anyway, Courtney said that Joshua woke up last week with a sore ass and no real memory of what happened, just like we hoped.”

The previous Saturday, Jana had used a strap-on dildo to exact revenge on Joshua Stevens, the date-raping son of the Principal. Principal Stevens had been using her as a sex slave for the last six weeks. His stepdaughter, Courtney, had helped Jana gain access to Joshua’s fraternity during a costume party.

“Using that dildo last week kind of awakened my interest in the things,” she said. “I’d never really thought much about them before. It seemed kind of cold and … artificial, I guess?”

“Maybe that’s part of the appeal,” said Matt.

“Hmmm, yes, maybe …” she opened her lips, bright red with freshly applied lipstick, and slowly pushed the big dildo into her mouth, sucking on it languidly as she looked at Matt on the screen.

“Hmmm,” said Matt, smiling, watching carefully.

“I’m so fucking horny all the time since that happened,” she admitted. “And I’m not thinking about the Principal anymore, either.”

“No?” asked Matt.

“I’m thinking about you,” she whispered into the screen. “You’ve done a lot for me, Matt.”

“Well …” he said. “I don’t think I …”

“I know, first you wanted revenge on the Principal, but you had access to those videos and you could have sent them to the police at anytime.”

“Not without your consent,” he said. Courtney had stolen the first video the principal had made of Jana in his office, after spanking Jana and coercing her to strip and touch herself, after unleashing the hunger for humiliation that had been dormant inside of her.

“You’re a good guy, Matt,” she said, licking the dildo and running a finger over her cleavage. She wore a pastel sundress that well displayed her big breasts. “Consent ... hmmm, that’s quite a word, huh?”

“Yeah. Fortunately you’re past the age of consent.”

“Only two months past it,” she said. And an eventful couple of months it had been, in which she’d experienced just about every sexual act possible – except for gentle, normal intercourse with a partner she knew and liked. “You like to see me suck on this, Matt?”

“Yeah,” he said.

She filled her mouth with the big dildo again, while squeezing her own breasts with one hand through the sundress. She moaned around the thick rubber, forcing it in until she gagged, and then removed it. She then took the thin spaghetti-straps of the sundress down off her shoulder, revealing the white strapless push-up bra she wore. “Do you want to see my breasts, Matt?” she teased. “It’s been a while since you’ve seen them.”

He looked around him – then disappeared for a moment, and returned. “Just locking the door to the office,” he said, smiling. He was at his office in the back of the nightclub that he partially owned. “I haven’t seen you naked for a while, but I masturbate to the videos of you nearly every day, I have to admit,” he said.

“Really?” she said, putting the dildo on the table for a moment and using both hands to touch her sensitive tits, as she felt herself growing very wet inside her panties. “Which video? You have quite a few now,” she teased.

She considered. “Let’s see, you have one of me in the principal’s office, one of me in the health spa, that one we made with your friends …” She’d enacted a gang-rape fantasy with some of Matt’s soldier friends, in an attempt to make herself feel less like a possession of the Principal.

“I like the one we made in the nightclub,” he said. He moved back in his chair a little so she could see him on camera, stroking the bulge in his dark jeans. “When we tied up Courtney and you made her eat you out.”

“Do you watch it while you fuck Courtney?” whispered Jana. Matt had been using the Principal’s daughter almost as roughly as the Principal had been using Jana.

“Yeah. She loves that one, too.”

“You like to see me in control, hmm?” mused Jana. “You don’t like the submissive Jana?”

“I like you all ways,” he said, and she felt her heart swell and her panties grow even more wet.

“Ooooh, that’s the right answer,” she said, and stood up and stripped out of her sundress. She posed in front of the camera in her white bra and panties, and then picked up the dildo and languidly sucked it some more.

“Naughty girl,” said Matt. “Sucking your geography teacher’s dildo. What does she look like, is she hot?”

“Oh, yes, Matt, she’s quite good-looking. I don’t think she’s even thirty yet. She’s a … what do you call it, a MILF?”

“Ha, yeah. You got a little crush on her, that’s why you like sucking on her dildo?”

She smiled and winked at the screen. “She’s hot but I’m thinking of your cock, Matt. I’ve had your cock in your mouth and between my tits but never anyplace else,” she pouted. “When will that happen?”

“Hmm, well, I imagine we can work something out,” he said. On the small screen, he pulled his cock from the dark cargo pants he wore, stroking it languidly.

“Take off your shirt,” said Jana. “I’ve never even seen you without a shirt.”

She saw a serious look pass across his face like a cloud across the sun. “Not now.”

“Hmm, mysterious as ever. Look at my ass, Matt,” she said, enjoying the feeling of showing off her body to him. “Nearly thirty minutes on the stairmaster today before I came here.”

“Mmm-hmmm,” he said. “Your ass is lovely, but you know I’m a breast man.”

She stripped her bra off, and took her big breasts in her hands, luxuriating in the soft warm feel of her own tits as she bent in front of the camera, purring with pleasure. “Mmm, did you like the way my tits felt around your cock, that time in the nightclub?” she asked.

“I think it was one of the best feelings of my life,” he said, sincerely.

“Mmmm, I liked it too, Matt. And when I humped your leg, I felt so bad, like a little bitch dog, it turned me on so much …”

She removed her panties, and rubbed them across her tits. “You know what I’d like to do with these panties, Matt? I’d like to wrap them right around your cock and jack your off and swallow all your hot cum. I love the way your cum tastes, it’s so sweet…” she whispered.

She passed the panties under her nose. “Mmm,” she moaned at the musky smell of herself. “They’re so wet, Matt, and I’m so hot. I want to use this dildo on myself and want you to watch, and I want you to jack off too.”

“I’m happy to, Jana,” Matt said, stroking his cock.

“What if my geography teacher comes back and catches me, Matt? What if they come back and see me? I’d be so humiliated, Matt…” She spread her legs and was using the top of the dildo to stroke her wet pussy lips, feeling herself open like a flower and feeling herself growing breathless with anticipation.

“Jana, you’re a good girl. I know it,” said Matt, and she plunged the dildo into her tight pussy and threw her head back in ecstasy, squeezing her own breasts and teasing her nipples with the other hand, as she felt the waves of pleasure begin to carry her away.

“Oh, god, Matt, it feels so good, and I feel like such a bad girl sometimes… “ she whimpered.

“You’re not. You’re a normal healthy girl and some people have done some bad things to you but you’re strong and good and normal and everything is going to be great …” Matt was looking at her with his big kind eyes, stroking his pulsing cock

“Ohhhhh goddd,” she said and felt the orgasm coming, so quick and strong it was like a fire exploding through her, as her body began to shudder.

She cried out, pinching one nipple hard as she came, and Matt threw his head back and grunted as he too came, ejaculating white streams all over his fist.

She closed her eyes and hugged herself as the waves of pleasure receded, and when she opened her eyes Matt had already cleaned himself up and rezipped his jeans.

“I meant it, Matt. You’ve really helped me here,” she said.

“In the beginning I was just another person taking advantage of you,” he said.

She shook her head. “But you’ve become my guide on this … journey, into this world that I didn’t know anything about. You’ve taken care of me Matt, and I appreciate it.”

“Anyway, as I was saying before I was so pleasantly interrupted,” he said, “regarding the videos we got off Joshua Stevens computer – we’re taking them to the police tomorrow. We spoke to the victims, they all agreed, and anyway they can probably remain anonymous, I think, given the evidence. Courtney is going to testify against her brother. Undoubtedly she’ll lie her ass off about her involvement, but there you go. One step at a time.”

“That’s good. The scandal will be considerable.”

“And at midnight tonight, another video is going to go viral on some porn websites, showing a masked woman fucking Joshua Stevens as he tells the camera how much he loves it and admitting that he likes to rape girls.”

“Really? And I can’t be recognized at all?”

“No, believe me, I had my computer guy go over it thoroughly; you’re not identifiable with that wig and costume on. A few pixels have been altered just in case; a mole or two, the shape of your head, etc.”

“Matt … this will ruin the Principal’s life, won’t it?”

“Hopefully. Probably. For a while. Just the legal bills alone. The scandal and all.”

“But he won’t lose his job or go to jail or anything. The Principal, I mean. Unless I tell people what he’s been doing to me. Show people those videos.”

“Jana, you don’t have to. We can wait and … ”

She shook her head. “I do have to, Matt. I don’t want him to do this to anybody else.”

“I don’t know if he can be convicted of anything. You’re 18. The videos are mostly …”

“Inconclusive?” she said, knowing that in most of them her consent had been seduced from her, coerced from her.

“He’d lose his job, though, most likely. They are certainly proof of an inappropriate sexual relationship with a student. But you’d be hounded by the media for a while, are you ready for that?”

She nodded her head. “Yeah, Matt, I’m ready to be rid of the secret.”

“What about your mom?”

“She needs to know. All that stuff with my father, too, we’ve never talked about it, not once. These secrets burn you up if you keep them inside.”

He nodded. “Yeah, they do.”

“You say that like you know it well,” she said.

He took off his black t-shirt and showed his chest, which was covered with a constellation of puckered pink scars.

Jana gasped. “Oh my god, Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Are those from … the war?”

“Yeah. An IED hit the convoy I was in. Most of the guys were killed. I was wounded badly and they captured me. Me and the guys you met.”

“Captured?”

“Yeah. And … you probably heard about the Guantanamo scandals, where the guards there were sexually abusing the prisoners?”

“I … yeah, I think so.”

“Well, the things the Taliban did to us were … equally awful. Or worse …“ his voice trailed off and he looked down.

“Matt,” she said, a tear rolling down her face. “Oh Matt, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s not our fault, right, Jana?”

“Yes, Matt. It’s not our fault. All that matters is how we deal with it. And tomorrow afternoon, after school, when the Principal is expecting me to come into his office and let him fuck me roughly, I’m going to be at the police station with these videos.”

Matt was smiling at her. “I’m proud of you, Jana.”

She picked up the dildo and teased her nipples with it. “Yeah? Show me, don’t tell me …”

But outside the bedroom figure, a dark figure was watching her from the bushes.

Two hours later, Jana was driving home when she saw flashing blue lights in her rearview mirror.

“Shit!” she said, glancing down at her speedometer. She always drove the speed limit, but she was deep in thought; had the speed gotten away from her?

She pulled the car over on the dark tree-lined street, getting her license and registration and proof of insurance from her purse.

The office shone his flashlight into her face, blinding her.

“Good evening. Step out of the car please.” The voice behind the light was clipped and deep and had a Southern accent. 

“But I, was I …”

“I said, step out of the car, please.”

Jana, still blinded by the flashlight, fumbled for the door handle, opened the door, and stepped out of the car. She got the impression the policeman was very tall and wide, however, behind the light.

The light moved, but somehow still managed to stay in her eyes the whole time. She raised her hand to shield her eyes, and the officer barked, “DON’T MOVE!” at her.

“Oh my god I’m sorry!” squeaked Jana, standing with her hands clutched in front of her. “I didn’t mean to …”

“Young lady, if you make any sudden movements like that again, I’m going to assume that you’re going for a weapon or attempting to attack me, and I’m going to use my taser on you. Do you know what a taser is?”

“No,” said Jana, terrified.

“It will deliver a 50,000 volt current into you, and knock you flat on that pretty ass of yours. You might even piss yourself.”

“What did I do?” she asked in a meek voice.

“SHUT UP!” roared the voice, and she cringed. “Speak to me only when I ask you a question. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, beginning to cry.

“Now, turn around and lean against the car. Like on TV. Put your hands on the hood of the car and spread your legs. I’m going to search you.”

She wanted to ask why, but she was afraid. The light, mercifully, went off, and she saw the silhouette of the police officer; he was indeed very tall and broad, at least six and a half feet tall. But she quickly leaned against the warm hood of the car, a couple of tear drops falling on it.

“That’s it. Good girl,” said the man, and when his big hands patted her hips, she knew.

This was the man who had fucked her in the Principal’s office, last week, not Joshua Stevens.

“He sent you, didn’t he?” Jana hissed.

“SHUT UP!” roared the voice again, as she felt the hands pat her ass, feel roughly between her legs, and finally reach around to squeeze her breasts. She involuntarily felt a thrill pass through her and she shivered.

“Oh you like that, don’t you, you little bitch?” said the police man into her ear, from behind her.

“Not from you,” she said between clenched teeth. “I want to talk to my lawyer. Tell me what I did or let me go.”

She braced herself, expecting some punishment – a slap on the ass or twisted nipples, perhaps, maybe even the taser thing – but instead there was only a low chuckle behind her.

“I’m going to search you, young lady,” said the police officer.

“You already searched me,” she said sullenly.

“No, I think you’ve earned a strip search, with your bad attitude.”

“I want to talk to a lawyer,” she repeated.

“Well, in that case, I will arrest you, book you, and then after a night in jail you can call your lawyer. Your mom will like that, hmm?”

“Arrest me for what?”

“I saw you crossing the center line and have reason to believe that you were driving under the influence.”

“I’m not! I’ll take a … sobriety test or whatever!”

“Well, after a night in jail, you can take a blood test. I’ll say that you refused at the scene and made lewd suggestions to get out of the ticket. Believe me, a night in jail with all the hookers and drunks and drug addicts will adjust your attitude considerably.”

She made a mewling noise. God, she had to talk to Matt. She had to get through this somehow. Should she try to run? Try to use her phone? Matt could help her. Were any of his guys following her tonight? He’d said they were watching Principal Stevens and his son, though; it seems nobody had known about this person.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered. “What do you want?” she asked, although she knew what he wanted. The question was just: would he actually arrest her?

“I told you. A strip search. Take off your pretty sundress, young lady.”

“Right here on the side of the road?” she asked, weeping. She looked around. The road was dark, with trees on both sides, and one gas station nearby that was closed. There seemed to be no people. Maybe someone would drive by and help her. Should she stall for time?

“Yes,” he said. “Right here on the side of the road.”

Starting to cry more heavily, she slowly pulled the sundress off, quaking with terror, and laid it on the hood of the car, standing on the side of the dark road in her bra and panties, still facing away from the mysterious cop.

“Now turn around,” said the voice.

She slowly turned and the cop turned on the flashlight again, blinding her, spotlighting her, her bra and panties glowing in the bright light. She was quivering all over, and the humiliation was making her wet between the legs.

“Very nice,” whispered the voice from behind the light.

She stood shaking, breathless, weeping, in the spotlight for what seemed an eternity. No car came by, there was no sound but insects in the trees and the sound of his heavy breathing.

“Very nice. Now take off your bra and panties. Keep your shoes on, though,” he said. She was wearing pumps with four-inch heels.

She shook her head, started to protest, but then thought of all the things he could do to her and she took a deep breath and reached back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the gravel on the shoulder of the road. A moment later she skinned her panties down her hips with her thumbs and let them fall, also.

She just hoped he couldn’t see that her pussy was wet. Her nipples were hard and tingling and she felt like covering them (and playing with them) but she stood at attention, blinking in the light, her hands clasped humbly in front of her crotch.

“If anybody stops,” said the voice, “maybe I’ll tell them they can strip search you, too. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

She didn’t answer, trying to look defiant; but her eyes hurt so bad from the bright flashlight that she felt she wasn’t doing a very good job.

“All right, assume the position again,” said the voice, and she leaned back over the car hood, grateful that her eyes were no longer facing the light. She closed them but they were still full of dancing spots.

The light went off, and she felt the rough hands on her again, first feeling her breasts and she bit her lips to avoid moaning. The hands then ran down her body and over her hips and ass, and a she felt his hand press up between her legs.

She grunted and felt all her muscles clench, but didn’t dare squeeze her legs together; a rough finger slid into her pussy. There was only a bit of resistance as it forced past her labia, as she was very wet already. She let out an unwilling groan.

“Wet little slut,” whispered the cop in her ear. “You love this shit, don’t you, you little whore?”

Again she didn’t answer, and then she gasped as two big strong fingers dug into her pussy. She involuntarily bucked her hips back against the big hand, and let out a small cry and then whimpers.

“Answer me, you little slut. Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” she said in a small voice.

She felt the other big hand grab a handful of her hair, twisting it and forcing her face down onto the hood of the car, the metal warm and hard against her breasts.

The fingers retracted from her pussy and then she felt the cheeks of her ass being pulled apart, and a finger, slick with her own pussy juices, probing at her asshole.

She moaned and made a high-pitched, desperate noise in her throat.

And then she remembered her own words: it’s not our fault. It’s how we deal with it.

The finger began to ease into her asshole, and then pushed roughly and painfully forward past her sphincter, and she struggled to control her breathing and whimpering.

“Oh, yeahhhh,” murmured the cop. “Sweet little pussy, sweet little ass, I’m going to enjoy this a lot. I didn’t have much time with you last week … ”

When the hands released her and she heard a belt unbuckling, she pushed herself sideways and ran for the woods.

She stumbled on her high heels, but didn’t have the time to try to get them off; she felt her breasts bouncing painfully as she ran and she knew she didn’t have a chance, but she ran as fast as she could anyway.

She made it to the edge of the woods, thrashing past low-hanging tree branches that scratched and tore at her delicate fair skin. Then she felt the hand wrap in her hair and another grab her around the waist and she screamed as she was lifted. She pounded her fists into the chest of the huge cop, seemingly to no effect.

“Go ahead and scream, there’s nobody to hear. Nobody is going to help you,” grunted the cop as he threw her over his shoulder, fireman style, and she pounded on his wide muscular back with no effect whatsoever. His uniform belt has a lot of things on it – she saw a stick and a gun -- but they were on the other side and he was covering them with his hand and she didn’t know anything about all that stuff anyway.

She wish she’d had Matt give her some lessons on self-defense, on how to hurt someone with her bare hands; she had no idea what to do. She could try to attack his balls, she supposed, but in this position, over his shoulder, she had no access. His hand was on her ass, and she felt him trying to dig a finger into her asshole again as he carried her, laughing, back to the car.

He put her down on the hood of the car, facing forward, on her ass, standing between her legs and one huge hand squeezing her breasts roughly as the other held her by the hair.

“No, stop it, don’t do this, no, no!” she said and tried to reach up and claw at his eyes with her fingers.

But he grabbed her wrists and twisted her around and pushed her down on the hood of the car, again mashing her breasts against the warm gritty metal, and twisted her arms  behind her until she cried out in pain, bent over the hood of the car.

He was bent over on top of her, breathing into her ear, and she felt his hard-on pressing against her from behind. His breath smelled like beer.

“Are you ready, you little whore? Hmmmm?” said the cop. “You’re mine now.”

“Let’s get this over with,” she said. “Just fuck me. You’re stronger than me so I can’t stop you. I’m your victim, not your fucking possession.”

There was a hesitation behind her.

“I like it when they cry and beg,” admitted the cop.

Jana sniffled. “I’m not begging for you. Not anymore. Take what you want. This isn’t what I want.”

“I like it … but it’s not absolutely necessary.” The cop pushed her face against the cold metal and she gasped as he entered her from behind. She gritted her teeth and tried to stifle her moans as the big cock thrust into her.

She concentrated on her breathing, as the pressure and pain built, and she concentrated on the cold dark empty road.

The cop fucked her slowly, at first, in an unpredictable rhythm, pulling almost all the way out and then savoring the pause before sliding it fully into her, enjoying her involuntary shudders of pleasure and stifled moans and whimpers.

Then suddenly he was fucking her hard, so hard that the car was shaking and squeaking on its shocks, and she could barely stifle her cries now as her body involuntarily began to burn all over and the humiliation and the terror and the heat all brought her to a shuddering orgasm as she bit into her forearm and the cop grunted and pulled out and ejaculated all over her ass.

She kept her head on the car, weeping silently in shame, listening to him buckle his pants up behind her.

“Let me tell you how this is going to go,” said the voice. A bag of white powder was tossed onto the hood in front of her. “Do you know what that is?”

“Drugs,” she said, anxiously, standing up, covering her breasts with one hand and her crotch with the other. The night was cool and through her burning humiliation she felt like she was freezing. Her whole body shuddered.

“Heroin. Enough to not only get you arrested, but to get your car and home seized under federal law, too. I found it in your car during a routine traffic stop, when I observed you weaving across the center line. You were slurring your speech and made a lewd suggestion for getting out of the traffic ticket, and I searched you and found this.”

“No,” said Jana. “I want to talk to a lawyer.”

Jana turned around and looked at him for the first time – tall, broad-shouldered, with a big nose and a big chin, and small cruel eyes.

The cop picked up her purse from the driver’s seat of the car and removed her telephone – and then hurled it into the woods.

“Oops,” he said. “You’re probably thinking that soldier boy there, Matt, is going to help you. He’s got his own problems. His club is being raided by the local branch of the DEA, and he’s also going to be arrested for drug possession.”

“No,” she whispered. “You can’t do this,” she said.

“And your mother? I’ll turn her over to Immigration and Customs Enforcement, and she’ll be deported. Your house and assets will be seized.”

“What do you want me to do?” she asked miserably.

“Just do what I tell you, and your mother won’t be involved in this. One phone call and she’ll be arrested by a SWAT team within twenty minutes, and they’ll take turns fucking her before they take her in, believe me.”

“No,” she whispered again. Could this all be true? Was it possible that things could be so bad? She felt herself starting to hyperventilate. She had to get away and warn Matt somehow. Would this man keep his word in not involving her mother?

“Come on,” said the cop, and pulled her by the arm in front of him. He put her in the back seat of his police car, which smelled strongly of pine-scented air freshener. There was a metal grill separating the front seat from the back seat, and the doors couldn’t be opened from the inside. She was still completely naked except for her high-heeled pumps, and the seat felt grimy underneath her bare butt; the man’s cum was drying on her ass and sticking her to the seat.

She watched, feeling dazed and numb, as he moved her car off the side of the road and parked it near the gas station; he retrieved her bra and panties and sundress from the roadside.

She sat quietly weeping as he got something from the trunk.

Then he opened the door of the police car and handed her some clothes. “Put this stuff on. We’re taking you to the police station. Your name is Crystal and I arrested you for prostitution. If you say anything contrary to that story, your mother is going to be arrested. Do you understand?”

She looked at the clothes; black fishnet stockings with holes in them. A cheap black short skirt. A tight black top that showed her midriff.

“They might be a little small on you, but I think they’ll fit. Do you understand, Crystal?” said the policeman. “Your mother is waiting on your answer.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jana, and began putting on the clothes. “No underwear?” she asked meekly.

“No underwear,” smiled the policeman. And then he handed her a small black purse that contained a makeup case.

Thirty minutes later, Jana was staggering into the police station, dressed in the black slutty clothes, her hair hidden under a black wig. Her face was covered with garish make-up and she stank of whiskey, and her hands were handcuffed behind her back. The cop was close behind her, propelling her forward.

The policeman had given her the choice of drinking several shots of whiskey, or snorting some of the heroin he had. She’d chosen the whiskey.

The male police officers in the station looked at her with a combination of lust and disdain; the female officers just looked at her with disgust. Her head was spinning and she was so confused and terrified she didn’t know what to do; she supposed she looked like a usual drugged-up street whore, though, so nobody would believe her even if she tried to tell somebody what had happened.

And then she was led past thick windows that showed a holding cell full of a dozen or so people; tough-looking gang members, ranting and red-faced drunks, and …

All four of Matt’s soldier friends. The men who she’d enacted the gang rape fantasy with. The men who had been following Principal Stevens and his son.

“No, no, no,” she said softly.

“Oh yes,” said the cop. “Don’t worry, Crystal. You’re not under arrest. You’re just being detained for questioning. Not like those guys, stalking Principal Stevens with illegal automatic weapons in their cars.”

She soon found herself sitting in a small interrogation room with a metal table and chairs bolted to the floor; the cop cuffed her to a ring bolt on the table. He gave her a small paper cup filled with water, and after she drank it, he poured her a large shot of whiskey from a pocket flask, and told her to drink it.

She did. It was like drinking fire. She’d never drunk whiskey before. It made her feel numb and far away.

“How are you feeling, Crystal?”

She didn’t answer for a moment. “Confused,” she finally said.

“Do you remember why you were arrested, Crystal?” asked the cop.

“Prostitution.”

“You were selling your ass on the street, weren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m a little whore,” she said, dully. She noticed there was a camera in the room, staring down at the two of them from the ceiling, and she looked at it, feeling the strange urge to wave.

“Don’t worry about that,” said the cop. “I’m the watch commander, nobody sees that video except me. Now, are you ready, Crystal?” he asked, unbuckling his pants.

“Yes,” she said, opening her mouth wide obediently to accept his cock.

His cock was thick and sour tasting, with a heavy musky odor, and he was hard as a piece of rock, and she gagged as it touched the back of her throat. Spit oozed all over the front of the black top she wore. He reached down and fondled her breasts, which were naked under the cheap halter top.

“Now, Crystal, you better swallow every drop. One little telltale cum stain on that cheap whore outfit of yours and your mom will go to prison. You see what I can do, don’t you?”

She nodded, his cock still filling her mouth and throat and made an affirmative sound around it.

He grabbed the back of her head and thrust hard until he began to pant and finally she was choking on his semen, her mouth full of cock and thick hot globs of cum. She was choking, coughing as he pulled out.

“I warned you,” he said, watching her. “You swallow every single bit of that, Crystal. If even one little drop falls …”

He watched her, amused, as she covered her mouth with her hands and coughed and finally managed to swallow all of it.

And somehow she wasn’t surprised when another police officer came in and watched, and then forced her to suck his cock, as well.

She was left alone for several hours; she put her head on her arms and tried to cry, but nothing would come. She felt completely empty, discarded and useless like an empty plastic bottle on the side of the road. Or a used condom.

She must have slept, because when the big cop came again and woke her and led her outside, it seemed to be close to dawn, the sky light grey. There was an orange line on the horizon.

He handed her a small bottle of mineral water.

“Thank you,” croaked Jana, her throat swollen and parched. Her head ached as well. She took the water and nearly drained the bottle in one drink.

“Where are we going?” Jana asked as the cop led her across the parking lot.

“Shhh,” said the cop, and put her in the back of his police cruiser again. She still felt very far away, like she was dreaming all of this. A vivid, unpleasant dream that she would, hopefully, soon awake from.

Nearly an hour later, they were driving down a gravel road. Thick forest pushed at the small road on both sides. The cop hadn’t spoke to her and she supposed she’d drifted off to sleep a few times.  The sun had risen, and it was a beautiful day; she heard birds singing.

The car emerged into a clearing and she saw a small white wooden house.

The cop parked the car near the house and got out and opened the door to the backseat of the cruiser. She stepped out of the car on shaky legs.

“Come on,” said the cop impatiently.

He led her through the front door into the small living room, which was sparsely and plainly furnished, and Principal Stevens was sitting on the brown couch, drinking a cup of coffee, smiling contentedly at her.

“Hello Jana,” he said. He looked like he hasn’t slept much last night, either, but he seemed very confident and at ease. He stood up and opened a door on the far wall to reveal some steps going down into the darkness.

“Where am I?” she asked quietly. “What’s this?”

Principal Stevens smiled. “Your new home,” he said.


CHAPTER 7: A TRIP TO THE BASEMENT

Jana hung by her arms from the ceiling of the dark basement, naked except for black fishnet stockings. Leather bands locked onto her wrists were attached to chains, which were in turn attached to a ring in the ceiling. She was standing on her tiptoes, struggling to stand and ease the terrible pain and difficulty breathing that hanging like that caused her. A black blindfold covered her eyes.

She had no idea how long she’d been hanging there. It felt like hours, at least. The corrupt policeman had brought her to this place after taking her to the police station the night before, after forcing sex from her in threat of prosecution for planted drugs.

Principal Stevens, who had been her master, who had been using her as a sex slave for the last two months, had been waiting for her in the neatly-furnished living room of the small white house in the country, and he had shown her the basement room.

“What’s this?” she had asked. “What is this place?”

“It’s your new home,” Principal Stevens had said.

“I can’t,” said Jana, still in shock and dazed from the night at the police station. “My mother will worry.”

The Principal picked up an Ipad and told her to sign into her email account.

She eagerly did so, thinking she might have the opportunity to send a request for help; but the two watched her carefully. The Principal dictated a message for her to write:

Mom –an emergency has come up, and I need to spend the weekend with a friend. I’ll call you tonight. Please don’t worry, I’m fine. I dropped my phone and it broke so don’t try to call.

And the two made sure the message was delivered to her mother.

“I.P. re-router program is running, don’t worry about it being traced,” said the Principal.

She didn’t know what that meant. She was just hoping her mother really wasn’t worrying too much.

The two hadn’t spoken to her further; they had just taken her downstairs into the basement room and chained her to the bolt in the ceiling. She hadn’t had much opportunity to look around before she’d been blindfolded, but she had seen that the walls were purple and the floor was white linoleum and there were several beds and benches and wooden racks with chains and manacles … she had seen a leather mask with a zipper for a mouth, lying on one of the chairs …

She’d been chained, blindfolded, and then quivered and whimpered as scissors were used to cut off the black top and black miniskirt that the police officer had forced her to wear.

Then they’d simply left.

She had been totally numb, unresisting, in shock, from the abuse she’d suffered the night before. All their plans to prosecute the Principal and his son for the violations of women they had committed had been blown away when this mysterious police officer appeared on the scene. All of Matt’s friends had been arrested and the man said that Matt had been arrested on fake drug charges as well, though she hadn’t seen him at the police station, like she’d seen the others.

So she still hoped he could find her. She believed in him.

But she was most worried about her mom. She’d agreed to dress as a whore and service the policeman to keep her mother safe, but she couldn’t possibly believe these men would keep their words.

But she’d had no other choice.

She felt empty, broken, totally alone, still too numb to be terrified. She thought of recent news stories of kidnapped women being held prisoner in basements and backyards for fifteen and twenty years. She’d thought at the time – these are only the ones who have been discovered. How many women are being held captive in basements that nobody knows about?

Soon her thoughts of others disappeared and she could think of nothing but her own thirst, the terrible pain in her arms and shoulders and chest that was making it difficult to breathe.

Then she heard a door open, and footsteps coming down the step. Her first feeling was relief that she was not alone anymore, and then terror at the thought of who it might be and what they might do to her.

She said, “Hello? Who is it?” meekly, her voice hoarse and raspy.

There was no answer, but she heard heavy breathing.  She thought it was … Principal Stevens? Her master. She’d been blindfolded before him several times in the past, and she felt relief that it was him and not the cop.

“Is that you, sir? Principal Stevens?” asked Jana.

“Yes, Jana,” answered Principal Stevens, in his rich, friendly voice. “It’s so nice to see you again. It’s about time for our usual Friday afternoon meeting, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know what time it is, sir.” She could barely speak her throat was so dry. “I’m, my arms hurt, sir, can you please take me down?”

“It’s so nice to see you helpless like this,” said Principal Stevens. “So nice to see you here, without all the worries about school and things to distract you. We were so limited in what we could do, in my office.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Could I please have some water, sir?”

She felt a warm familiar hand on her breasts and she flinched, letting out a small moan; and then she felt a water bottle being tipped against her lips and she eagerly lapped at the cool sweet water as it was poured into her mouth. She choked a little and some of it spilled on her bare chest, bringing her nipples and breasts to full attention and making goose bumps all over her.

“Thank you sir,” she said, as he moved behind her, now using both hands to cup her breasts. She felt the erection in his pants pushing against her ass as he moved against her. She let out another small whimpering noise.

“Are you scared, Jana?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“What are you scared of?”

“I don’t know why I’m here and I don’t know what’s going to happen and …” she bit her lips to stop herself babbling hysterically.

“You know why you’re here, don’t you. You were a bad girl.”

She made a small desperate sound and felt her throat clench.

“Well, no matter. Jana, this is our last session together.”

She paused. “Really, sir? What do … you mean?”

He laughed gently into her ear. “Patience, Jana.” She heard an unzipping sound and felt the rubbery erection being stroked against the bare cheeks of her ass as the other hand continued to feel her breasts. Her breathing quickened; the pain in her arms and shoulders dimmed in comparison to the  feeling of pleasure in her breasts, especially her very sensitive nipples. Jana was surprised by how aroused she suddenly found herself, her heart pounding and her pussy moistening.

“Oh, sir,” she whispered.

“That’s my girl,” said the principal, voice warm with affection. “You’ve missed your principal, haven’t you, Jana?”

She made a desperate whining sound in her throat as he suddenly entered her from behind, filling her, forcing a long low moan of pleasure from her.

“Was he very rough with you, Jana? Officer Schmidt, I mean? Last night? I see some scratches and bruises on your beautiful white skin.”

“I … well, sir…” she was thrusting her hips back against him, and he was holding her up a bit, and there was blessed relief in her sore arms. She murmured and moaned her pleasure again.

“It’s okay, Jana. Tell me.”

She gasped and panted as she spoke. “He twisted my arms and pulled my hair, and he …”

“He what?” asked the Principal into her ear.

“He fucked me hard … but he didn’t … hurt me too badly. The scratches are from when I tried to run into the woods, from the trees.”

“So you see, Jana, you’ll only get hurt when you try to run away. When you try to escape. See, all the trouble you caused, because you tried to defy me?”

“Yes,” she said, and she felt one of his hands go down, and a finger pushed between her labia and find her clitoris and begin to rub it briskly. She moaned again and he started to fuck her faster, pinching her nipple hard with his other hand and eliciting a hoarse cry.

“You’re my good Jana, now, aren’t you?”

“Yes sir!”

“Are you sorry for all this trouble?”

“Oh, god, sir, of course! I didn’t want any of this to happen! I just wanted to be a good girl!” She was starting to pant, her body filling with heat, the intense humiliation of submission igniting the awful fire inside of her.

“I want you to feel good, Jana, I want you to enjoy this when I fuck you. Do you like it?”

Continuing to rub her clit, the principal began thrusting harder and rhythmically. “I love it when you fuck me sir,” she admitted. She hated him, but she loved it when he fucked her. Admitting it pushed her over the edge, and she spasmed and shuddered as the powerful orgasm burned through her, and the Principal grunted and thrust harder, and then pulled out and she felt his hot semen spray across her ass; the same place the cop – Officer Schmidt? – had come the night before. She hadn’t had a chance to wash …

“Good girl,” said the Principal, and she had barely stopped shuddering from the orgasm when suddenly the chains were released and she cried out at fresh pain in her arms as Principal Stevens caught her as she fell and eased her onto a nearby bed, the cold chains rattling and clicking around her. She was still manacled; he’d just released the chain from the ceiling. She heard more rattling and felt the chain pull again; she assumed he’d attached the chain to something on the floor now.

At least she was on a bed and relatively comfortable now. It was blessed relief on her legs and shoulders, though her arms were burning as the blood flowed back into them.

Then he removed the blindfold, and she whimpered in even more pain as the light burned her eyes. She closed her eyes and covered her face with her hands, rattling the chain.

“All right, Jana. I’m going to leave you for a while. You’ll see there’s a bathtub here within reach of your chain, and soap and shampoo. Bathe yourself and you’ll get to eat today. Understand?”

“Yes sir,” she said. “Sir, I … is my mother okay?”

“For now,” said the Principal, and walked up the steps and closed and locked the door.

Jana bathed herself, though the chain made it more than a little awkward. The chain connecting the leather manacles locked onto her wrists was about two feet long; another chain attached to that chain was about ten feet long, and it was now padlocked to a bolt on the floor. This allowed her access to the bathtub and the bed, but not much else.

The basement room was about twenty-five feet by twenty-five feet, with linoleum floors. One end of the room held the double bed, which was next to a bathtub and a sink and a toilet; there was a metal mirror set in the wall. On the other end of the room were various wooden racks with straps and ropes and chains on them; she didn’t know what they were for, specifically, but they looked terrifying and dangerous. There was also another bed, a gynecological exam table, and a few folding chairs.

On the far end of the room, near the stairs, were locked metal cabinets. She knew that there was nothing pleasant inside those cabinets. Steel rings were set in the ceiling at intervals, as well as the walls and floor. Not surprisingly, there were several cameras staring at her from the ceiling with black lenses. The light was dim and indirect from recessed bulbs in the ceiling and she saw no switch anywhere near her.

She was pleased to find the bathtub had warm, if not particularly hot, water and the bath helped ease the pain in her shoulders and back from hanging from the ceiling, but the pleasure of the warm bath were fleeting. Her mind was still spinning with this new reality – everything she had known was gone, it seemed.

She lay back down on the bed, naked, the chains preventing her from falling fully asleep, and wrapped up in the blanket and waited.

Hours later – there was no clock anywhere in the basement, but she assumed it was hours – she was pulled from a light doze by the sound of the lock and the door opening and heavy footsteps on the stairs.

It was the cop, Officer Schmidt – in full uniform – followed by Principal Stevens.

And then a third person came into view. Courtney, the Principal’s 18-year-old stepdaughter. She was wearing her school uniform and looked pale and haggard and dazed, her dark hair pulled back in a pony-tail with stray strands hanging in her face.

Behind her was the Principal’s son, Joshua Stevens. The young man who she had raped with a strap-on dildo a week previously, with Courtney’s help, after they had stolen incriminating videos of Joshua drugging and raping various young women.

Office Schmidt stood before her, looking down thoughtfully. Finally he reached down and pulled the blanket off of her and threw it aside. Jana whimpered and pulled her legs up, feeling terribly exposed and vulnerable.

“Hello again, bitch,” said Joshua Stevens.

Jana just bit her lip and waited.

“You raped my son,” said Principal Stevens. “Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

“He was going to rape me,” said Jana in a small voice.

“So it was self-defense rape?” said Officer Schmidt, and he and Principal Stevens laughed. Joshua Stevens just glared at her.

Jana wrapped her arms around her knees and held them in front of her, her chains rattling.

Officer Schmidt spoke. “Do you remember the name that I gave you in the police station?”

Jana thought for a second. “Crystal,” she said.

“Your slave name will be Crystal. Do you understand? You are to answer to the name Crystal from now on, and only to Crystal. Forget about who you were before. Your life before is gone. Understand?”

Jana just looked at him.

“Forget about all that nonsense with the videos. We have all of them, don’t we Courtney?” the big cop glowered.

Courtney nodded. “Yes, sir,” she said quietly.

“You friends were all arrested, and they will all be prosecuted on drug, stalking, and illegal weapons charges. I really don’t know what you people were thinking,” said Principal Stevens.

Could Matt have left all the videos with Courtney? Jana wondered. Surely he didn’t trust her. Her heart still held some hope that Matt could sort all this out and find her.

Jana was almost afraid to ask about her mother, but felt she had to. “You promised you wouldn’t hurt my mother,” she said softly.

“Our arrangement stands,” said Officer Schmidt curtly.

“How long do you … “

“As long as we want,” said Officer Schmidt, and laughed again.

The Principal moved forward and unlocked the end of the chain from her wrist manacles. “Stand up, slave.”

Jana stood up, using her hands to cover her breasts and crotch, the chains that bound her wrists cold against her skin.

“Move to the spanking rack,” said Officer Schmidt. He indicated a padded bench with leather manacles attached to the lower legs. “We’ll start with a punishment for violating Principal Stevens’ son.”

Jana hesitated.

“Every time you hesitate will make your punishment worse, do you understand? Every time you disobey, or fight, or make unpleasant comments, or try to escape, your punishment will be worse, and you will also endanger your mother. Understand?”

“Yes,” said Jana dully.

“Do you remember what I said would happen to her?”

“She would be arrested and jailed.”

“And?”

“The arresting officers would take turns fucking her,” Jana said, her voice barely audible.

“That’s right. Or maybe she’ll join you down here. Would you like that?” asked Officer Schmidt.

“No,” said Jana. “Please, not that. I’ll do whatever you want.”

She lay face-down on the padded bench, which had a sort of s-shaped curve so that her ass was in the air. The Principal shackled her hands to the legs of the bench and his son strapped her legs into place. Another padded restraint was fastened around her waist that securely held her on the padded spanking bench.

God, she felt so helpless and humiliated like this, her ass and pussy sticking into the air. She started to cry quietly. But she knew she had to take the punishment to keep her mother safe. This was all her fault. Even now she began to feel aroused, and ashamed at her arousal. She was a bad girl, that’s why all this had started.

“Let’s see … I think Courtney should do the spanking, for her involvement in this,”
said Principal Stevens.

“They made me do it,” said Courtney, looking at her feet. “I didn’t want to.”

“No, let me do it!” said Joshua.

Principal Stevens glared at his son. “You’ll have your chance.” He opened one of the locked cabinets and took out a long flat paddle, made of hard rubber. He held it in front of Jana’s face.

“Now, Jana, Courtney is going to beat your ass with this. You understand why you deserve it, right?” asked the Principal.

“I was a bad girl,” said Jana, choking back her sobs.

“How were you a bad girl?”

“I ... defied you,” she choked.

“Yes, but how?”

“I tried to … make videos to use against your family.”

“That’s right. My wife and my son. That’s pretty dirty of you, right Jana? Don’t you think I should, by rights, retaliate against your mother in this case?”

“No, sir, please,” Jana whined. “I’m here to be a good slave so you won’t hurt her. I was just trying to protect her, that’s the only reason I …”

“Shhhh,” said Principal Stevens, stroking her long blonde hair. “Shhhh, Jana. It’s all over now, isn’t it?”

“Yes sir.”

“You belong here, right, to serve us?”

“Yes sir,” she said.

“That’s what I meant when I said it was our last session. You’re no longer mine,” he said quietly. “You are ours. You are here to serve all of us, and you must obey us all equally.”

Jana made small whimpering noise.

“Are you ready to be spanked, Crystal?” asked the Principal.

“Yes sir,” she repeated, and the tears were flowing more freely.

“Courtney,” said the Principal, and handed the paddle to his stepdaughter. She looked very confused and hesitant, very unlike herself. She usually prowled around like a panther. Now she looked like she’d just woken from a long sleep. “You helped Jana in all of this, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Stepdad,” she said, still looking down at her feet.

“Why did you do that, Courtney? You hurt our family.”

“I … I was jealous of your relationship with her, Stepdad.”

“You wanted me to fuck you, hmm?” said the Principal, moving to stand behind his stepdaughter and speak in her ear.

She nodded her head, still looking down.

“You want to make Stepdad happy, hmmm? That’s why you were always walking the house in your little bra and panties.”

Courtney nodded again, shuffling from foot to foot, holding the paddle awkwardly in front of her.

“Are you going to spank her now, Courtney? Do you want to beat her ass hard?” asked the Principal.

“I do,” hissed Courtney more energetically. “That bitch has caused so much trouble.”

“You may spank her now, Courtney. Go ahead.”

Courtney moved out of sight behind her, and then Jana felt searing pain across the cheeks of her ass. She cried out.

“Go ahead,” said Officer Schmidt. “Spank her until we tell you to stop.” He was smiling for the first time since Jana had seen him yesterday, standing with his hands in his pockets.

Courtney spanked Jana with the paddle again, even harder this time. Jana bit her lips to keep from screaming and instead just hissed through her teeth.

“Very good,” said Principal Stevens, and Courtney began slapping Jana’s ass harder and harder with the paddle, grunting with anger and effort. Tears rolled down Jana’s face as she struggled to keep from screaming. She strained against the straps but the leather bands holding her wrists and ankles were not going to budge.

The Principal moved in front of Jana and lifted her head by the hair.

“Open wide, my good little slave,” said Principal Stevens. “She’ll stop spanking you when you make me cum, so make your lips nice and tight. Remember the first time I fucked your mouth, honey? Just like that.”

Jana obeyed. It took about five minutes. Courtney had worked herself up into a fever pitch of anger as she spanked Jana, but was growing tired from the exertion, so the spanking was trailing off a bit by that time anyway. The Principal exploded into her mouth and he grunted and pulled out, and he told Courtney to stop.

Jana’s ass felt like it was aflame. Tears rolled down Jana’s face and semen trickled off her chin. Her back was already beginning to ache from the position she was forced into.

“Did I do good, Stepdad?” asked Courtney, looking at him with eyes blazing with excitement.

“Mmm, not so bad, honey. Not so bad,” said Principal Stevens. He considered her thoughtfully. “Joshua, rip your stepsister’s clothes off, please.”

Joshua Stevens looked at his father for a moment, and Courtney raised her arms and opened her mouth as if to protest; Joshua Stevens lunged forward, pushed her arms away and ripped her white blouse open, buttons flying across the room. Her white lace bra was visible.

“Joshua, stop it!” cried Courtney, trying to push him away.

“Don’t resist!” yelled Principal Stevens.

“But …” said Courtney, lowering her arms as her brother ripped the blouse off her back. Courtney’s face was bright red and her cleavage above the bra was also flushed.  Her breasts were smaller than Jana’s, but round and athletic. Joshua grabbed the zipper at the back of Courtney’s plaid skirt and unzipped it and pulled the skirt down until it was lying in a puddle at Courtney’s feet.

Courtney’s white lace panties matched her bra. Jana knew that white lace was the Principal’s favorite, and wondered if he’d told Courtney to wear that.

“Her underwear, also?” asked Joshua Stevens, eagerly.

“Hmmm, what do you think, Schmidt?” Principal Stevens asked the cop.

“Naked,” said Schmidt. “Naked, completely bare.”

Joshua reached behind her and unhooked the bra and pulled it off; Courtney resisted only insofar as she whimpered. Joshua then pushed her panties down until they too were lying on the cold white linoleum tile floor. Courtney began to cry, trying to cover her breasts and crotch with her hands.

“Rape your stepsister, Joshua,” said Principal Stevens.

Courtney screamed, “No!” as Joshua Stevens pushed his sister down on the bed and pinned her wrists on the bed, and began trying to force his way between her legs; she screamed and kicked at him.

“What’s the matter, son, can’t handle a weak little girl, unless she’s drugged up?” asked Principal Stevens.

“I can handle her,” grunted Joshua as he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled his cock out, pushing his forearm across his stepsister’s throat to cut off her breathing and curtail her struggles.

“You get this done, all by yourself, no ropes, no drugs, or you’re going to get the next ass-whipping,” said Officer Schmidt.

“I’ll do it,” said Joshua, now forcing his cock into his stepsister, eliciting a cry of pain as she pleaded and begged for him to stop.

Jana watched dully. Courtney was an evil bitch, but she didn’t wish this on her.

Officer Schmidt and Principal Stevens watched the rape, clearly aroused, and Officer Schmidt finally removed his belt and moved behind Jana; she braced herself but couldn’t help crying out in pain when he began fucking her hard from behind.

She smelled the beery breath of the office as he leaned down and spoke into her ear. “By the way, your buddy Matt, the soldier boy … he was shot dead during the arrest.”

Matt. No!

Jana screamed and began crying and her frantic struggles brought the cop to a swift orgasm, and he didn’t withdraw as he ejaculated.

After they were finished, the men left the basement, warning the two girls not to talk until they returned.

Courtney was still lying naked and bruised on the bed, breathing shallowly, staring at the ceiling and not moving; Jana was still strapped to the table. Jana wanted to ask if it was true, if Matt could really be dead, but she didn’t want another beating. Her ass was still burning from the spanking. She also figured that Courtney either might not know the truth or would deliberately lie.

Then the lights went out, and Jana tried to calm her mind and body enough to sleep. She heard Courtney sobbing in the darkness. Jana lay in the darkness, too empty to cry.

Some indefinite time later, the lights went on and the men returned.

Principal Stevens unstrapped her from the table, and allowed her to stand up.

“Are you hungry, Jana?” he asked.

She hadn’t eaten for more than 36 hours. “Yes, sir,” she admitted.

“Thirsty?”

“Yes, sir.”

He grabbed a chair and placed it in front of one of the tables, and handed Jana a pen and paper.

“You are going to write a letter to your mother, informing her that you were involved in some drug dealing in the club run by your soldier friend. You are afraid that the police might want to question you and you are going to leave town for a few weeks. Inform her not to call the police and that you are fine and staying with friends in a different city. Apologize for all the trouble and hardship you have caused and say you will contact her again soon.”

Jana looked at him. Her mother would be heartbroken at the idea of her good daughter involved with drugs. But what other choice was there? Jana couldn’t stand the thought of something happening to her mother.

Jana wrote the letter, and the Principal and Officer Schmidt read through it carefully, without touching it, and then instructed her to sign it and put it in the envelope, and then put it in a plastic zip-lock bag which he put in his pocket.

“Just don’t hurt my mother,” said Jana in a soft voice.

Officer Schmidt carried the letter upstairs and brought back two bowls, one filled with pieces of grilled chicken and the other filled with milk.

“And just so you understand – any attempt to, for example, harm yourself, will lead to your mother replacing you here. Understand?” said Schmidt.

“Yes,” said Jana dully, eyes downcast.

He put the bowls on the floor. “All right, kitty kitty. Time for dinner. Come over here on all fours, and you can have your dinner.”

Jana looked around at the three men, who were all looking at her with cruel lust in their eyes. She thought about how hungry she was, and she thought about her mother, and then she got down on her hands and knees and crawled over to the bowls and ate.

“Good slave,” said Officer Schmidt. “Good Crystal.”

Jana ate hungrily. She would be a good slave. But she would keep her eyes open and take any opportunity to escape. Before the lust to be humiliated consumed her.

After she ate, she was put on the bed while the men all took turns with her, this time using her asshole brutally. Courtney, still lying nearly catatonic on the bed next to her, was instructed simply to watch.

Joshua Stevens was last in line, and she was a bit surprised when he was unable to get an erection.

The Principal and Schmidt laughed at him when the situation became obvious.

“Perhaps the boy needs something up his ass to get aroused,” said Schmidt.

“Next time you better get it up, Josh,” said the Principal. “Or that video of you getting fucked up the ass by our slave here might find its way onto the Internet after all.”

Joshua angrily assured the men that it was just because he was tired.

When he failed to get it up the next day, the two men forced him to dress in his sister’s bra and panties and watch while they used Jana and Courtney. Then he was strapped to the table and Jana and Courtney were ordered to beat him with paddles. Jana couldn’t find any enjoyment in it, but she did as she was told. Joshua cried more hysterically and pathetically than Courtney or Jana ever had, finally getting an erection and spontaneously ejaculating as they beat him.

That was the last she saw of Joshua Stevens.

The week passed in a blur of sex acts and torture. She was left alone for hours at a time, but frequently one or both of the men were using her. They did not generally spend time with her in between sex acts, except to occasionally bring her food, bind her or chain her in a different position, and the occasional administering of a birth-control pill.

The Principal was usually satisfied with complete sexual domination over her, and spanking, but Officer Schmidt delighted in causing her pain. He enjoyed using a small handheld Taser electrical stun gun on her; it was a jolt, a painful shock like a severe wasp sting, and he enjoyed strapping her down on one of the tables and touching her all over with the small handheld electrical device and then jacking off on her tits or face.

The Principal disapproved of the red welts on her body and applied salve to them and supervised Jana while she bathed and applied makeup. On two occasions he came down and exercised with her, supervising an aerobic and bodyweight workout.

“We want you to remain healthy and attractive,” said the Principal when she asked why.

Courtney did not sleep in the basement, but she was frequently brought there with the men. They forced the two of them to perform sex acts together, and they forced them to punish each other, usually by spankings. Whichever girl that made the other girl cry first would be rewarded in some way – Courtney by being allowed to leave the dungeon, and Jana by being given an extra bottle of water and allowed to sleep.

Officer Schmidt liked to dress in leather bondage great, including the leather face mask with the zipper over the mouth. There were a variety of outfits and costumes brought to Jana to wear; lingerie of various sorts, leather bustiers, a school uniform, a cheerleader uniform. The Principal liked these costumes; on one occasion she was forced to sit in the corner for hours while wearing a dunce cap and her school uniform, clothespins pinching cruelly into her nipples. Officer Schmidt generally preferred her naked, and generally preferred her bound up in uncomfortable positions.

Jana lost all sense of time. She felt as if she was never allowed to sleep more than a few hours, and the lights in the basement would come on and off seemingly at random, and sometimes the men would come when the lights came on, sometimes they would not. She knew she was being observed, and though she doubted she was being observed continuously, she didn’t want to chance being punished for trying to escape so she didn’t closely examine the room or the locks or ropes that held her. She had noticed one thing; the door to the basement had a keypad lock on the inside, which needed a combination of numbers to be opened, and it closed automatically.

Time passed and Jana felt herself disappearing. She wrote another letter to her mother, begging for forgiveness and telling her not to worry. She began to sign her name – and almost wrote Crystal.

The lights came on and she woke up quickly, as she’d learned to. She pulled the blanket protectively around herself, wondering dully what new unpleasantness awaited her now. She moved her leg and the chain connected to the leather ankle-cuff rattled. It was the most pleasant rest she’d had in some time, with only her leg chained.

Officer Schmidt and Principal Stevens both looked fresh and clean-shaven; she assumed it was morning because of this.  With nothing to indicate time, she just had to estimate. Principal Stevens was carrying a rectangular white box and a laptop computer.

They greeted her.

“So, Crystal. Do you know how long you’ve been here now?” asked Officer Schmidt.

She shook her head.

“One week. This is the one week anniversary of your slavery.”

Jana just nodded. She’d learned not to ask questions and only answer when spoken to.

“Do you enjoy your new life, Crystal?” asked Principal Stevens.

“Yes, sir,” she lied.

She was taken from bed, as Officer Schmidt unchained the leather band on her ankle.

Principal Stevens put the box on the bed and opened it; inside was a short but frilly white wedding dress, with a white garter belt and white hose, and a white bra and panties.

“Wear it,” said Officer Schmidt.

“It’s pretty, isn’t it?” asked the Principal, smiling at her. “Every girl’s dream, hmmm?”

She didn’t bother to answer as she began to dress.

Soon Jana was strapped down to the gynecology table, her legs spread and fastened into the leather stirrups, her hands bound together over her head. The shoulder straps and front of the dress, as well as the straps and cups of the white lace push-up bra had been pulled down, and her breasts were free, cupped and pointed upward, the nipples stiff . The skirt of the wedding dress was bunched around her waist, and her panties, garter belt and white stockings were exposed.

Principal Stevens arranged her just so, and then made some photos. “You’re such a gorgeous slave, Crystal,” said Principal Stevens, and bent down and kissed her nipple.

Schmidt looked at her, his dark eyes full of hunger and fury. “So today is your enslavement ceremony. But we worry, Crystal. We worry that you are becoming a bit complacent. You realize our power over you, but you don’t completely respect it.”

“I do,” said Jana, meekly.

“You have done all that we asked you, and in general you have been a good slave. But we feel like that is because you want to protect parts of your old life. You think of your old life too often, not your new life.”

“I … well, you understand it’s difficult to forget,” said Jana.

Officer Schmidt nodded and Principal Stevens opened the laptop computer, and played a video.

Jana’s heart began to hammer as she recognized the yard of her house, filmed at night, the time stamp on the video reading 1:35am. The camera switched to a greenish night-vision hue as it moved closer to the house.

“No,” whimpered Jana, “no, no, no.”

“Shhh,” said Principal Stevens. “Just watch.”

On the video, the camera glided through the hallway of the house, filmed in the greenish night vision, and approached her mother’s bedroom.

Jana began to scream, unable to control herself, her eyes rolling in her head.

“WATCH!” bellowed Officer Schmidt, grabbing her by the hair. The camera was panning over her sleeping mother, her hair, long and blond like Jana’s, covering her face and a pillow clutched under one arm. Her mother was sleeping in a long white t-shirt.

Then the camera panned to her dresser drawer, and a hand quietly opened the top drawer and gently pawed through her panties and underwear.

Jana screamed and clutched her eyes shut, until her face was smacked repeatedly, flashbulbs popping in her head.

She opened her eyes and Officer Schmidt was in front of her face, leaning down. “Your mother is safe. Unharmed. Unused. Because we allow her to be safe. We are good masters.” He pulled a pair of panties – her mother’s panties – out of his pocket and placed them over Jana’s head, covering her face and eyes.

She felt her own panties she being pulled to the side and Jana began screaming as the big man forced his way into her, his huge hard cock pushing into her, and she felt the burning pain grow and grow as he thrust harder and harder and Jana cried and pleaded.

Then it was the Principal’s turn; the Principal was usually more gentle and skillful than Officer Schmidt, but today he was fast and violent, bending down to bite her nipples as he fucked her, pushing his face against her mother’s panties that covered Jana’s face, and she was crying and gibbering hysterically as she had an orgasm, and finally the Principal ejaculated.

The Principal pulled the panties off Jana’s face. “Jana, do you vow to serve your masters totally?”

“Yes! Yes!” she screamed.

“Do you vow to live only for your masters, and to never betray them, and give them your obedience, love, and servitude?”

“Yes! God, yes!”

“Are you happy in your submission and your humiliation? Happy in your slavery?”

“Yes!”

Officer Schmidt spoke now. “Do you happily receive the discipline you require?”

“Yes!”

“Do you trust your masters to treat you as you deserve to be treated and to protect you and keep you safe here?”

“Yes!”

“Then know that you are now and forever our slave, and we are your masters. Say thank you to your masters for our love and mercy and discipline and allowing you and your former mother to live safely.”

“Thank you masters for you love and mercy and discipline,” sniffled Jana.

Officer Schmidt moved forward. “We have a token of your enslavement here. This gold ring, which you will wear in your labia minora for us.” He removed a large needle from a sterile paper package.

Jana managed not to scream as he pierced her and inserted and fastened the gold ring.

Jana stifled her tears. It hurt, but not nearly as much as the Taser shock device.

After he was finished, Officer Schmidt bent down and kissed her on the lips of her vagina, and then smiled and moved to the rear cabinets, and came back with a very large dildo and a tube of petroleum jelly. “And you will take this in your ass, all of tonight, to make your ass more accessible.”

Officer Schmidt unfastened the leather bands that held Jana’s wrists and feet, and encouraged her to stand. The ring in her pussy lip stung a bit.

“Kiss your masters,” said Principal Stevens.

Jana obediently kissed each of the men on the lips.

Officer Schmidt smeared the large dildo – it was more than a foot long, and thick - with petroleum jelly, and handed it to Jana. “Now take this, and put it as far into your asshole as it will go. Be a good slave.”

“Do my masters want me to be on all fours while I do that?” Jana asked.

They looked at each other. “That would be fine,” said Principal Stevens. “On all fours, like a little bitch dog.”

There was a chirping noise as a telephone went off; Officer Schmidt took his phone out and looked at it, then looked at Principal Stevens and nodded.

“Problem?” asked Principal Stevens.

“Hmm. Pizza delivery guy just went up the access road. Wait here.” He bounded up the steps and went through the door, letting it close solidly behind him.

Jana took a deep breath and closed her eyes, and thought of her mother.

She looked up at Principal Stevens through a few stray strands of her hair. “Sir, can I suck your cock?” she said softly, looking him in the eyes.

“We should wait for Officer Schmidt to return,” said Principal Stevens.

“But I miss my Principal sir. Let me suck it while I stick this in my ass.”

Principal Stevens smiled and patted her on the head. “That’s a good slave.” He pulled his pants down and offered his cock to Jana.

Jana immediately bit into his cock and slammed her hand into his balls.

She did not bite deeply into the cock; she knew she didn’t need to. The Principal shrieked in surprise and doubled over. Jana stood up and swung the heavy dildo as hard as she could into the side of his head.

It made a very solid WHAP sound. While made of flexible rubber, the thing was large and weighed several pounds. The flex of it just added to the impact against the side of his head.

The Principal’s feet went out from under him and he fell sideways, and there was another solid “whack” of his head against the linoleum. A low rattling moan escaped the Principal, who was lying face up; he stirred as if trying to raise his head.

Jana used the heavy dildo to hit him again, and this time his nose exploded in a gout of blood, and his head slammed back into the linoleum again, and he made another rattling noise but lay still.

Jana now noticed that a puddle of blood was forming behind the Principal’s head.

She darted to the chain that had been used to chain her ankle to the floor; the leather band and its clasp was still open, and Schmidt had the key.

Jana clamped it on the Principal’s ankle.

Schmidt’s stun gun was lying in the open cabinet where he’d taken the dildo; Jana ran to it and grabbed it, pressing the trigger as she’d seen Schmidt do, pleased when a blue arc of electricity ran between the terminals.

She considered zapping the Principal once for good measure, but she didn’t want to run down the battery. And he still hadn’t stirred.

She walked carefully up the steps – adjusting the wedding dress to cover her breasts again – she regretted that she was barefoot, but the only shoes down here were elaborate high heels and those wouldn’t be useful.

She waited, braced against the wall in front of the door, struggling to control her breathing; when Schmidt opened it, she would smash into it as hard as she could and try to get past him, striking out the Taser. Schmidt outweighed her by perhaps more than one hundred and fifty pounds, but perhaps with surprise she could get past him.

It would be better than waiting here for these two psychos to finally kidnap her mother.

She heard the beeping of the lock, and as the door opened, she slammed into it and it flew open and she saw a tall figure in dark green and grey clothing – she struck out with the Taser but the figure danced backwards – and her mind registered that it wasn’t Schmidt, and the figure jumped backwards again and she ran past the figure.

A voice said, “JANA! It’s Matt! Stop! It’s Matt!”

It was Matt. Alive. Or …? No.

Jana turned and saw light and the hallway in front of her, another open door, and she ran at the light, still dressed in the wedding dress, her head spinning. Black spots floated in front of her eyes.

Outside it was cool and raining; Jana’s body and lungs and brain soared at the oxygen, the fresh air, the smell of the trees and the earth, after a week in the basement. Her eyes hurt and she couldn’t stop squeezing them shut, but now the tears were coming again.

Schmidt was lying in the mud. Face down, just outside the door. His wrists were bound behind him with plastic ties.

Jana spun in a circle, her breath coming ragged. She was hyperventilating.

“Jana?” said Matt. “It’s me. I … I’m sorry it took so long to find you. Are you okay?”

She turned and looked at him. He was clad in camouflage clothing and had some kind of dark makeup rubbed on his face, though the rain was streaking it and making it run away; his hair was full of mud and leaves.

“They said you were dead. Shot during an arrest,” Jana managed to gasp.

“No,” he said. “They came to arrest me. I got away. I’ve been running for the past week. Trying to find you.”

Jana struggled to breathe. “How … did you find me?”

“I was waiting outside your mother’s house all night, every night. I thought they’d come there, and they did. They didn’t hurt your mother, I made sure of that. They stole something, I didn’t stop them because I knew I could follow them back here.”

“Yes,” said Jana. “They stole her panties.”

“Are you okay, Jana?” Matt was moving closer, slowly, his hands raised with the palms showing.

She looked at him. She looked at the stun gun in her hand and dropped it into the mud.

“I mean, are you … should we take you to the hospital now?” he asked.

“I don’t … think so. I’m okay. They hurt me, but I’m … okay. A little … confused.”

“That’s okay. That’s okay.”

He moved closer to her and held out his hand; she took it and moved close to him and he put his arm around her and she collapsed against him and began to cry, and he began to cry too, both of them sobbing in the rain and holding on tight to the other.

After a while they went inside.

Courtney was standing in the kitchen; Jana hadn’t noticed her before. She seemed nearly catatonic, staring into space, but she said, “Hi Jana.”

Schmidt had regained consciousness; he made some half-hearted threats and protests and Matt quickly picked up the stun gun and zapped him until her stopped moving, and then dragged Schmidt into the house by his feet, opened the basement door and tumbled him down the steps. Then he closed the heavy door with a resounding thud and moved the bookshelf back into place.

“Fall down go boom,” said Courtney, and laughed hollowly.

“How did you … get him?” asked Jana.

“I hired a pizza delivery guy to come up here. I knew they had an alarm on the road there. Schmidt came out and told the pizza guy that he had the wrong address, and after the pizza guy left, I came out of the trees and choked him out from behind.”

“Choked him out?” asked Jana.

“Put my arm around his neck and cut off the blood flow to his brain until he lost consciousness. I’ll show you how to do it sometime later,” he said.  “Then I went inside and saw Courtney. She told me how to open the door.”

Courtney smiled wanly and recited the numeric combination that opened the keypad lock.

“What happened to … Joshua?” asked Jana.

“He’s in the hospital. He overdosed on drugs,” said Courtney in her ghostly vacant voice.

“Hmmm,” said Jana. She somehow wasn’t surprised.

“The videos are all on the computer here,” said Courtney. “Upstairs. They like to watch them.”

“Jana,” said Matt flatly. “Do you want me to kill them? Or do you want to kill them?” He put his hand on the butt of the gun holstered on his belt.

“No,” said Jana. “No, Matt. I want them locked up. Just like I was locked up. We can … tell the police? Or are they …?”

Matt sighed. “It was Schmidt and two other officers who laid the frame on me and my friends. In the club I have a surveillance video of the bust and it shows one of the cops planting the drugs. That’s with my lawyer now, they’re already in negotiations with the city prosecutor; they’re trying to sort out which cops are involved and which aren’t. There’s still a warrant out for my arrest , but I had to run, I had to find you.”

“I’ve watched some documentaries about prison. That’s where I want them. In there with other animals.”

“Yeah. They won’t have a good time in there.” Tears were running down his face as he continued. “I couldn’t find Stevens, he was out here all week, and I checked property records but this place, it’s not in either of their names, I didn’t even know who Schmidt was until last night, and … I really fucked that up. Jana, I’m so, so sorry that I let them do this to you …”

Jana put her arm around him. “You didn’t, Matt. They did it.”

Matt commanded Courtney to make some coffee and some sandwiches; they removed the wedding dress and the gold enslavement ring, and Jana cleaned up as best she could and dressed in some of Courtney’s clothes.

After they ate, they talked about what to do.

Matt shook his head. “There will be trials, the media will be all over it. Your life and your name will be dragged out in front of the public, all this awful shit. Do you want that?”

“I told you Matt, yeah, I do. No more secrets. No more shame. It’s how psychos like that thrive. In darkness. In secret. No more. I want everybody to know.”

“It’ll cost a fortune. Good thing I have a fortune. But ... you’ll be famous, and there’s probably money to be made. Books. Interviews.”

“My own reality show?” she smiled. “Wonderful. Mostly though I just want to talk to my mother. There are … a lot of things we need to talk about.”

“Do you want me to call my lawyer now?” asked Matt. “I have to turn myself in, you have to make a statement, there will be … an examination that won’t be pleasant.”

“Nothing could be less pleasant than the last week.” She smiled cruelly. “Maybe we could … leave them down there overnight. Call the lawyer in the morning. Let them think they’ll be down there a long time. Let them get scared.”

Matt smiled back and touched her cheek. “We do need some rest,” said Matt.

Jana looked at the telephone for a long time, holding Matt’s hand, and finally picked it up and called her mother.


EPILOGUE: A TRIP TO PRAGUE

Two years later

Jana walked confidently and catlike through the beautiful historic streets of central Prague in the Czech Republic.

Two months past her 20th birthday, Jana was no longer a shy and hesitant schoolgirl. Her shoulders were thrown back and her green eyes cut ahead of her like lasers. She wore jeans, high-heeled boots, and a tight t-shirt under an expensive leather jacket. Her blonde hair was drawn back in a ponytail.

She wore black underwear. Since the day she had escaped, she had not worn white underwear.

As she walked down the cobblestoned streets towards her destination, she thought of the end of her slavery, two years previously.

When Matt had finally called the police, the next day, paramedics had removed Principal Stevens and Officer Schmidt from the basement very much the worse for wear. Principal Stevens had a concussion, a split scalp, and a ruptured testicle. Officer Schmidt had a broken leg and a broken hip after Matt had tossed him down the stairs. Both men were nearly hysterical with fear by the time the police had arrived to take them, both quite sure that Jana and Matt intended to leave them to starve to death.

The trial and subsequent civil suit had been one of the biggest news stories of the year. Principal Stevens and Officer Schmidt had been indicted for kidnapping, rape and sexual assault, unlawful imprisonment, and a whole host of other charges. Joshua Stevens had been indicted for rape, and Principal Stevens’ wife had been indicted on sexual assault and inappropriate contact charges. Joshua Stevens had overdosed on painkillers during Jana’s week of captivity; his mother attempted to hang herself in her cell but was stopped by a guard and put in a mental unit.

Matt spent a lot of money hiring the best lawyers and detectives, and when the arrest began to be publicized, other victims of the Stevens family and Schmidt came forward. With the videos the men had made, and Jana’s clear and detailed testimony, as well as the testimony and additional evidence provided by Courtney and other victims, their fate was sealed.

Principal Stevens, Joshua Stevens and Officer Schmidt received sentences of seventy-five years to life in different maximum security penitentiaries. Adriana Stevens, the principal’s wife, was given a fifteen-year sentence. Courtney received a suspended sentence in exchange for her testimony against the other members of her family. Various officers who had assisted Schmidt were charged and found guilty of an array of crimes.

An enormous civil suit was filed against the Stevens family, Schmidt, and the Health Spa owned by Principal Stevens’ wife, as well as the corrupt police department in which Schmidt operated.

Jana was fearless in the face of the media scrutiny. She gave impassioned and intelligent interviews, and entered into therapy with her mother, so that the two of them could learn to deal with the experience together, as well as finally discuss the public spankings and other abuse administered by her father. She graduated from high school and began studying psychology in university.

Jana consented to Matt continuing his master / slave relationship with Courtney Stevens. In fact it seemed the kindest thing to do with her. She was so mentally and physically distraught by the trial and the stress of her family being jailed that it seemed unlikely she would survive without them. She lost fifteen pounds, which she could hardly spare, and refused to speak for days at a time. She began abusing painkillers and alcohol, until Matt forbade it and forced her into a 12-step program.

Jana and Matt both, of course, pitied her history of abuse, but could never quite forgive her for her participation in the drugging of the girls Joshua Stevens had raped. Matt moved her into his beach house and put her to work after she graduated high school, doing clerical tasks for Matt’s nightclub, app design, and security businesses, and she also began to take psychology classes and see a therapist.

In the evenings, Matt and his friends enacted their dominant fantasies on her, all of which she had consented to in contract form, and all of which provided her with seemingly the only pleasure she felt in life. She gained most of the weight back but was still reluctant to speak and had a vacant and ghostly air about her, with omnipresent black circles under her eyes. She served Matt loyally.

Jana remained chaste during this period, wanting to consider how she felt about all of it.

Meanwhile, she and Matt became inseparable friends, working closely together during the trial and the time leading up to it. They practiced yoga together and Matt taught Jana how to shoot a pistol and about hand-to-hand combatives and self-defense. Jana became skilled at martial arts very quickly. She took kick-boxing and jiu-jitsu lessons with him three times a week, and by the end of the second year she was sufficiently skilled that she probably could have competed professionally, had she so desired.

Their relationship was deeply affectionate, but non-sexual, until the trial had finished, a bit more than a year after they left the country house and the basement dungeon behind.

The night that the men were sentenced, they celebrated. Matt rented a room at the most expensive hotel in the city and they had a nice dinner together. Matt had suggested that they go to a nightclub or have a lavish party; Jana thought it didn’t seem appropriate and suggested they just spend some time alone together.

“Let’s watch some funny movies on TV, drink a little champagne …”

“Just like normal people?”

“Yeah!”

But in the hotel room they both knew that it was time. It happened extremely quickly the first time; they were barely through the door before they were kissing passionately and pulling each other’s clothes off, and they staggered into the bed and he entered her, their bodies and hearts and souls finally coming together, and they made love passionately but never violently, until the dawn came.

“Just like normal people,” she whispered into his ear as she held him and they drifted off to sleep.

In the morning he was awakened by something wrapping around his wrist; he rubbed the sleep from his eyes with his free hand, and saw that Jana was using her stocking to tie his wrist to the headboard, her mussed hair golden in the morning light.

“Just like normal people?” he said to her, smiling, offering his other wrist to be tied.

“Well, more or less normal,” she said, tying his other wrist and then reaching down to stroke his morning erection.

After the trial was concluded, a major publishing house paid Jana a great deal of money to write a book detailing her experiences, and it became an international best seller. With the money pending from the civil suits, she was suddenly independently wealthy.

She bought her mother the small house they lived in; she used some of the profits to set up a counseling center and informational website for victims of sex trafficking and sexual abuse, and began writing another book with collected case studies, advice, and educational resources for women attempting to deal with such situations.

Jana eventually welcomed Courtney into bed with her and Matt, which made the now humble and beaten Courtney weep with gratitude.

They all lived together in Matt’s beach house, working on their various projects and enacting all manner of BDSM sexual scenarios, and took lengthy holidays together – Europe, Central America, Southeast Asia.

Now they were in Prague.

Jana looked at her watch; she was a bit early but she supposed it didn’t matter. She turned off the main thoroughfare and walked down some dark streets. A group of surly-looking men in tracksuits passed by, and their heads turned to admire her beauty, but something in her bearing cut off any remarks or actions the men might have made, and they went on their way.

Jana paid them little mind. She found the address she was looking for, and rang the proper doorbell; a buzzer sounded and she opened the front entrance door to a dilapidated apartment building. The entrance foyer reeked of urine and there was graffiti scrawled across the walls.

She took the canister of pepper-spray from her pocket and held it in her hand as she walked cautiously up the two flights of stairs to the correct apartment.

She knocked on the door and Matt opened it without a greeting. He was dressed in a dark hooded sweatshirt and carrying a collapsible metal baton; he looked suitably sinister.

The apartment was small and badly-appointed, and the living room and bedroom were basically one and the same, though a small curtain could be pulled across the room to hide the bed. The furniture looked to be relics of the Soviet era.

Now the curtain was pulled back, and a naked man was tied face down on the bed, Courtney sitting smiling with red lips next to him on the bed, clad only in red bra and panties.

The man was slim but still fit, tattoos smeared around his arms and back; a touch of grey around his close-cropped hair was the only indication of his age, which was nearly 40. The man was gagged with a black sock, and was screaming muffled screams into it, tears streaming down his face.

Jana regarded the scene, bemused, and then bent and kissed Courtney on the cheek.

“Hello Courtney. Having a good evening?”

“Oh, the best, Jana! This guy, really charming! It took him a whole thirty minutes after I started talking to him to invite me back here for a drink.”

Jana looked around. “And a lovely place it is. Almost as dark and depressing as the dump we lived in back in Russia.”

Jana bent down so that the tied man could see her and spoke. “And you, Dadddy? How are you?”

She reached down and removed the sock. The man’s screaming had stopped when he saw Jana’s face; he simply stared at her, a look of soul-destroying horror on his face, weeping freely.

“Yeah, it’s me, Dad. Nice to see you again after all these years,” she said, staring down at him, hands on her hips.

He finally spoke. “I saw you on TV. I didn’t know if it was you, but I thought it was. I wanted to contact you so much,” he said. “Jana, I’m so so so sorry about everything it was your mother’s fault, everything was your mother’s fault.”

Jana nodded to Matt, who took the metal baton and swatted her father across the soles of his feet. He gasped and hissed with pain.

“Immediately you start blaming Mom. See, that’s what I didn’t want to hear,” said Jana.

“I’m so so sorry Jana,” babbled her father.

Jana looked around. “So father, I can see you’ve done well for yourself. Still teaching English for a pittance in Eastern Europe, judging by the beer bottles still drinking a lot.”

Her father made a sniffling, whimpering noise.

“I’m not too concerned about that,” said Jana. “What I’m more concerned with, is whether you’re still abusing young girls.”

“Jana, you know I never, I, well, I can’t, I never did anything like that to you, Jana!”

“Spanking your twelve-year-old daughter’s bare ass in front of all your drunken friends during a party wasn’t abuse, in your world?” she said, fiercely.

“I, well, I can’t, I, I, I, you know Jana, I never wanted to hurt you!” he bawled. “It was your mother!”

She took the metal baton and poked him with it. “Say that again and I’ll smash this over your thick head. Understand?”

He whimpered.

Jana took her phone and held it down so he could see it; on the video, a very young-looking girl was emerging from the front of this apartment building.

“How old is this girl, Dad?” she asked. “We’ve been watching you. She spends the night here. It’s not just a lesson.”

“Old enough,” he mumbled. “The age of consent here …”

Jana stuffed the sock back in her father’s mouth.

Jana looked down at him coldly. “Spank him, Courtney,” she said.

Courtney giggled mischievously and retrieved a ping-pong paddle from the black duffle bag that Matt had brought. She slapped it down hard on Jana’s father’s bare ass, and he screamed into the sock.

“Don’t worry, Dad, it’ll build character and teach you right from wrong,” she said. “Isn’t that what you told me when you spanked me? She’s going to spank you and I’m going to make a little video. Afterwards we’re going to make a few changes in your life. And if we find any evidence of anything illegal on the computer there, you’re probably going to jail…”

Her father looked with wide eyes at her.

“So you’re going to be a good boy from now on, right Dad?” asked Jana.

He nodded his head vigorously.

Jana nodded, smiling, at Courtney, and she began to spank him, fiercely, her black-ringed eyes alive with lunatic excitement.

“Can we find my real dad and do him next?” asked Courtney.

“If you’re a good girl, Courtney,” said Jana, smiling, holding the video camera steady.

The end … for now!


The story continues in …
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CHAPTER 1: SNAPPED

Jana sat with her knees pressed tightly together, waiting for the psychiatrist to arrive, not sure whether she should be scared or excited.

She looked at her reflection in the mirror across the room. Five days away from her 23rd birthday, Jana was now leaner and more muscular than she’d been in high school, not so voluptuous – though her breasts were still C-cups. Her features were sharper and the shy bookish girl was gone, replaced by a confident and beautiful young woman. She wore jeans and a tight green t-shirt beneath her leather jacket. Her long honey-blonde hair was back in a ponytail, and her big green eyes looked … tired.

And sad.

“Jana!” said Christina King as she strode into the room, tall and regal, her curly red hair bouncing around her head, carrying a tall paper cup of coffee. Christina wore a blue business suit and a white blouse, the 45 year old woman looking no older than 30 and still turning heads wherever she went. “Great to see you again. Sorry I had to step out, the coffee machine is broken.”

“Great to see you again, too, Christy,” said Jana. “I know I should come more often, but … you know, busy.”

“I’ve seen you on TV several times,” said Christy, taking a seat. “That case in Wisconsin,” said Christy, with a shake of her head. Recently yet another man had been discovered with two kidnapped girls chained in his attic, along with the children he’d forced them to bear, and Jana had visited a couple of TV news programs to discuss the legal and psychological ramifications.

Jana sat carefully on the patient’s chair – not a sofa – at an angle to Christy’s. “Yeah, I’m a talking head, now, I guess.” Jana smiled uncomfortably. Jana’s foundation against sex trafficking and her activism for victims of sexual abuse had made her at least moderately famous -- as of course, had her own high-publicity abduction and imprisonment at age 18.

When her Principal had used her as a sex slave.

“You’re good on TV,” smiled Christina. “You’re telegenic as well as bright and knowledgeable.”

“I saw you on that reality show about sex addiction. I walk in your shadow,” Jana said, and they both laughed.

“Oh, god, reality is the last word they should use about those shows,” Christy sighed and took a long drink of her coffee. “I hope it helps inform people, at least, while they’re watching for cheap thrills and freak show fascination.”

Christy King was herself fairly well-known in the media. She had first come to public attention in the late ‘80s as a porn star -- and then as a porn star who had been attacked by a crazed fan. As she recovered, it was revealed that she was not yet 18, and had made most of her films when she was 16 and 17. Producers and directors went to court and others fled the country, and Christy’s stepfather, who had introduced her to the business as well as spending most of her money, had gone to jail.

Christina had pulled her life together and gone back to school. She’d finished medical school and become a practicing psychiatrist, and started a specialty clinic for victims of sexual abuse and people working in the adult entertainment industry. (Of course, they were often one in the same.)

Jana had been treated by Christy King on and off for the last five years.

Ever since she’d escaped from the basement of her Principal. 

“Well, Jana,” said Christina, “I’ve known you long enough to see that you’re really upset about something.”

Jana slumped on the sofa, head in hands, and said, softly, “I lost it, Christy. All these years, five years of trying to make myself into a strong, confident woman, all the years of trying to be in control … and a couple days ago I just … snapped.”

* * *

Two days previously, Jana sat in the living room of the principal’s house, clad in a leather bustier, black panties, and thigh-high leather boots, wondering why she felt so nervous.

It was just another client, after all. She’d had dozens of them.

So what if he was a principal?

But of course she couldn’t forget the Principal, her Principal, the man who had used her as his sex slave, the man who had blackmailed her into the most extreme acts of sex, bondage, and degradation, and who had eventually held her captive for a week. The man who had started her on a life that was, in many ways, still defined by kink and sexual deviancy.

But Principal Stevens was locked up. As was his wife. As was his son.

But his stepdaughter Courtney was downstairs, with this principal, this new client, and Jana’s phone buzzed as she got a text confirming it was time for her to come downstairs.

The principal – not her Principal, just a principal – had his head and hands in an old-fashioned wooden punishment stock. He was naked, bent over a padded wooden saw-horse, and his ass and legs were the first thing she saw. He looked to be in excellent shape, lean and muscular, though he was 43 according to his client profile.

The same age as the Principal when it happened, she thought, and then took a deep breath and tried to force the thought away. Back to business, she chided herself.

Courtney was standing in front of the stock, her short dark hair hanging in her pale face, her bright red lips curved in a welcoming smile. Courtney wore an abbreviated schoolgirl-style outfit, a short plaid skirt and a white blouse open to her navel, revealing a red lace bra beneath. Courtney was dancing a little, looking down at the client captive in front of her. She was talking to him in baby-talk, chanting, “Mistress is coming, you’re going to get it, Mistress is coming, you’re going to get it.”

Jana laid her riding crop on the man’s back, trying to draw upon the feeling of power, the swagger, she usually felt when she worked as a dominatrix. “Hello worm,” she purred. “Are you ready for some discipline? Hmmm?”

“Yes, mistress,” said the client, the principal, quickly.

“And what’s your safe word, slave?” she asked. Courtney had explained all that to him, all the rules, while binding him. This client already had his own punishment stock and a good amount of BDSM paraphernalia in the basement, so he was obviously familiar with the scene.

“Danger zone,” he said.

“That’s right, little slave.” She slapped him hard on his ass with the riding crop. He let out a hiss of pain.

“Thank you, mistress, may I have another?” he said.

She spanked him a couple more times, putting her wrist and shoulder into it, and the red welts were rising on his ass in the dim light. Courtney giggled and clapped and jumped up and down.

Jana had been working as a dominatrix for more than a year and a half.

It was all done with the utmost of secrecy; Courtney was responsible for doing the pre-interviews, and negotiating all the contracts and ground rules with the clients. Courtney worked under an alias, too, of course, but Jana was exposed as little as possible, and had a maximum three-meeting rule with each client. As a dominatrix, Jana already had an outstanding reputation and commanded extremely high fees as the mysterious Mistress O.

This particular client had expressed interest in a few things: schoolgirl costumes, being held in stocks, spanking, interrogation … and a final enema.

Nothing too unusual, as far as it went.

Courtney was unsure about the scenario, given their history with her stepfather, Principal Stevens, and the abuse and imprisonment they’d both suffered. But after five years of practicing BDSM in private and occasionally in public sex clubs, Jana had insisted that it was a chance to confront and work through some of those things. To face them again.

Courtney agreed. She was Jana’s slave, after all. She did what she was told.

“Thank you mistress, may I have another?” gasped the man in the wooden stock. 

“I don’t know, worm,” said Jana, in her huskiest whisper. “What have you done to deserve it?” She always tried to alter her voice, fearing that someone might recognize it from the TV or radio programs she’d been on in her straight life as a writer and advocate.

Jana, the survivor. Jana, the victim’s rights advocate. Jana, the anti-sex-trafficking activist.

And Mistress O, the dominatrix.

Jana never had sex with any of her clients … in the traditional sense. Most of them she didn’t even touch, except with the riding crop; Courtney handled more personal affairs like administering enemas, butt plugs and dildos.

But many of her clients achieved sexual release through the things she did to them.

And of course, occasionally, Jana did, too.

It was, really, why she’d begun doing it.

She thought of the orgasms she’d has as Principal Stevens had fucked her. The terror and the soaring release of complete surrender and helplessness. How long had it been since she’d had an orgasm like that?

“I’ve had bad thoughts,” said the principal, quickly. Not her principal; just a man locked in the stocks.

Another client.

Another sub. Another slave.

Jana was moving slowly around to his side to get a look at his profile. She’d seen a picture of him, of course, in his application, but now she saw more clearly. He did indeed resemble Principal Stevens. The dark hair with the white at the temples, the olive skin … the resemblance was more obvious in profile.

He was keeping his eyes downcast, like a good little slave, but of course Jana had her usual black wig and black domino mask on anyway.

She slapped his ass again.

“I’m sure you have had bad thoughts, little slave. Little worm. All men have bad thoughts, don’t they?”

“Uh … yes, mistress,” he said quickly.

“Because all men are worms. Like you,” she said sweetly, rubbing the crop up and down his spine. “Now tell me what your bad thoughts, are, worm.”

“I … think of my students,” he gasped.

It wasn’t a surprise of course, but Jana felt that ice-water chill in her stomach again. This is a mistake, she thought.

She forced on.

“What do you think of doing to your students, you little fucking worm,” she said, and Jana noticed that Courtney looked at her a little strangely. Jana’s voice had … risen.

Jana nodded at Courtney and picked up the heavy wooden paddle that was lying nearby.

“I think of fucking them, oh god, I think of fucking them,” cried the principal.

Jana slapped him hard on the ass with the big wooden paddle, with a satisfying THWACK and his ass was now bright red. His erection dangled beneath him like a cow’s udder.

“Just fucking them?” Jana asked. “Tell me more.”

“Oh god, I love them in their little outfits,” said the man. “I just dream of ripping those little white blouses open and getting those tits out, those budding young tits, putting them in my mouth …” 

Courtney, in her faux-schoolgirl outfit, opened the front of her blouse to show her firm high tits encased in the red lace bra. “Can’t touch these, you dirty worm,” she hissed. “You’re just a slave, just a little worm of a slave.”

Jana smashed the paddle down again on the man’s ass, putting her weight into it, and the man howled in pain. Courtney again darted a nervous glance at Jana.

“Fucking worm,” said Jana. “Bad principal. Bad man.”

“I know it mistress! I know I deserve to be punished! Please punish me for my bad thoughts!” the man yelled.

Jana hit him again. The paddle made a loud hollow walloping noise, and the man screeched again.

“You dream of fucking helpless young girls, hmmmm?” said Jana, and let the man have it again, on the other ass cheek. He screamed in a way that sent a thrill through Jana.

“Oh god yes, I want to rip their little blouses off and suck their teenage tits and get up under those skirts and get those little panties off …”

“And?” said Jana through clenched teeth.

“Tie them up and shove those little panties in their mouths and just fuck them until they cry …”

Jana felt her heart starting to pound and sweat breaking out, and through her tunnel-vision she was aware she was hitting him with the paddle as hard as she could, not just on the ass now, but on the back, on the back of his legs, swinging it like a baseball bat, and he was screaming “DANGER ZONE! DANGER ZONE!” as she finally brought the paddle down on the side of one of his knees, and was rewarded with a loud, brittle CRACK. The man shrieked in agony.

Then Courtney was wrestling the paddle from her, and Jana shoved Courtney away, and Jana was running outside, hysterical tears ripping through her, up from the basement, and she remembered the other basement, and she remembered the terror, and she remembered the fear … and she couldn’t breathe.

* * *

Christina King looked at Jana with her big sad hazel eyes. “Jana, the first thing … you need to know that you don’t have to be in control all the time. You can’t be afraid to ask for help or admit that you need it.”

Jana nodded. “A master’s in psychology, brown belt in jiu-jitsu, running my own foundation and writing books and running the halfway houses and all that … but I’m … nothing. I’m still just the girl stuck in the basement, waiting for the Principal to come fuck me. Or kneeling on his office floor, with wet panties …”

Christina shook her head firmly. “Jana, you know that’s not true. None of your fear or your feelings negate any of the great, really great things you’ve accomplished, and all the people you’ve helped.”

Jana wiped away her tears. “And I get so angry, that I can’t forget about it. That’s the main thing. It’s not the fear or the … arousal, it’s the anger. The more I work with abused women, the angrier I get. It doesn’t make me feel better about myself or about the world in general, I just get madder and madder.”

“I can see that,” said Christina. “And the man who you … hurt? Did you just leave him there?”

* * *

Courtney ran up beside her, taking her arm and helping Jana out the front door and out to the car. She carried the bag with the props and costumes they’d brought.

“Jana. Breathe. Breathe. Come on, Jana, I don’t have a paper bag. Close your mouth and breathe through your nose. Belly breathing and diaphragm breathing. All that yoga shit you make me do, come on!” Courtney started the car and pulled out of the driveway as Jana slumped weeping in the seat next to her, still wearing her dominatrix costume and boots but pulling the black wig off.

“Good Christ, what if we get stopped by the cops,” wondered Courtney as she got on the freeway.

Jana didn’t answer, holding her head in her hands, still weeping steadily.

“I guess I’ll say we’re going to a costume party. I let him out of the stocks and gave him a phone and told him to tell the paramedics he fell while doing some creative self-abuse. I’d imagine he won’t tell them what really happened, anyway.” said Courtney. “We’ll refund his money and … I guess we have to scrub the whole website and disappear our dominatrix characters,” she said. “Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ.”

Jana didn’t say anything.

“At least we were wearing gloves, no fingerprints. Jana … mistress? Permission to speak freely?” asked Courtney.

“Of course! For fuck’s sake, Courtney!” said Jana.

“Mistress … Jana … you’re out of fucking control,” said Courtney sadly.

* * *

Christina looked across the dim cool office at Jana.

Finally, Christina said, “How’s your relationship with Matt going?”

Matt, a former Navy SEAL, had helped Jana escape from the Principal’s sexual slavery. They had been living together, along with Courtney, ever since.

Jana sighed. “Not … perfect. Since I last saw you … a year ago? I … don’t think … we’ve had sex.”

“No? No sexual contact at all?”

“He fucks Courtney and I watch. Or I fuck Courtney, and he watches. Or … he spanks me, sometimes. Variations on that.”

“You suggest that working as a dominatrix turns you on in a way that he doesn’t, anymore.”

“Yes,” said Jana. “But … he’s not … doing very well, himself. Things were so wonderful the first three years. But I began having nightmares, again, as I worked with more abused girls, and he started feeling more and more … guilty, I guess.”

“Guilty about what?”

“Guilty that he didn’t find me until they had me for a whole week. Guilty that his sister still didn’t recover after Principal Stevens went to jail.” Matt’s sister had been in a catatonic state since a suicide attempt following sexual abuse by Principal Stevens. “He feels like he failed.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Christina. “Maybe he should come in and talk to me. Or maybe you’d like to talk to me together.”

“And maybe … he feels guilty about the BDSM. That he … brought me into this life.”

“You know the cornerstone of my practice is no judgements about alternative sexuality practices. But if they’re making you unhappy, maybe it’s time to discuss them.”

“You talk about me not being able to admit I need help,” said Jana. “That’s Matt all over. Matt can’t get over the notion that he’s got to be the ultimate alpha male. He started accepting overseas contracts with his private security group, and they got riskier and riskier. There were deaths of people who worked for him, and I think that’s making him feel guilty, also.”

“It sounds like he started doing that at about the same time you started working as a secret dominatrix. Is that a coincidence? Did you discuss that with him?”

Jana shook her head sadly. “No, I … don’t think it’s a coincidence. But we don’t … talk about it … much.”

“How does he feel about you doing this, working as a dominatrix?”

“I … think it … turns him on,” Jana said. “But … he has doubts, I know.”

“How about Courtney? How does she feel about it?”

Jana sighed again.

* * *

They switched cars in an underground parking garage, pulling hooded sweatshirts and sweatpants on over their costumes, and got back to the beach house without being stopped by the police. They went and sat on the back veranda and watched the ocean for a while, drinking coffee.

“Jana,” said Courtney. “I … we never talk about how I feel. That’s fine. That’s my role. I’m your submissive. Your slave. When you and Matt took me in, after my family went to jail, after all the terrible things I did …”

“We did terrible things together,” Jana said dully. Together the two of them had drugged and raped her stepbrother, as revenge for numerous rapes he had committed. But prior to that Courtney had helped her brother with those rapes.

“I did terrible things with my brother but I never had … a reason. I never thought about it. It was just an extension of my own pain, anger, and my own self-hatred. But you and Matt … you did those things to stop my family from the awful things they were doing.”

Jana looked at Courtney, started to speak, and stopped. She looked down. “What’s the hoary old quote from Nietzsche? Battle not with monsters, lest ye become a monster?”

Courtney took Jana’s hand. “You took me in and took care of me, you stopped my family from hurting me and from hurting any number of other people. Young girls would have been raped and molested and blackmailed and … imprisoned. And who knows what else. You and Matt stopped it, and you gave me a home. You took care of me. You gave me … an example.”

“We gave you a home and put you on a dog leash and told you what to do while we fucked you,” said Jana, tears streaming down her face.

Courtney shook her head, tears in her eyes. “And that’s exactly what I wanted, and exactly what I agreed upon, exactly what I needed, and I was never so happy. You had every reason to hate me, but you took me in.”

Courtney sat close and wiped Jana’s tears away. “Jana, you’re … my hero. I can’t say it any clearer than that. The things you’ve done, the way you helped me, all the people you’ve helped with the foundation and the work I’ve done with you, the … structure you gave my life … you’re my mistress and my goddess, sure, that too, but … you’re my hero.”

Jana burst into fresh tears, sobbing.

Courtney moved closer and took Jana’s hand. “You hurt that guy, but … it seems like he deserved it. That stock didn’t have any kind of release. Maybe he was trying to deal with it through having a dominatrix punish him for it, but he clearly was fantasizing about locking a student up down there. Now, don’t think I approve of what you did there, but … the next time he thinks about locking a student up, I think he’s going to remember his broken knee.

“But you … we …. made a mistake.” Courtney continued. “We shouldn’t have gone there, knowing what we did. We need to stay in control, and we need to stay on the … right side of the line. I was on the wrong side of the line for a long time. And you helped me get on the right side of the line and … I just want you to know that I want to help you stay on the right side of the line, Jana.”

Jana fell into Courtney’s arms, sobbing against her. The smaller girl wrapped her arms around Jana and held her tight.

Courtney pulled Jana’s head up and kissed her hard on the lips, smearing the thick red lipstick that was still there from the dominatrix outfit.

“Get me out of this fucking stupid costume,” said Jana, tears leaving trails of black mascara down her face.

Courtney unzipped the black leather bustier and Jana’s big breasts sprang free; Courtney’s hands found Jana’s sensitive tits and kneaded them. Jana gasped with a pleasure, her nipples immediately hardening and Courtney’s practiced fingers finding them and stroking them. Courtney awaited no commands, this time, and Jana didn’t give her any.

Jana pulled Courtney’s head down to her big breasts and Courtney eagerly sucked the hard pink nipples, and Jana moaned in pleasure, loving the feeling of the sun on her face and the darting tongue and hot wet mouth on her tits.

“Yeah. No stupid costumes,” said Courtney, standing up and stripping off the white faux-schoolgirl blouse and pushing down the short plaid skirt and standing there in the bright sunlight in her red bra and panties and spike heels. “No toys.”

Jana put her arms around Courtney’s waist and kissed her again, and Jana unzipped her thigh-high dominatrix boots and took them off. “No orders. No rules. No contracts.”

Jana left the dominatrix gear laying on the back deck, the leather gleaming in the sunlight. The two of them, panting, kissing, holding each other around the waist, walked back inside and into the bedroom. Courtney pushed Jana down on the bed and attacked Jana’s big breasts with her mouth again, tonguing them hard and opening her mouth wide to put as much of Jana’s tit as possible in it, in a way she knew Jana liked. Jana lay on her back, legs spread, squeezing her own breasts as Courtney sucked them, her legs wrapped around Courtney’s trim waist.

Courtney kissed downward on Jana’s flat muscular stomach, and rubbed her face and nose over the crotch of Jana’s black panties. Jana moaned in pleasure at the pressure on the rapidly-moistening panties, and then she cried out as the crotch of her panties was pulled to the side and Courtney’s tongue slid up and down the wet lips of Jana’s vulva, before finally parting them and finding Jana’s clit.

Jana spasmed and cried out in pleasure, pinching her own hard nipples and thrusting her hips into Courtney’s face. Jana looked down, over the curves of her own breasts, and saw that Courtney had one hand in her own red lace panties and was moaning her own pleasure into Jana’s cunt, causing more vibrations and more pleasure.

“Oh, god, I love your tongue in my pussy,” said Jana, and grabbed Courtney by the hair. “But let’s … cum together.”

Jana stripped off her panties quickly, and with a smooth motion ripped Courtney’s down her legs also, and then scissored their legs together so they were facing each other and their crotches were rubbing together.

“Oh, mistress,” said Courtney, looking into Jana’s eyes. “That feels so good.”

Jana reached over and pulled Courtney’s bra straps down so that her nipples were exposed, the breasts thrust forward by the pulled-down cups. “Not mistress tonight,” said Jana. “Tonight call me Jana.”

“Oh, Jana,” whimpered Courtney, and they slid their hot wet slick shaved pussies together, grinding them with more force and more lust and more love, clutching desperately at each other, playing with each other’s nipples and sucking on each other’s fingers.

Courtney was close to orgasm, and Jana took one of Courtney’s feet and rubbed and massaged it and then raised it and began gently licking the instep, then took the big toe in her mouth, and Courtney began to orgasm, rubbing her pussy fiercely against Jana’s, the heat and friction building, and Jana came also, tears of pleasure rolling from her eyes.

* * *

Christina looked at Jana sadly. “I was always the toughest bitch in the room, too, Jana. But nobody is tougher than the world, you know. Nobody. But we’re in this … together. You’re not alone. You’ve got a good group around you. Matt and Courtney, and I’m always here.”

Jana nodded. “I want to stop it, Christina. The dominatrix shit. I want to have normal sex with my friends, and I don’t want to get off on hurting on controlling people, and I sure as hell don’t want to get off on being controlled.”

“Well you know the first step is identifying the problem. After that … there are a lot of things we can do. There are plenty of support groups, for example. Cognitive behavioral therapy.”

“I … my birthday is coming up. I’m … doing a BDSM show. As a submissive,” Jana said.

Christina raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“At a sex club in Prague. I’ve done it a few times before, in the last couple years.”

“Good orgasms?” asked Christina, with a wry smile.

Jana laughed. “Epic. It’s a birthday present from Matt, actually. He’s going to be the dom and I’ll be the sub. After that, after we do it, maybe that’ll be a good place to … stop with it. I mean, we’re not … kids anymore.”

Christina smiled. “At the ripe old age of 23. Jana, you’re still very young.”

Jana stood up. “I know it’s against the rules but … give me a hug?”

Christina said, “We’re off the clock, the session is over. Come here.”

Jana fell into Christina’s arms and tried to stop the tears but didn’t have much luck.  


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get  TIED BY THE THIEF HERE on Amazon!
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page
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