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 The Jaguar is a name only spoken of in hushed voices and dark alleyways. To receive her calling card is to know you're targeted. To see her face is to abandon all hope of escape. A black clad creature of the night and a huntress of those who would prey on the defenseless, The Jaguar and her partner Katsumi have left a trail of broken men during their crusade to empower the powerless and prey on the predators, but Sheila Wentworth wasn't always the avenging force that she has become. Once, she was a mere college student. This is the story of a Sheila Wentworth before Katsumi and many of her powerful weapons, but the heart of a heroine was still there, even at a tiny Midwestern university…

"Not again," thought Alex Brier. He was one of the most successful businessmen in the city and on every  Top Thirty under Thirty list, but he knew what that card meant when he found it on the meeting room table. He knew it from his time in college. That simple cardboard picture of a jaguar meant that he was now prey. 

"Everybody please come to my office," he called out, but he got no reply. The office had never felt so deserted before. It was after ten pm on a Tuesday, but still there should be security on duty, he figured. He quickly called the security desk, "Hello, hello!  This is Mr. Brier, I'm---" 

"She's coming for you Alex," was all the voice on the other end of the line said. It was a woman's voice and it sent chills up Alex's spine. 

"Who is this?" he asked. 

"It's your fate," replied the young Japanese woman on the other end of the line before chuckling in an intimidating way that she had spent hours perfecting. 

Alex reacted quickly. He reached into the top drawer of his desk and pulled out a bottle of  Macallan eighteen year old single malt and drank a swig straight from the bottle, then arming himself with the most menacing thing he could find on his desk, a letter opener, he grabbed his coat and bag. Brier's eyes tightened at the corners; he tucked his chin in his chest and cursed at this interfering woman. 

Practically sprinting, he raced through the door. Once in the hallway, he heard the most horrible laughter coming from the office on his left. It was a woman's voice and it was directed at him. "You can't outrun justice, Alex Brier. You can't outrun your misdeeds." 

"I haven't done anything illegal," stammered the young executive stopping to address the woman. She was just as he remembered her, a mysterious brunette woman in a black dress, a floppy black hat, and a long red scarf. Black sunglasses hid her eyes. She was beautiful, but somehow that just made her that much more terrifying. "All I did was streamline the company's insurance plan." 

"Who said anything about the law Alex?  I'm talking about justice," said the woman who called herself The Jaguar. 

Alex hurled his briefcase at the statuesque beauty and turned, sprinting for the elevator without even stopping to see if his throw had hit its mark. With almost feline grace, The Jaguar dodged the flying leather bag while sliding over the desk that blocked her way. As Alex whirled to make his break, she removed the belt from around her waist with a practiced and nimble grace. The belt was in fact one of the first devices that Katsumi had ever devised for her. 

It looked like a normal stylish belt when worn but it could very quickly and easily be converted into a type of  bola. 

This was a South American type of lasso, using three small weights on the ends of connected flexible cords, used to bring down cattle or game. When thrown correctly, they would wrap around and immobilize the rear legs of any pursued animal, including a frightened young executive who, with the stroke of a pen, had just cut health care for hundreds of women. 

With all the skill of a master Gaucho, the Jaguar gave chase while swinging her belt around her head. She hurled it at Alex, finding her mark directly behind his knees, the weights which formed the belt buckle wrapped tightly around his legs, locking onto themselves. With his legs taken out from under him, he crashed heavily to the ground causing him to fumble the letter opener. 

"Have you already forgotten what I told you in college Alex?" asked The Jaguar as she stepped up to her downed foe and began securing him with a spider silk rope. "I would have hoped you had learned your lesson." 

"Wh-what are you going to do to me?" asked Alex

"First, Katsumi is going to give you a makeover and then we're going to talk insurance." The feminine fury led Alex to his secretary's desk where her partner Katsumi was already setting out her makeup. The Japanese woman was every bit as beautiful as The Jaguar, though she was clad in a much more functional cat suit. 

By the morning, the insurance would not only be restored for the female employees, but all of the employees would find their coverage improved. What's more, he would resign quietly within a week. Conservative boards of directors tend to frown on colorful CEOs, especially those who mailed all the members a dozen pictures of you doing cheesecake poses on your secretary's desk in a dark blue baby doll nightie, fishnets, and five-inch heels. That was grounds for termination. 

The Jaguar and Katsumi had been at this for nearly eight years, and Sheila Wentworth first took the guise of The Jaguar two years before that. Ironically, Alex Brier played a huge role in her creation back then. 




***

 

Looking at Sheila Wentworth, she seemed like the stereotypical wealthy debutante. The Wentworth family had built their fortune shortly after The Great War and Sheila’s father, Dick, had built that small fortune into a much

larger one through his business acumen. Sheila had no reason to ever work in her life. She could marry well and spend the rest of her life working on her tennis game and her pet charities. A life of leisure hanging out at the club with women named Betsy and Seraphina would have been perfectly enjoyable for some women, but not young Sheila. 

Jack Sawyer had been hired by Dick Wentworth to pilot the family yacht. The navy hero who won the Naval Cross during the Blockade at Wonsan was more than qualified to steer a pleasure craft, but Jack’s old war injuries and age had left the old veteran impoverished and unemployable. What Dick had never expected was how Sheila would take to Jack. 

Maybe it was because Sheila saw Jack as a surrogate grandfather, but the young girl hung on the old sailor’s every word with rapt attention. Not having a family of his own, Jack was grateful for the attention. Truth be told, he had never been around kids much and his crusty demeanor kept most of them away. He filled her mind with his accounts of exotic ports, the Southern Cross, and old stories and tall tales. He taught her how to pilot a boat, tie a knot, and use her fists like a sailor. Dick thought it was great for his daughter to be exposed to a different life; one divorced from penthouses and summer homes, but he was a bit embarrassed when he got called to school because his daughter knocked Kevin Taylor’s tooth out or left Ambrose Whitehead tied to a tree with jump ropes for two hours. 

Soon the girl became a young woman and the time that they could spend together sailing became more and more fleeting. Sheila surprised her parents by accepting a scholarship to tiny DuPont College in the Midwest instead of going to one of the traditional Ivy League institutions who would have considered having a Wentworth matriculating at their university to be a feather in their cap. She said her goodbyes late one Friday afternoon to Cap, as she called Jack, “I’m really going to miss you. You’ve raised me as much as my parents have.” 

“I’m not going to lie,” said Jack. “I’m going to miss you, too, but sailors have a way of saying goodbye that’s sort of special. We come and go so much, it seems we’re always saying goodbye.” 

“How do sailors do it?” 

"We say,  Fair winds and following seas and long may your big jib draw." 

“Fair winds, Cap,” she said hugging the old man tight. 

“I’m always here if you need me, Sheila,” promised Cap. 




***

 

College could not have gone better for Sheila. She quickly became close with a circle of girls in her dorm and she absolutely loved these friends. Though a girl with her background had a lot of pressure to join DuPont’s dynamic Greek system, she was fiercely independent. She had friends at all the houses, but she had already shared so much with the girls in Munther Hall that she had no desire to move on from there. 

Sheila had no idea what to expect so far away from home, not only physically but in terms of lifestyle. Sitting on beat up old institutional furniture and sharing a pizza was a long way from having Wolcott make Welsh rarebit and toast points for her friends in the green room. Sheila had a good head on her shoulders, though. Her mom didn’t come from money and she was raised not to get too caught up in the trappings of wealth. Soon she had a great group of friends of different backgrounds who liked Sheila for herself and not her money. 

There was her roommate, Mae Granville, who was a science genius. It didn’t matter if the discipline was chemistry or physics or botany, this girl knew her stuff. Her parents had named her after Mae Jemison and she hoped to follow in her footsteps and go to NASA after graduation. She was a tall, curly-haired girl with features broad and high-boned, and skin the warm ocher of autumn leaves. She instantly hit it off with Sheila because Sheila was one of the few people on campus smart enough to understand her. 

Then there was Allison Moyer who lived just down the hall from Sheila and Mae. She was trouble. Standing just a shade under six feet of leggy blonde, she was destined to attract male attention no matter what she did. Her deep blue Olympic-sized eyes and the bounce of her pony tail when she turned her head were just as powerful as the curves of her body. Even she was surprised by the effect she had on men. 

There were other girls who came and went. They’d join the threesome for some grand escapade or another, but, in the end, it was always Sheila, Allison, and Mae who went everywhere together. In the beginning of freshman year, there were two others who were part of that group. Todd Raines was an athletic boy with shoulder length red hair and an athletic build from playing rugby. His roommate Rey Ruiz was rather shy, but he had a way of warming up after he got to know you. He was small for a guy, but he had a very pretty face and other than the tall part he was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. 




***


 

One of the first things Sheila did when she started college was to take a free martial arts class. The students always received a whole bunch of ads at the beginning of a new semester, but this one jumped out at her. There was a dojo less than three blocks from campus that was advertising a feminine approach to martial arts. She had no idea what that meant, but she was intrigued. 

When Sheila first entered the dojo, she half expected to see Ninjas jumping out at her and throwing shuriken in her direction. What she found instead was a small functional office that led into a large padded room painted a tranquil pastel blue. She stepped into the padded room and spied a heavy bag hanging in one of the corners. She walked over to it, feeling the surface as if she was testing its mettle. She was lost in her thoughts when a tall woman in her late twenties with her hair in a blonde ponytail entered from the back of room. She was wearing a very fancy sapphire blue martial arts gi with a red dragon painted on the back. “Please remove your shoes,” called out the woman. 

“Oh, I’m so sorry, I had no idea, but I guess it makes sense with the pads on the floor,” said Sheila. 

“I apologize that I wasn’t out front to greet you,” said the woman, “My name is Lydia Leigh.” 

“I’m here for the $10 lesson,” said Sheila. “I’m just curious. What do you mean by a feminine approach to self-defense? Did you mean feminist?” 

“Both men and women have both male and female energy,” explained Lydia. “If you study hard, you can be a black belt in any style you wish, but if you embrace the female energy that all women possess you can be a master.” 

“So, what style do you teach?” 

Lydia picked up two red pads and approached her student. “I don’t teach a style. I don’t believe in limiting myself or my students. When you train here, you will find no guru, no method, and no teacher.” 

“If there’s no teacher, how will I learn?” asked Sheila. 

“By doing?” said Lydia. “I’ll share what I know, but we’ll explore our disciplines together and we may not follow the same path. Now show me what you've got. Do you know how to punch?” 

Just as Cap had showed her, Sheila began striking the pads with a vicious assortment of rights and lefts. Sheila knew that she hit better and harder than most women and she was looking for praise, but Lydia remained mute. 

“Well?” asked Sheila. 

“You know how to throw a punch,” said Lydia. 

“I think I throw a pretty good one,” bragged Sheila. 

“Then don’t hold back,” admonished Lydia. Sheila was determined to knock the padded gloves out of her hand, but as she flailed with a right cross, Lydia quickly grabbed her arm and brought her to the matt face first, locking in an armbar. 

“Hey! I didn’t know you were going to do that,” winced Sheila. 

“Lucia Rijker once threw a punch that was over nine hundred pounds of pressure per square inch,” said Lydia. 

“Okay, I’m sure that’s---,” began Sheila. 

“Men can approach twice that number,” finished Lydia. “So, what does that tell you?” 

“We need to rely on other things,” winced Sheila, still under Lydia’s control. 

“We are more flexible than men are and we can use that, speed, and knowledge of pressure points to more than make up for any disadvantage in brute force,” said Lydia as she helped her young protégé to her feet. 

“How did you do that?” asked Sheila

“Do you have class tomorrow morning?” 

“No, it’s my late day. I don’t have anything until two,” said Sheila. 

“Be here tomorrow at ten." said Lydia. 




***

 

For the first couple of weeks of school, the five freshmen seemed like a happy family. Then, Todd and Rey pledged  Pi Gamma Omicron. This brought Alex Brier into their lives and, with him, an awful lot of baggage. Alex was the PGO pledge chairman and, beneath his mop of blonde hair, he fully embodied the Napoleon complex. With a chip on his shoulder, he quickly made a name for himself as pledge chairman by ignoring the university’s ban on hazing and terrorizing the freshman in his charge. As they saw less and less of Todd and Rey, the girls couldn’t help but feel sorry for them with all the humiliation and abuse they were putting up with. 

At the same time, Alex was strongly attracted to Allison, whose friendship with the two boys she extended to him, even when he approached Todd and Rey to heap abuse onto them. As far as she could tell, the whole purpose for his visit was to embarrass the boys in front of Allison. 

"Sometimes, you have to show the freshmen who is in charge," said Alex. 

"You really like your job, don't you?" asked Allison. 

"I love being pledge chair and I love my brothers. I'm really not just a hard ass." 

"You seem pretty good at being a hard ass." 

"Well, give me a chance. Let me take you out and show you another side." 

"I don't know," said Allison. "I am trying to start out college on the right foot. I don't want to be distracted by a whole lot of dating right now." 

"Well, we're not talking about a whole lot of dating. I just want you to go on one date with me," reasoned Alex. "Just some kicks, nothing too serious." 

"I guess I can do one date," she said warmly. "It'll be fun." 

They had agreed to go out that weekend and Allison couldn't wait to share the news with her friends Sheila and Mae. Both of the girls had misgivings. They had seen how Alex was with Todd and Rey, and they didn't see how a guy like that could possibly treat Allison the way she deserved. They kept their mouths shut though and were saddened, but not surprised, by Allison coming back to them after date night with horror stories of just what an asshole Alex had proven to be. They comforted her as friends do and finally laughed about the disastrous date, only to be awoken the next morning by Allison crying out in rage. Somebody had written  SLUT on her door with red spray paint in the middle of the night. It didn't take much of a guess for the girls to figure out who was responsible. 

Allison was beside herself. 

Over the next month, Alex carried out a one-man vendetta against Allison and her friends. Rey and Todd were blackballed from the fraternity, Allison's car antennae was bent, and, worst of all, as pledge chairman Alex had a veritable army of pledges to do his dirty work. Sheila was determined to defend her friend, and only Allison's own interjections stopped Sheila from walking right over to the fraternity house and kicking his ass right then and there. 




***

 

It was four o’clock on Wednesday afternoon when Lydia entered the dojo. In the corner of the main room, she saw Sheila practicing her inside circle kick and enjoying the solitude. 

“I think I’m losing money on you,” said Lydia. “You’re here so much that I either need to hire you to run this place when I’m not around or else charge you rent.” 

“I’m sorry, Lydia, it just helps me think,” replied Sheila. “I can hit the road if it’s a problem.” 

“I’m actually thrilled to have the place being used even when I’m not here,” said Lydia reassuringly, “but what are you thinking about that has you so tense?” 

“Does it show?” 

“Yeah, you carry your tension in your jaw and your shoulders,” answered Lydia. 

“Some guys are messing with one of my friends,” confessed Sheila. ‘I think I’m going to have to fight them. Is that going to get me kicked out of the dojo for misusing my skills or something?” 

“Seriously?” laughed Lydia. “You need to watch more martial arts movies. That said, why do you think you’ll have to fight them?” 

“This one guy just won't stop.  He trashed her car and spray painted  SLUT on her door. I can't let him keep abusing here," replied Sheila. 

“If you’re sticking up for her, it’s not misusing your skills.” 

“That’s kind of a relief.” 

“I never told you not to fight, I just told you to exhaust all your peaceful options first. You are what guys like the ones you described fear the most.” 

“What’s that?” 

“An intelligent and determined woman. You scare them. Their masculinity is like an egg shell. Once it’s cracked they can’t put it back together and you threaten it.” 

“That’s a really interesting way to look at things.” 

“That’s why you pay me the big bucks.” 




***

 

The confrontation that felt like it had been building up for so long finally happened one day in early November during a Gatsby party at the Alpha Theta Nu house. Sheila had been working hard and needed some fun so she pressed hard and convinced Mae and Allison to go with her. 

"I don't know, I think I've had my share of frat guys," said Allison. 

"And they say the Alpha Theta Nu guys are the wildest on campus," said Mae. 

"I've heard that too," said Allison. "Why'd you want to do one of their parties anyway?" 

"I wanted to get out and drink and dance, they have the only party on campus this week and I love  The Great Gatsby," said Sheila. "It'll be fun." 

An ATN pledge dressed as a maid greeted the three women at the door. They didn't recognize he was male until they were right up next to him. "Great costume," commented Sheila. 

"Thank you, ma'am," the pledge replied curtseying. 

"Are all the pledges dressed as French maids?" asked Allison. 

"No," replied the pledge. "This was actually a prize. The rest are living statues." 

"Well, you have cute legs," said Mae. "Keep up the good work." 

The girls were dressed for the party, but they weren't dressed overly sexy. Sheila had on a cute black top and short gray skirt with a red and red scarf around her neck. Allison was in tight purple jeans and a black silk top, while Mae's long legs seemed to stretch out forever beneath her black mini-skirt. 

The girls were really impressed with the party. For a supposedly wild house, the Alpha Theta Nu guys really went all out on the Gatsby motif. The girls couldn't help giggling at two of the human statues locked in a romantic embrace. One of them was wearing a red flapper's dress that must have been awkward and humiliating for the guy sporting it. 

"Oh look, the skanks are here," called out Alex from his position on a couch across the room. "He was clearly drunk, as were the three brothers had had with him. 

"Have another drink, Alex," said Allison. "You're already shit faced." 

"Does your mother know you talk like that?" asked one of Alex's friends. 

"Oh, her mother knows a lot of things," chimed in another PGO brother causing the whole group to laugh. 

"I don't understand how she's the bad guy here for pitying you enough to go on a date with you," said Mae. 

"She's not all that," said Alex. "You should see her naked sometime." 

"Like you've ever seen me naked," replied Allison. 

"I've seen how you and your roommate like to play. There should be a law against that," said Alex. 

Sheila was quick, but before she could take her first step towards Alex, Mae was already holding her back. 

"Easy, Sheila, he's not worth it." 

"Come on outside, Alex," taunted Sheila. "I'll kick your ass." 

"Go play with your dollies, little girl," scoffed Alex. 

"Come on, let's go," said Allison leading her friends into the kitchen. 

"This is a big house," said Mae. "We don't have to even see them." 

Sheila was seeing red. Her hands were already in fists and she really wanted to punch Alex right in his face for all the harm that he had put her friend through, but, as if reading her thoughts, Allison spoke up. "He's not worth it, Sheila." 



The girls tried to enjoy the party and eventually three very attractive guys came up to them and began to chat them up. Allison and Mae really loosened up, but Sheila couldn't control herself any further. "I need to go home. If I stay here, I'm going to do something I regret." 

"Really?" asked Allison. "Why not just enjoy yourself?" 

"No," said Sheila. "The best thing for me is just to take some time and forget about Alex. I'll be good as new tomorrow and, next time, I'm staying out all night." 

Just like that, Sheila left. The cold night walk back to the dorm felt good against her skin. She went up the back way, which was closer to her room. Sheila was seeing red as she climbed up the back stairs to the third floor and spotted a single male in a gray and blue hoodie pacing back and forth in front of the door to Allison's room. The guy had his back to her and was clearly standing lookout, focused on the main stairs going up and oblivious to the back way. Furtively, she kicked off her shoes and stealthily darted into the laundry room. There were two entrances to the double sized room, the one she entered at the turn in the hall and another one roughly even with the door to her room. 



She had worn a long silky red scarf for defense against the chill night air of the Midwestern autumn and, now, in the privacy of the laundry room, she removed it from her neck. She spied a single long yellow sock sitting on the laundry machine and grabbed it. Then, from the darkness, she pounced. She put her right hand forcefully over the lookout’s mouth. As he tried to scream, she shoved the yellow sock inside and hurriedly tied it securely in place with her scarf. There was enough extra material for her to use the rest of the scarf as a crude blindfold. He still had not seen her and she liked that. With one arm drawn tightly around his neck and another twisting his right arm behind his back, she marched him into the laundry room. She pushed him over to the utility table, where she found a coil of clothesline for drying delicates. 

Subduing an adult male quickly and silently on her own would be no easy task for Sheila and she needed every advantage she could get. Currently, the scarf blindfolding him was her biggest ally. After grabbing the coil of clothesline, she tripped her prey sending him sprawling to the ground with Sheila riding his back. He was stronger than her, so keeping him off balance would be the key. She made sure to keep a firm grip on his arm so that he would take the full brunt of their weight as they fell. It was enough to momentarily stun him and let her get to work. 

She was never more grateful that Cap had taught her how to quickly tie a knot in her life. She figured if she could secure a nine-ton boat, she could secure a one-hundred-seventy-five pound sophomore. 

As she knotted off his wrists, Sheila breathed a sigh of relief. He was clearly trying to scream into his sock gag, but he wasn’t getting out of this on his own. She brought up his legs and began looping the rope around his ankles before cinching him off in a strict hog tie. She didn’t want him disturbed by somebody coming in to do their laundry in the next ten minutes, so she grabbed a pen and paper from the laundry room and made an  Out of Order sign, which she placed on the door and secured in place with a push pin. 

She wanted to keep the element of surprise on the guy in her room, but it seemed unlikely with only one entrance, though he would surely assume his lookout was keeping a watch. Sheila remembered Allison's annoying land line phone with the ridiculously loud ringer. Reaching into her purse, she quickly dialed Allison’s dorm phone. 

Even in the hallway she could hear it in all its distracting glory. As the phone was ringing, Sheila checked the door. 

It was unlocked. Of course, you don't lock a door when you have a lookout standing right outside. A male college student stood transfixed, afraid to pick up the phone, but not wanting to let it ring. The room was dark and the intruder was relying on the lights from the street and Allison's desk lamp to see his way around the room. 

She smiled to herself that this fraternity bro who invaded her friend's privacy had failed to hear her entering the room. Her vengeance would be fast and quiet. She crept around behind the Pi Gam where she found her own discarded terrycloth bathrobe. She grabbed the robe and, just as the phone stopped ringing, threw the robe over his head, tying it off with the sash. The intruder frantically clawed at the sash trying to undo it so that he could see what was going on, but that left him exposed. As he lumbered around like some sort of blind Frankenstein’s monster, Sheila grabbed hold of his arm and spun him into the concrete wall face-first. The bathrobe softened the blow, but Sheila guessed that he’d still have quite a headache when everything was over. 

Sheila was only a beginning martial arts student, but even she couldn’t miss a target like a blindfolded and dazed college student. She threw a back kick that hit him right in the stomach just below the sternum and knocked him back into the bed and then onto the ground. She wished that she had some more of the clothesline left to secure him, but improvised with what was at hand--Allison's stockings and pantyhose. She drove her knee into his back and knocked him face down on the floor, and then painfully wrenched his arms behind him, securing them in place. She tied off his legs and hogtied him. Looking down at her victim and realized that she had just defeated and restrained two different guys, supposedly the superior sex. She stopped to put her foot on him in a victory pose before going back to the laundry room to grab his friend and the rest of the clothesline. 

It was very important to Sheila that the boys not know who did this to them. They would probably suspect that it was a guy who thrashed them so soundly. It’d be quite a blow to their ego to think that a mere freshman coed had kicked their butts, but she didn't want them knowing her identity just yet. After an unsuccessful attempt to drag the guy in the laundry room back across the hall she decided to leave him in the laundry room and stand guard at the door herself. 

She grabbed her Motorola RAZR and quickly dialed Mae's number. "Mae, I'm sorry to interrupt your night out, but I need you both home immediately. I'll explain it when you get here, but just hurry. I'll make it up to you." 

The wait for Mae and Allison to return to the dorm was interminable. Rhonda Gardner showed up only a few minutes after the phone call with a laundry basket in hand, but Sheila quickly intercepted her. 

"One nice thing about not having plans on the weekend is that it does make it easier to get in to use the laundry machines," said Rhonda. 

"Unfortunately, the washing machine is out of order," sighed Sheila

"You're kidding me," said Rhonda. "Maybe I should have a look." 

"No, I spent twenty minutes trying. I called the front desk and they swore me they'd send somebody," said Sheila. 

"Well...okay, just let me know when they fix it. I want to get my laundry done too," replied Rhonda. 

Sheila breathed a sigh of relief. She had dodged a close call. 

When her friends finally arrived, they were a bit surprised to have been summoned. "So, what's up?" asked Allison. "I thought you didn't wanted us to stay out and have fun without you?" 

"I did," replied Sheila, "but a few of the PGOs broke into your room when we were at the party." 

Mae looked at the door to Allison's room askew. "The door doesn't look broken or anything." 

"The locks on our doors are notoriously easy to pick," explained Sheila. 

"Did you see them?" asked Allison skeptically. 

"Sheila obviously wouldn't make this up," said Mae. "Why don't you go inside and see if they got anything." 

"Good idea," replied Allison reaching for the door knob. 

"Wait-" began Sheila, but it was too late. Allison screamed when she saw the college boy bound on her bed." 

Rhonda popped her head out of her dorm room again, "What's going on?" 

"Allison really wanted to do her laundry tonight," said Sheila quickly. 

"Yeah, man I'm bummed now," added Allison. 

"I know, right?" asked Rhonda rhetorically before going back in her room. 

"What is it?" asked Mae in hush tones. 

"There's a Pi Gam tied up on my bed," whispered Allison. 

"There's another one in the laundry room too," said Sheila. 

"That's kidnapping!" exclaimed Allison in a very loud whisper. 

"No, I just caught two robbers," bragged Sheila. "That's not the same as kidnapping them." 

"Well let's call campus security to take them away," said Mae. 

"No," snapped Sheila. 

"Well why the Hell not?" asked Allison. 

"I want to know what they were after," explained Sheila. "If we call the rent-a-cops, we find out nothing." 

"Okay, that does make sense," said Mae. "What do you want us to do?" 

"Well first, can we haul the guy from the laundry room into Allison's dorm room?" asked Sheila. 

"Why my room?" replied Allison. 

"That's where the other one is," said Mae. 

"Okay, point taken," agreed Allison. 

After checking that the coast was clear, Mae and Allison each grabbed an arm and Sheila grabbed his legs. 

Together the three girls moved the PGO in the laundry room over and plopped him on the floor in front of the bed that the other one was on. Mae wasted no time in lifting both of their wallets. One was named Pete Wells and the other was named Ryan Buffington. Mae recognized the names. She was in class with both of them. They were pledges. The girls withdrew to the hallway and spoke again. "I know both of those creeps," said Mae. 

"Me too," said Allison. "They're freshmen. I always thought they were harmless enough." 

"We need to find what they wanted," said Sheila. 

"They won't tell us," said Allison. 

"Yeah, they'll clam up," agreed Mae. "They'll protect Alex if they want to stay in PGO." 

"We have one advantage," said Sheila. "I blindfolded both of them so they wouldn't see me. If they don't know who I am, they may be more scared of me than they are of Sheila Wentworth." 

"I guess that's worth a shot. We'll back you up, whatever you do," said Mae. 

"Yeah, they're bound to be pretty frightened right now," added Allison. "Let's do it." 

Sheila opened the door and led her friends inside Allison's room. She paused a moment to try to get in character before beginning her spiel. "Pete Wells and Ryan Buffington," she said in a voice that was at once husky, mysterious, and intimidating. Allison and Mae were both impressed. "Breaking into young girls' dorm rooms is a good way to be kicked out of school and earn a criminal record rather than a diploma." 

The men flopped around trying to see the woman behind the chilling yet alluring voice. "My assistants will remove your gags, but you had better have answers forthcoming or you will meet a fate far worse than prison," 

thundered Sheila as Mae and Allison allowed the two boys to speak. 

"I was just in the hallway," said Ryan from his spot on the floor. "You don't have anything on me." 

"You would leave your friend to suffer for a crime you both committed. So much for brotherhood," said Sheila laughing with her strange macabre voice. Mae and Allison were laughing silently at her friend who sounded so foreboding. They would have probably put Sheila's act down to a theatre major trying to be scary, but having been beaten and tied up by a person they didn't even see had left them unsettled. 

"Come on Ryan, we're in the shit now," said Pete. "I'm not going to go down for that asshole." 

"Don't say anything else," admonished Ryan. "We'll get kicked out." 

"Is it worth it?" asked Pete. 

"Consider your fate carefully, gentlemen. I am not after little minnows like you, I want the big fish," said Sheila, "but my patience with these games grows thin." 

"Who-who are you?" stammered Pete. 

"I am The Jaguar," adlibbed Sheila. "I could remove your blindfold, but to see me is to see death." 

"Death? Isn't that a little melodramatic. I'm pretty sure you're just one of the girls who live here," scoffed Ryan. 

"Is that so Ryan Buffington?" asked Sheila. She descended on the downed boy, clamping her hand tightly over his mouth while her thighs snaked around his arms pinning him ever more tightly to her. It happened so quickly that Ryan had no chance to react. The room was now silent and still. 

"Ryan?" asked Paul. 

"There is no more Ryan," said Sheila. "Sometimes the non-believers must be dealt with so that the others can see the light." 

"What the Hell?" asked Paul. "Look, I just came to get something." 

"For who?" demanded Sheila. 

"For Alex, our pledge chairman," said Paul. "He left a hidden camera in here." 

"Oh my God!" yelled out Allison. She lunged at Paul digging into his neck with her sharp pink nails. Only Mae was able to pull her off of him. "You bastard!" 

"Who is that?" asked Paul. 

"You're here to answer my questions not the other way around," said Sheila regaining control of the situation. 

She retained her composure even as Ryan flopped around like a fish out of water. "Tell me about the camera. Why was it in here?" 

"He was recording his ex," said Paul. "He got a bunch of footage on his computer. He was planning to put it on the web tomorrow." 

"So why does he need the camera?" asked Sheila. 

"He didn't want to get busted, so he had us removing the evidence," explained Paul. 

Roughly, Sheila pushed Ryan off her. With Allison and Mae helping her, she re-gagged both men and motioned for the girls to follow her outside of ear shot. They stepped into the hall where Paul and Ryan could no longer hear them. 

"It will be alright," assured Mae, wiping the tears away that were now flowing down her friend's face. 

"They're going to ruin me, Mae," said Allison. "My roommate and I...well, we were experimenting a little. 

What if they got that on the camera? It's going to go all around campus." 

"I'll stop it, I promise," said Sheila. 

"How?  Face it, I'm going to have to transfer or drop out," said Allison. 

Over the next few hours, Sheila and May tried to reassure Allison, but she was resigned to her fate, and not in a good way. As far as she was concerned, life as she knew it was over. A little after 12:30 in the morning, Sheila excused herself declaring, "It's time somebody did something about that asshole." 

"But what can you do?" asked Allison. 

"Maybe a lot, maybe nothing," replied Sheila cryptically, "We'll find out very soon." 



As Sheila returned to the dorm room, 

Mae hung back to try and soothe Allison. Revenge porn was a horrible thing and even worse when the relationship consisted of exactly one date. 




***

 

Sheila sat on the dorm room bed, getting ready for the scariest night of her young life. She was determined to get the video back, even if it did mean taking on the entire Pi Gamma Omicron fraternity. She knew her best bet would be to sneak inside, find the video, and then sneak out, and she prepared accordingly. She chose a flowing black dress for maximum movement, but, at the same time, wearing a dress would make her seem like less of a threat to any guys who stopped her. She would wear a long red scarf to help conceal her identity and also because she was sure she could use it for some of the Bokator techniques that Lydia had taught her. The final touches were a large black floppy hat and a pair of dark sunglasses all of which would combine to hide her identity. 

“Are you really going through with this?” asked Mae looking up from studying and observing her roommate’s grim determination. 

“I don’t see what choice I have,” replied Sheila. “Allison is my friend.” 

“She’s my friend too, but you don’t see me doing a dang fool thing like breaking into the PGO House,” said Mae.“I have something that might help you,” she continued. “I couldn’t get my hands on a lot of it, but this spray bottle is filled with a mixture of Isoflurane, Nitrous Oxide, Sodium Thiopental.” 

“Two of those are controlled substances,” said Sheila in amazement. “Will it work?” 

“One spray will put out a two hundred pound man for just under seven minutes,” assured Mae. “Dr. Gower is doing research on a knockout spray for military and police uses. They’ll never miss the little bit that I grabbed for you.” 

“You’re amazing, Mae,” admired Sheila. “One more thing, do you still have that bright red long lasting lipstick you were working on?” 

“Why would you want that mess?” asked Mae. “It’s not even long lasting. The hydrocolloid is just very sticky.” 

“Well, you said it would stick to lips amazingly well, right?” asked Sheila. 

“Yeah, sure it took me a half hour to get it off my own lips,” sighed Mae. “I swear I’ve gotten much better at chemistry since that mess.” 

“Well, what if I coated my lips with vegetable oil first?” hypothesized Sheila. “Then my lips wouldn’t stick together, right?” 

“Right, but I still don’t see why you’d want it,” asked Mae handing her the tube. 

“Suppose I kissed a guy wearing this and in doing so I pressed his lips together,” suggested Sheila. “He’d be silenced, right?” 

“Talk about a lip lock,” said Mae. She smiled and nodded her head, “Yes in theory that could definitely work.” 

“Perfect, I can use that.” 

“Do you really think you can get into the house when all those guys are asleep and pull this off?” asked Mae. 

“There’s only one way to find out,” said Sheila. 

"Just be careful," said Mae. "You're not a ninja, no matter how much you might want to be." 



The fraternity had purchased an old gothic house from the university in 1974 that they used as their chapter house. Admittedly, it was a tight fit. Their house had a nice main floor with meeting and dining facilities, an absolute zoo of a basement rec room, and housing on the top two floors. Of the sixty-two active members, there was really only room for forty-eight actives with twelve sleeping rooms on each of the top two floors. 

Sheila knew that Alex had one of the rooms on the top floor, but that wouldn’t be much of an issue. The real problem was that people in universities keep odd hours and an all-nighter is not uncommon. To be safe she decided to case the house. There would be far less chance of a slip up that way. She had found out that they were having a party on Saturday. 



Sheila spied an open window within leaping distance of a nearby tree. It looked a lot further than it did when she was checking out the place earlier that night, but it would do. With grim determination, she leapt through the air and landed on the window ledge. There was no hesitation in the young woman as she silently moved inside and, with cat-like grace, took off down the hallway, aware that at any moment a frat bro could stumble across this black clad vision. 

She paused as she came to Alex’s door. Trying the handle, she saw that it was already unlocked, but she had to pause and reconsider, albeit momentarily. She knew that entering that door would forever change her, but she couldn’t rightly say how. Creeping through the door, she decided to take out the roommate first. Before he could stir, she shot him full in the face with a strong burst of knockout spray. She worked quickly to subdue him before he came to. With practiced ease, she bound his wrists tightly behind his back and his ankles together. She applied a coat of the lipstick to her lips and kissed him deeply on the lips, leaving him silenced and secure. She giggled to herself wondering if he would have any memory of the kiss that they shared when he came to. 

Sheila’s victory was short lived, though. She felt two arms snake around her from behind, pinning her own arms to her sides. She knew it was Alex. He was frightened and clad only in a pair of boxer shorts. Remembering her training, she grabbed Alex’s left thumb and used it to break out of his grip. At this point, Alex had no idea who the attacker he faced was. He was taken completely unaware when Sheila lunged forward and kissed him. It was a surprisingly passionate kiss that left Alex wondering if this was some sort of dream. Lord knows, he had fantasized about it enough, but when he went to ask the woman what was going on, he realized that his lips were completely stuck together. Any chance that he had to sound an alarm was now gone and this only enraged him. 

No longer caring that it was a woman he faced, Alex swung wildly with his right hand. He only struck a glancing blow off of Sheila’s temple, but it was enough to send her reeling, which caused her to trip over a dirty shirt haphazardly thrown on the floor. Losing her balance, Sheila fell clumsily the floor and Alex wasn’t going to hold back. He dove on top of his downed foe. 

In desperation, Alex began to swing his fists wildly at his enemy. One punch caught Sheila in the side of the head and another struck her solidly in the jaw. If he had expected fear or panic in his foe, Alex would see none. She pulled her right hand inside of Alex's shoulder and, striking without warning like a venomous copperhead, her hand

struck at his solar plexus. Alex tried to gasp for air, but he couldn't even open his mouth with his lips glued together. 

She made a note to thank Lydia for teaching her that move before she gave him a dose of knockout gas. 





Sheila went to work dressing Alex. She put a pair of his shoes on his feet and found a long black overcoat in his closet that she hurriedly slipped over him. Once he was dressed, Sheila uncoiled a couple of lengths of clothesline that she had brought for just this purpose. She brought the downed man's hands behind his back and crossed his wrists before snaking the white rope around them. She cinched off the ropes tightly and efficiently before moving onto his legs. She couldn't bind his ankles because she needed him to walk, so she satisfied herself by tying a hobble rope just above his knees to stop him from running off. The overcoat would make it their little secret. 

Now Sheila could begin the search for Alex's computer. 

Sheila counted herself lucky when she realized that Alex didn’t own a desktop. The only computer in the room was his laptop and that would, at least, be portable. She unplugged it and stowed it in a nearby computer bag. Both of the roommates were beginning to come to. Mae was right that this was only a short term solution, but it actually worked out better for her purposes than she had hoped. Alex’s roommate was well secured and was doing little more than grunting while she needed Alex mobile for the next stage of things. 

“Okay,” she said slinging the laptop bag over his shoulder. “Up you go, it’s time for walkies.” 

Sheila stood back and admired her handiwork, once she was sure that Alex had found his legs. The epoxy had silenced him, but without being obvious. The combination of the laptop bag and overcoat would conceal his arms being bound. Sheila leaned in close to her victim like a young couple very much in love. Lydia had taught her just how sensitive the pressure point under the arm pit could be. A well-placed strike at one nerve cluster could deaden the arm or a pinch could send excruciating pain through half of a man’s body. Sheila made sure that her right hand was right on that point in case Alex needed any incentive. 

As she walked down the stairs and through the house, Sheila spied a handful of PGOs and a couple of women watching television in the front parlor area. One of the guys called out, “Hey Alex, who’s the chick?” 

Sheila answered quickly for both of them without stopping. Gone was the husky voice that she had been using all night, in its place was a happy giggling college coed. “Oh, like Alex even bothers to learn our names.” 

Several of the guys hooted at the sassy comment, but Sheila and her prisoner were soon out the door. She could feel Alex trying to resist, but with his hands bound behind him, Sheila had total control of him and, with his lips securely stuck together, yelling for help was out of the question. It was late enough that the campus was deserted. Walking him in the way she was took time, but eventually, she had him at the side door of the dorm. 

“Now, you’re going up the stairs, Alex,” said Sheila. “The only question I have is how many bruises you suffer in the process. This place is pretty quiet. I’m pretty sure I can drag you to your destination, but I’ll give you a chance to do this the easy way. Now move.” 

Alex began climbing the stairs. The threat of being dragged and Sheila’s occasional assault on his pressure

points were enough encouragement for him to cooperate. As they climbed towards the third floor, Alex knew it was about Allison and he began to worry about just what this crazy woman would do. 

“Mmphmmphmmph,” he tried to speak. 

“Just a little bit longer. There’s somebody who I’m sure would like to see you like this,” she said as she led him up to the third floor and down the hall to Allison’s room. Alex redoubled his efforts and was trying with all his might to pull away from his captor so Sheila used his own momentum to fling him into the wall. With his arms bound behind him, he couldn’t stop himself from hitting the wall solidly with his forehead. He slumped to the ground where Sheila admonished him, “That was a stupid thing to do.” 

Hoisting him up to his feet, Sheila knocked on Allison’s door. When Allison opened it, she was surprised to see Alex helpless before her. She hauled back and punched him in the jaw dropping him to the ground. 

“That felt good,” admitted Allison. 

“You’re entitled,” replied Sheila. She whirled and was surprised to see Mae kneeling on the ground painting Paul's toe nails a coral color. Ryan was already sporting red toe- and fingernails. "What are you doing, Mae?" 

"Well we had these two guys here helpless and we were bored," she said. "Also, we had a really interesting conversation at the party with one of our friends who is in Delta Omicron." 

"Oh?" Sheila asked raising an eyebrow. 

"It seems that there's a lot more crossdressing than just the living statue thing over at Alpha Theta Nu," 

interjected Mae, "It's fascinating really." 

"Yeah, they say that it tames the guys." 

"Lydia always told me that masculinity is like an egg shell. It only takes a little crack," said Sheila. 

"Do you feel up to babysitting?  I'm going to go through this computer and find what they got of Allison and make sure it's all destroyed," said Sheila. 

"Thanks, I can't believe you did this for me," replied Allison. 

"Anytime," said Sheila. 



Sheila spent the next half hour going through Alex's laptop. She was thrilled that he was too lazy to password protect his files because that made her job that much easier. What she saw turned her stomach. He had not put the hidden camera in Allison's room out of revenge for her dumping him. In fact, he had camera footage of a dozen different girls. Sheila could recognize the dorm room configurations and even recognized some of these girls. None of the footage was anywhere near as damaging as the footage that he had taken of Allison, however. 

Looking through his internet history and bookmarks, she found the website where he had been uploading the footage, as well as an advertisement that said showed a relatively tame picture of Allison and her roommate with the headline that their video would be appearing tomorrow at noon. Fortunately, Allison's roommate was home and would never learn how close she came to being humiliated. 

Sheila downloaded the videos so that there would be evidence of Alex's crime if any of the girls wanted to take legal action. Then she called Allison and told her and Mae to come on over. 

"This guy is scum," said Sheila greeting her friends. 

"We knew that already," replied Allison. 

"You're not the only one," explained Sheila. "I found footage of a whole lot of girls. He has a web page where he hosts hidden camera pictures of college girls. You and your roommate are probably the jackpot though. The footage I saw seemed more R than X rated." 

"What a bastard," said Mae. "How are we going to get him back?" 

"I think I have an idea based on what you told me," replied Sheila. 

"Revenge on that creep? I'm all in," agreed Allison. 

"Well, you gave me the idea," said Sheila. "Let's give them makeovers." 

"Makeovers?  That's it?" asked Mae. 

"Hear me out," replied Sheila, "He's been advertising some hot new footage at noon tomorrow. Why not let him star in that footage?" 

"Now that I like," agreed Allison. "Let's let the punishment fit the crime." 

"If the two of you can handle Alex in Allison's room, I can deal with the other two in here," suggested Sheila. 

"Okay, let's bring them over here," said Mae. "I'm happy to get started on Alex." 



"This is crazy," complained Paul even as Sheila removed his gag and blindfold covering his eyes, "This is kidnapping." 

"No, it's breaking and entering," replied Sheila. "You will pay for your crimes." 

"We're sorry," added Ryan. "We'll never do it again." 



"Of course you won't," said Sheila. "However, you have a decision to make." 

"What's that?" asked Paul. 

"You will be making an X-rated movie with Alex. If you cooperate, you'll get a mask to wear. If you don't, you will be completely exposed and I will make sure that your parents, friends, and classmates all get to see. The choice is yours though. Do you want to do it the easy way or the hard way?" 

"I don't want to do this," sighed Pete, "but I'd much rather do it with a mask. Fine, I'll cooperate." 

"Don't be a pussy, Pete," complained Ryan. 

"No, you listen Ryan," said Pete. "She's got us dead to rights. They'll make it a thousand times worse if we fight them." 

"Pete is a smart man," said Sheila. "What is your choice?" 

"Fine, I'll cooperate," muttered Ryan. 

"Excellent, let's get you ready," said Sheila smirking at their feet. "Although you seem to have started without me. You're about to get the makeover of a lifetime." 



Sheila took her time on the two boys' makeup. Ryan had very full lips and high cheekbones, while Pete had great eyes. With each brush stroke, it felt like the two fraternity brothers were losing more and more power. They became much more meek and manageable. She had never known that makeup could have this kind of effect on guys before. She couldn't wait until she got them dressed to see the full effect. Ryan sat on the bed. He wore a red silk teddie, black stockings, and black platform sandals with a five-inch heel. He radiated sex and looked like the most wanton slut on campus, but inside all he could feel was fear. 

There was a definite shortage of really sexy lingerie among the three girls so Pete was taken in a different direction. He sat next to Ryan on the bed where Sheila had placed him, wearing a white lace bra, matching lace panties, a garter belt, white stockings, and white open toed mules with five-inch wedge heels. 

"Oh my God," sighed Pete staring at their reflection in the mirror on the back of the dorm room door. 

"You two look amazing, but as I promised you, if you cooperate with us, you'll be given masks so that your identities will be safe on camera," assured Sheila. She handed the two boys a pair of Mardi Gras masks. The one she gave Pete was green while Ryan was given a red one. The masks were elaborate with lots of beads and feathers. The guys looked in the mirror and were confident that their faces, at least, were concealed. 

"So, what do we have to do?" asked Ryan. 

"You'll be doing a movie with Alex," said Sheila. "You need to get him to cum on camera." 

"He's our friend," complained Pete. 

"Great, who better to get him off," said Sheila leading both boys over to Allison's room. When Allison let her in, Sheila could hardly believe it. He was still bound. The girls didn't dare release him, but they did complete his makeover. They had put him in a black baby doll nightie of Allison's with black stockings, and black strappy sandals



with a five-inch heel. He struggled in his bonds without much success. 

"This is a riot," said Mae. "They all look like such sluts." 

"They're going to be acting like it, too," said Sheila. 

"What's the plan?" asked Allison. 

"Well, we have all this nice camera equipment, let's put on a show. He said he was going to put some steamy footage up today, let's give his fans what he promised," explained Sheila. 

"Perfect," cooed Allison tussling Alex's hair, "You're going to be a movie star." 

"I'll have a little talk with Alex while you get things set up," said Sheila. Alex gave Sheila a dirty look. She knew if he wasn't bound, he wouldn't hesitate to attack her. She looked down at him almost imperiously. He couldn't even speak. He was but a worm beneath her feet. 

"Mmm!"  He tried to open his mouth, but the glue held strong. 

"That's going to be removed in a second, but first I want to explain your position to you. I have little pity for you. You are a leech and this hidden camera scheme of yours is going to end. We probably have enough evidence to get you locked up for a dozen years, not to mention kicked out of the university. I'm going to give you one and only chance to avoid much worse sexual encounters with men. Your fraternity brothers and you are about to make a little porno for us. Don't try to beg or plead because this is your punishment, Alex Brier. You have done this to yourself. 

Nod if you understand." 

Alex nodded. There was nothing else he could do. Maybe he could convince people it was just somebody who looked like him and not actually him in the video. 

"Get over on the bed and sit between your two frat brothers," instructed Sheila. When he was seated, Mae came over with a cotton ball that she had soaked in vegetable oil. It took a while, but soon his lips came unstuck. 

Allison took great joy in brushing a coat of ruby red lipstick on his now bare lips. 

Sheila then turned on the camera. They were now streaming live to Alex's website. She told Alex to grab each of the masked fraternity men's cocks and rub them until they were hardened. They were all humiliated and disgusted by what they were being asked to do, but Sheila and her friends gave them no choice. Soon both guys were sporting large erections. The look of horror on Alex's face as their cocks grew in his hands made Allison laugh out loud. 

"Now, sissies, let's have the sissy in black get in front and the sissy in white get in back," ordered Sheila. Mae remained off-camera as she handed Ryan a jar of lube for Alex's virgin asshole. Alex could hardly look the girls in the eye when Sheila ordered him to get on all fours. 





Alex was soon spit roasted. The camera was clearly focused on his face as Ryan and Pete matched their humping. Soon both men shot their loads into their frat brother in a spectacle of sissy humiliation. "Good job, bitches," said Sheila. "Now switch places." 







For nearly thirty minutes the people watching at home got a much different form of entertainment than they had expected. Many of them had probably turned off their computer before Sheila stepped in front of the camera and spoke, "We hope you have enjoyed tonight's episode of Jaguar Sex Theater as much as we did bringing it to you. 

Sadly, this site will now be shutting down. By the way, there are some really nasty files that were transmitted with this particular video." 

The last thing that viewers heard before the website went black was the menacing laugh of The Jaguar. 

EPILOGUE



"Well, you did it," said Mae as she watched her roommate remove her Jaguar disguise. 

"We all did," said Sheila. "Can I confess something? I kind of liked the feeling of power it gave me. I don't think that'll be the last appearance of The Jaguar.” 

"Where does this Jaguar thing come from?  I mean you're like a superhero or something." 

"A man who is really important to me once sailed to Brazil. He saw a jaguar close up and became fascinated with them. He was always telling me about them. I guess it kind of inspired me," said Sheila. "Besides, all those people who watched the website now have their screen blocked by a large black Jaguar. I like that." 

"Is that why you didn't just turn Alex over to the police?" 

"I figured this way we wouldn't just get him, but everybody who watched his twisted pornography. I won't lie though; I also wanted to punish him with my own hands. What he tried to do to Allison and those other girls was horrible." 

"So, you're going to do this again?" 

"I'm not going out and taking on a serial killer or the mob, but if I can help out other women who may be getting the short end of the stick, then I'm going to go for it." 

"That's actually kind of cool," said Mae. "The Jaguar strikes again." 



THE END
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