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The Piano Lesson – Her teacher wants her

Jane is hired to teach the very attractive Stacey how to play the piano. She finds it hard to focus and do her job and she keeps daydreaming about turning Stacey into her sleepy puppet. Until there’s not enough self-discipline left and she delves into her wardrobe to dig up some old bottle of chloroform to use on her student.


The Piano Lesson – Her Teacher Wants Her

Her pussy throbbed with desire. She bit her lip and stopped her hand from inching any closer to her crotch. Squeezing way too hard in her thigh, hoping the pain would drag her back to reality.

She was with a student, she couldn’t just start groping herself in the middle of a lesson. In between her teeth she sucked in some fresh air and deliberately slow she exhaled. She needed to control herself.

She was out of the game. It was so tempting, but she couldn’t, well she could, but she shouldn’t. It would risk everything she’d worked so hard to protect the last two decades.

Jane leaned against the window sill, mesmerized by the 23 year old college student who sat at the piano and played a simple etude. The sunlight shimmering in her hair, a pouty lip, her top leaving quite a bit of cleavage exposed, maybe even the tip of an erect nipple. No, it couldn’t be, that was probably just her imagination.

The fingers too heavy on the keys and the song sounded chompy. It would sound a whole lot better if she’d straightened her back, pulled her shoulders back and lifted her wrists, so her fingers could dance over the keys featherlight and fluent.

It was her job to tell her. Jane very well knew she was the one to correct Stacey’s figure. That’s what Stacey paid her to do, that’s why the girl was here in the first place. Yet Jane did nothing, she couldn’t trust herself. Her hand would linger on the lower back just a fraction too long and in correcting her shoulders she would stand a tad bit too close so her boobs would graze past the back of Stacey's head.

Jane exhaled once more, her breathing quivered with desire, nervous butterflies in her tummy. She felt alert and awake for the first time in two decades. It all came back so easily, the excitement, the heightened senses, the arousal. She could almost smell Stacey’s naivety.

Jane bit her lip and tried to figure out what to do. It was clear what she had to do, she had to treat Stacey like any other student. She just needed to figure out how she was going to pull that off while the other path was so enticing.

‘That wasn’t right, was it?’ Stacy said. She looked over her shoulder and stared at Jane with those bit questioning eyes, filled with faith, looking for reassurance, for guidance. If Jane said she would play better if she took that thick sweat vest off, with some lame excuse about her arms needing more freedom of motion, the girl would do so in an instant. Jane was absolutely sure about that.

‘Oh, I see,’ Stacy said. ‘I forgot about that little b, what’s it called again... like flat or something.’

‘Hm-mmm,’ Jane said.

‘That’s this button right?’ Stacey pressed one of the black keys and Jane nodded.

‘So should I start from the top or practice this phrase first?’

‘From the top,’ Jane said. She sharply inhaled and held her breath for a second. ‘And mind your posture,’ she mumbled. ‘Nothing's going to sound good if you’re slouching like a bag of potatoes over there.’

Stacey nodded and straightened her back. No touching necessary. She observed Stacey playing and as the music spread through the living room Jane quite easily lost herself in those little daydreams once more. She could let Stacey take her top off first, let her play in her bra, then correct her posture with touches that lasted a little bit too long, and Stacey would think nothing of it.

The world was misogynistic and this was one of the few benefits of being a woman.  Being a woman is what saved her from a life in prison. Two decades ago when the human trafficking ring she was a part of got rolled up by the feds, they all assumed she was a victim too, just because she was a 24 year old woman at the time. Off course eventually evidence came out that exposed she was the one to lure in new girls, to win their trust, to drug them with some pills or a rag of chloroform, to train them in servicing the boss and then to cash in on them when the boss came to collect them. Still the authorities all said she was a victim herself, that she was groomed and manipulated by the guys around her all along.

She was offered her freedom and a spot in the witness protection program if she’d testified against the others, which she then did. Not one person, not one single person throughout the whole process asked her why she did it, if maybe she’d liked seeing the girls succumb to the chloroform, if maybe she’d use their drugged bodies to froth up against and to satisfy herself. It just never occurred to anybody that she could’ve enjoyed a single second of that experience. 

Years later she confided in a therapist, but even they said she was the victim, that she was brainwashed and manipulated by them. Thinking she liked it was just a little mental acrobatics of her mind, her therapist said, because liking it sided her with the bad guys and she’d rather be a bad guy and be in control, than be a victim and acknowledge that random misfortune could happen to her for no reason whatsoever.

Jane had meekly agreed to that interpretation and stopped visiting that therapist a few months later.

‘Hmmmm,’ Jane uttered.

‘What?’ Stacey said, startled she stopped playing. ‘Wasn’t that right? I didn’t forget another flat did I?’

Jane was spooked by the moan that had just come over her lips, moaning showed a serious lack of self-control. She had to get herself together or Stacey would naked in Jane’s bed, knocked out by chloroform before the lesson was over.

‘Yeah, no, no,’ Jane mumbled. ‘No that wasn’t right.’ She didn’t know about the flats because she hadn’t been paying attention. ‘Just lift your wrist more sweety,’ she mumbled she reached over and pulled Stacey’s wrist a tiny little bit in the air, so her hand and fingers floated right above the keys.

‘There,’ she said without letting go of Stacey’s arm. ‘Feel the difference.’ Her index finger gently caressed the back of Stacey’s hand. She leaned in a bit too closely. She could smell Stacey, she could feel Stacey’s shoulder pressing into her boob, she felt the warmth of that body glowing against her skin.

An exhale filled with desire, oh how she’d longed to bury her face into her pussy, to sink her fingers into those perky boobs, to see her confused little eyes roll in their sockets because of the chloroform.

Jane bit her lip and only barely managed to suppress a next moan.

‘Just practice this phrase a few times, and remember to keep your wrists high,’ Jane said speaking too quickly, the words tumbled out of her mouth. ‘I’m going to grab something from the bedroom.’ She didn’t know why she’d said that out loud. ‘Something to help you relax, there’s way too much tension in your muscles, that’s taking the soul out of the music, that’s making it sound all too staccato, too choppy, you understand. Just practice, keep practicing.’

Jane hasted herself into the bedroom, she closed the door and slammed her head into the wall.

What was happening to her? Why couldn’t she shake this desire? Why couldn’t she control those impulses? Granted Stacey was an exceptional specimen when it came to women, from the tip tilted nose, to the puffy lips all the way down to her perfect figure, slim without being skinny, curvy without being floppy.

She grabbed a bottle of chloroform from the box in the back of her wardrobe. For years she’d urged herself to get rid of those silly memories. Now her fingers closed around the cool glass. She knew full well why she hadn’t thrown anything away. This was who she really was. The primal intuition surged in her veins. This was her true self, this was who she was meant to be.

She grabbed a little face towel and folded it up, neatly into a little square. It was a ritual, that put her in the right mindset. She was transported back to a time when this was her daily life. What a thrill it was, each and every time, in hindsight those were the happiest years of her life. Down in the living room the music stopped.

‘Are you alright?’ Stacey’s voice echoed questioningly through her apartment.

‘Yes.’ Jane yelled. ‘Be right out. Just practice.’

Jane splashed her face with water and tried to cool off. She didn’t have to do it, she didn’t have to risk it. She could just come out and say she couldn’t find the thing that was supposed to help her student.

‘There, found it,’ Jane said as she walked back into the living room. She felt powerful, this strength throbbing through her chest. She was in charge now. Completely in control she walked back over to Stacey.

‘Are you sure you’re okay?’ Stacey asked. ‘You seem a little off, a little distracted, I can go if you want to. We can just reschedule.’

‘I’m fine.’ Jane said. ‘I was just figuring out what to do with you.’

‘What to do with me?’ Stacey asked.

Jane gave her a charming and beguiling smile that always seemed to reassure her victims in the past. ‘How to approach teaching you,’ she said. She opened the little bottle of chloroform and pressed the towel against the opening. Turning it around three times, douching the cloth, then carefully closing the bottle again. If a struggle ensued you didn’t want anybody accidentally kicking over an open bottle of chloroform or you’d both be knocked out within seconds.

She doubted Stacey would put up much of a struggle.

‘Now sit up straight,’ Jane said. ‘Shoulders back, wrists up.’ She stood very close behind Stacey. ‘I’m going to have you breath in a little bit of this,’ she said. ‘It’s going to help you be better.’ She mumbled. She put the cloth in front of Stacey’s face.

Stacey coughed. ‘Wow, that’s pungent,’ she said. ‘What is it?’

‘Start playing.’ Jane said. ‘From the top.’

Stacey put her fingers on the piano keys and played the first few measures.

Jane felt a throb in her pussy, Stacey was even more gullible than she’d expected, she played halfway through the song before she started to protest. 

‘I...’ Stacey mumbled. She pushed the cloth away from her face. ‘I’m getting a bit lightheaded.’ She said. ‘It’s too much. I need a little break.’

‘Okay.’ Jane said benevolent. She pulled the cloth a bit to the side to give the illusion of a little break, even though the fumes would still be up in her face and all around her.

‘What is that stuff anyway?’ Stacey asked. ‘At first I felt like this warm glow in my neck and shoulders so I figured those were my muscles relaxing, but then... I mean... I’m... lightheaded and dizzy and...’ Her stuttering and stammering was adorable.

‘Remember your posture.’ Jane said. ‘Pull your shoulders back, sweetheart.’ Her free hand gently massaging Stacey’s shoulder, caressing the curve of her neck. She tugged on the shoulder and Stacey’s body leaned backwards. Her back resting against Jane’s tummy.

‘That’s enough of a break.’ Jane said. ‘Start from the top.’

‘But...’ Stacey mumbled. Uncoordinated she put her fingers back on the keys this time she didn’t even make it to two full bars, just a few beats in and her hand limply fell down. Her body leaning heavier and heavier against Jane’s tummy.

‘I...’ Stacey mumbled. ‘I don’t... I need...’ Her words slurred. It would be easy to just fold the cloth over her nose and mouth and knock her out completely. But Jane didn’t want to do that yet. She wanted to see it, she wanted to see those eyes roll, that mind succumb, she wanted to see her slip into oblivion.

She removed the cloth.

‘Come,’ she said. She tried to turn the girl around so she could look her in the face. Stacey got up, swaying and wobbling she stumbled away from the piano. Clearly she’d misjudged Stacey. She had more of a spirit than Jane initially thought.

‘Where are you going?’ Jane said.

Stacey stumbled into the wall and held herself up right.

‘Dizzy...’ She mumbled. ‘Water.’

Jane chuckled. ‘Are you a bit dizzy sweetheart?’ She asked in a faux-caring voice. ‘I don’t think water is going to help you, maybe you need to sit down before you tip over and hurt yourself.’

‘Yeah,’ Stacey nodded.

‘Come,’ Jane said. ‘I have the perfect place for you to sit down.’ She grabbed Stacey’s elbow and guided the unsteady college student into the bedroom. She put Stacey on the edge of the bed, a bit dazed and dimwitted the girl kept sitting there, her hand grabbing into a silk sheet.

‘Is this...’ She mumbled with a slurred voice. ‘... do you sleep here?’

‘I do.’ Jane said.

‘Why?’ Stacey asked.

‘Because you’re a bit dizzy.’ Jane said. She put the cloth close to Stacey’s face again. Confused she saw the girl looking at it. Blinking her eyes and opening them again, lifting her eyebrows in an attempt to open her eyes even further. It was cute.

‘But...’ Stacey mumbled. She lifted her hand and with the very little strength she had left she tried to push the cloth away. Her fingers resting on Jane’s arm. ‘I don’t want that.’ Stacey said whining. Her eyes already glassed over.

‘I know,’ Jane said. ‘Off course you don’t want to be dizzy.’

‘No.’ Stacey said. Her fingers slipped from Jane’s wrist and limply dropped into her lap. Her head lulling on her shoulders and her eyes were having a party of their own. Going cross-eyed, rolling up in her skull, fluttering close and then going cross-eyed again after an attempt to open them.

‘I think I’m going to faint.’ Stacey’s voice sounded so weak now. ‘It’s that stuff, it’s your stuff, it’s making me...’ Her voice trailed off and Jane removed the cloth giving Stacey a little bit of fresh air.

‘O boy,’ she mumbled, ‘In that case you’d better lie down.’

‘What?’ Stacey mumbled.

‘Come,’ Jane said. She put her hands underneath Stacey’s arms and dragged her further onto the bed, until she was laying there all sprawled out.

‘Nooooo,’ Stacey slurred. ‘Thassss woooorsssee.’

Jane sat down on Stacy’s tummy. Her pussy throbbed with horniness, a wet spot in the fabric of her panties, maybe it even leaked down to her pants. She rubbed her pussy over Stacey’s belly. Stacey just moaned.

‘Wazzzz happenin... wazzz...’

‘You’re about to pass out,’ Jane said. ‘Maybe we should take your sweat vest off, give you a bit of air?’

‘Yeah,’ Stacy said agreeable.

Jane lifted her from the bed enough to pull the hoodie over her head, and in one swooping motion she got rid of the top underneath as well, she even disposed of the bra before she lowered Stacy back on the bed.

‘Is that better?’ She asked Stacy. ‘Are you feeling better?’

Groggy and puzzled the college student looked up at her. She moaned a little and frowned. She lifted her hand up to feel her face.

‘You have no clue what’s going on anymore do you?’ Jane asked. She ran her thumb over the the girls puffy lips, and then she traced a line all the way down to the tittie and pinched the nipple. The girl barely even reacted, she was probably too sedated to feel anything.

‘It hurts,’ Stacey mumbled.

Surprised Jane lifted one eyebrows. She pinched the nipple again, squeezing it between thumb and index finger, pulling on it. ‘Does it now?’ She asked.

‘My head hurts,’ Stacey mumbled.

‘Oh,’ Jane said, ‘yeah that makes more sense, that means you’re body is breaking down the chloroform, here have a bit more, it’ll help.’ She grabbed the cloth and put it in front of Stacey’s face once more.

The girl briefly scrunched up her nose at the smell but soon Jane saw this wave of complacency pass over her face. Her body relaxing, her hand limply and paralyzed dropping down onto the blankets, she kept the chloroform close until the head was lulling and the eyes rolling. With every exhale the girl moaned a little bit as if she was trying to say something still, trying to protest, but she was just too sedated to do so.

‘See, that’s better now, isn’t it?’ She opened the limp fingers of the girl and put the cloth in the palm of her hand. ‘Now whenever you feel that headache coming back, you’ll just put that towel close to your face again and you’ll feel better.’

Stacey didn’t respond, she wasn’t fully unconscious yet, but she was far enough away from consciousness. In the past she’d managed a few times to get girls to chloroform themselves, but those were girls she’d worked on for weeks before she’d finally made her move. She doubted she would get Stacey in a state today we’re she’d willingly and unprompted would push the cloth of chloroform into her own face.

Jane unzipped Stacey’s jeans, she tugged on the waistband pulled everything down. Impatiently she wrestled to get her ankles out of the crumpled up jeans, but then she had Stacey exactly were she wanted. Completely naked, completely incapacitated, completely hers to do with as she pleased. She ran her hand over the smooth skin. Because the girl was laying on her back the boobs had flattened out a bit, but her nipples were erectly prodding forward. Jane flicked her finger against the nipple and a weak moan came from Stacey’s mouth. She ran her fingers across the archway of the ribcage, the sunken tummy, with the cutest little belly button and then the vulva, a silky smooth hill. Gently she lifted up the knee and folded it outwards and then she did the same with the other leg until the pussy was exposed. A cute pink pussy she had, her inner labia neatly tucked away between her puffier outer labia. She ran her finger over the flesh that softly dented and gave way underneath her touch. The pussy was almost just a little line, except for the little clit that peeped out on top, a little frumple of pink skin, reaching out its head just barely above the swollen labia.

She brought her face over to the pussy and deeply inhaled the musky smell of horniness. She lapped her tongue around the clit.

Stacey’s body squirmed and some whining came over her lips.

‘Ssh, ssh, ssh,’ Jane said. Circling the clit another time. Feeling the warm skin, slippery with her own saliva, passing underneath her tongue. ‘It’s okay, sweetheart.’

‘Wazzz goinnnn’ onnnnn?’ She slurred confused. ‘I... don’t feelllll good.’

‘We will change that,’ Jane promised. ‘I’ll make you feel better, I’ll even bring you to orgasm if you’ll let me.’

‘What?’ Stacey mumbled.

‘Stop talking,’ Jane said. She folded Stacy’s hand with the cloth over her face.

‘Huh?’ Stacey said confused.

‘Just breath. Just keeping you docile, that feels better right?’ Jane said. As Stacey was going cross eyed, Jane put her index finger up against her clit and started stimulating the almost unconscious woman. A moan. A moan in protest or in pleasure, that was hard to tell at this point. The eyes fluttering and rolling up, the hand slipping away from her face.

‘Good girl,’ Jane said. ‘Well done, nice and sleepy.’ She returned to the pussy, she spread the outer labia to marvel at the inner labia and the warm moist entrance to her slit. She pressed her mouth against the little hole and dipped her tongue inside. Deeper and deeper she fucked the stuporous girl with her tongue. Her mouth slippery with saliva and juices that oozed out of the pussy. She folded her lips around the vulva and suckled.

Oh, how she’d missed this. It was unimaginable she had gone more than twenty years without. She moaned into the the slimy folds. Feeling quite helpless and almost deliriously aroused herself. She needed this, she needed this so badly. She didn’t know where to start. Jane’s pussy a ticking time bomb just waiting to explode, but she didn’t want to cum yet, she wanted to enjoy this moment a little while longer... a lot while longer, she wanted to stay here in this moment for eternity.

She panted into the pussy, trusting with her tongue, when her jaw hurt she’d swirl around the clit a few times only to dive in deep again a fraction of a moment later. She frothed her pussy up against the blankets, and then realized how silly that was, with this drugged sleepy girl right here. She wrapped her knee around the limp leg and frothed herself up against a calve.

The girl was waking up again... well she was far from awake, but she slowly moved up through the different levels of impaired consciousness, it started with a little moaning, then some involuntary movements, her body just squirming her back arching. Then came the voluntary movements, her hand reaching down and her fingers resting on Jane’s head, this was the time to intervene, to give her a little bit more of the chloroform, but Jane wasn’t ready yet to let go of the pussy. It was simply too addictive.

‘Whaaaa yaaa doin?’ Stacey mumbled.

Jane moaned into the little pussy, she flicked her tongue rapidly over the clit trying to force a little moan out of Stacey’s mouth, and low and behold, it wasn’t exactly a moan, but she still lured out a high pitched squeal that was clearly an expression of pleasure and arousal.

Even more determined Jane applied herself. Suckling and licking the clit and simultaneously she entered the little pussy with two fingers, trusting back and forth, she’d felt the insides cramp around her fingers.

The girl was now apparently awake enough to lift her head, to push herself up and to look down at her pussy. With a dazed a glassy look in her eyes she just gazed at Jane. ‘I... I don’t understand.’ She mumbled. ‘I... I don’t think we’re supposed to do this, this isn’t right.’ She tried to inch away from her.

‘Ssh,’ Jane said. ‘It’s okay.’ She had to leave the pussy alone for a moment to reached for the chloroform. ‘It’s okay sweety, just be quiet, just work with me here, okay?’

With her one hand she pushed the cloth in Stacey’s face, while with her other hand she kept on finger fucking the girl.

Stacey very quickly stopped protesting. Numb and dazed she sank back on the bed intuitively spreading her legs a little wider. Her pussy squeezed tightly around Jane’s fingers and once in a while there was a little twitch in her thigh. Jane made sure not to give the girl too much chloroform, just enough to comply, but not enough to knock her out completely and chase this oncoming orgasm away.

Jane was entirely focused on the woman in her bed. All her senses were heightened, every twitch, every moan. Stacey breathing getting shorter and more superficial the more aroused she was, but deeper and slower when she was sinking into the lesser levels of consciousness. Vigilantly she observed everything as if she was still that 20 some year old, as if this was still her job.

She knew exactly what to do to get the girl right up to the edge of ecstasy without waking her up so much she would resist.

A moan. Stacy’s back arched backwards, she was almost there, almost...

‘Cum,’ she mumbled when she noticed the drugged college student going over the edge. ‘Go on then, cum for me.’

Another helpless moan came over Stacey’s lips as she felt the pussy clamping down around her fingers. The hips rocking, the body convulsing. Stacy’s moan morphed into a scream.

‘Ssh,’ She said. ‘Think about the neighbors.’

Although Stacy probably didn’t think at all. Jane muffled the screams with the cloth of chloroform. Stacy gasped for air and inhaled large amounts of the intoxicating vapors and soon she was subdued and docile again. A practically limp and paralyzed body, a head that aimlessly lulled from side to side and eyes that fluttered and rolled shut.

Her turn. Jane undressed herself and hurled her clothes on the ground. She lifted the legs of the obtunded college girl and basically folded her in half. Exposing the pussy and the ass. She climbed on top of her and rubbed her groin over Stacey’s.

She was so horny everything was gliding and slippery. Her labia rhythmically grazing over the girl’s vulva. She tilted her hips a little bit until she found a way to stimulate her own clit on the silky wet folds.

She couldn’t suppress a moan, for a moment she tried, but soon she didn’t give a fuck about any of the neighbors. All she cared about was her own arousal. Her pussy squished against the pussy underneath her. There were two decades of sexual frustration waiting to get out, two decades worth of orgasms stacked up. She wanted to edge, let her orgasm fade away, then edge again, over and over again, she wanted to keep Stacy drugged and docile for hours, edging herself for hours.

There was very little self-discipline left though, and already the very first orgasm that bubbled up she couldn’t stop herself. She frantically kept on scissoring and the climax that had been lurking right under the surface broke through.

She couldn’t even scream it was so god awfully delicious. Her mouth open but no sound came out, there was just this bewilderment over how good her body could make her feel. Flabbergasted how on earth could she ever forget an orgasm could feel like this. Her whole body trembled and shook. She got dizzy from her own pleasure. Her arms buckled and she slumped down on top of the girl. Only realizing the cloth of chloroform was mere inches from her own face. Haphazardly she swung at it, flinging it off the bed to the other side of the room.

With the remnants of her climax still lingering in her body, she pulled the drugged girl in an embrace, wrapped her arms around her, kissed her on her ear and in her neck. She enjoyed the last remnants of her orgasm fading away.

‘Fuck,’ she whispered into Stacey’s hair. ‘Fuck I needed that badly.’

‘Huh,’ Stacy asked. She moaned a little bit and seemed to be coming around again.

‘It’s okay,’ Jane whispered. ‘Just go back to sleep.’

‘Okay,’ Stacey mumbled obediently and groggy she closed her mouth and just laid on the bed, staring upwards into oblivion.

Jane laughed. She looked around and tried to find the chloroform. A few moment ago she’d swatted it away, but where did it end up? She got up from the bed, got herself dressed again while looking for the cloth and eventually she found the little face towel dangling on a lamp shade. She grabbed it an put it over the girls face. Her chest filled with affection as she saw the eyes rolling up and the girl succumbing to the sleep.

She looked down on her little prey, her little prize. Unsure of what to do next. In the past all she had to do was keeping them sedated until the big boss came to take them off her hands, but that big boss was still in jail, thanks to her.

She rubbed her own face while trying to think of a solution. With the luring thrill of her orgasm gone, she felt stupid and kind of horrified with herself. How could she have ever let it come this far? She had been careless and weak. If Stacey woke up and notified the authorities she would go to jail for a long time, but if she remained here as Jane’s sleepy puppet eventually the authorities would get involved too.

Jane sat down next to Stacey’s groggy body. She rubbed her hand over the knee and the thigh and then decided she at least needed to clean the girl up. With some toilet paper she wiped the excess fluids from her pussy and then she hoisted the girl back in her jeans and her sweatshirt.

Maybe there was a way to gaslight her, to convince her that none of it really happened, that it all had been a dream. She picked the girl up and dragged her back to the living room, she draped her on the ground next to the piano stool, positioning her arms and legs, and then repositioning them. How would someone lie if they’d just fainted? Or should she put her on the couch maybe... yeah... maybe the couch was a better idea.

Stacy was already stirring and waking up, so Jane just rolled with it. Groggily the girl rubbed her eyes, a little whining moan, and then a confused moan. She opened her eyes looked at Jane for a moment without really seeing everything and then she closed her eyes again with a grunt.

‘Hey, Stacy?’ Jane said innocently. She shook on Stacy’s shoulder. ‘Are you okay girl?’ She asked.

Stacy’s stretched out and moaned again.

‘Whass going on?’ She mumbled. Her voice still slurring.

‘I don’t know.’ Jane said. ‘One moment you’re playing the piano, the next moment you’re down on the ground.’ She tried come off as if she was shaken up about it herself, but any tremble in her voice was more fueled by nerves and the fear that this wasn’t going to work, than that it had to do with her acting skills.

Stacy grimaced and reached for her head.

‘It hurts.’ She said.

‘I can imagine,’ Jane said. ‘You bonked it really hard when you hit the ground, it all happened so quickly I was too late to catch you. I was about to call for help but then you started to wake up.’

Stacey rubbed her head. ‘Do you reckon I have a concussion?’ She asked. ‘Ask me what day it is?’

‘What day is it?’ Jane asked.

‘Thursday,’ Stacey said decisively. ‘So no concussion.’

‘Should I still call someone?’ Jane asked, silently praying the girl would say no. Although her mind was already calculating what she could say to the EMT’s, as long as they didn’t do a tox-screen and Stacey wouldn’t say anything about being drugged and being used as a sex toy then she was still in the clear.

‘Do you have medical insurance?’ She asked. ‘I don’t want to send you or your parents into dept over nothing if it turns out just to be a simple fainting spell.’

‘I’m fine, I’m fine.’ Stacy said. ‘No need to call anyone.’ She tried to get up, but as soon as she was upright she swayed and her eyes rolled up in her head again. ‘No...’ she mumbled weakly. ‘I’m not fine... I’m...’ She moaned a little.

‘Come.’ Jane said decisively grabbing the girl at her shoulders and guiding her to the couch. ‘Sit before you go down again.’

‘Yeah,’ Stacey said meekly.

‘You shouldn’t have stand up too quickly.’

‘No,’ Stacey said agreeable.

‘Stay there.’ Jane said. She went to get Stacey a glass of water and she wet a little wash cloth to dab her forehead. Stacey took a few sips, but when Jane attempted to dab her forehead she tensed up and tried to ward off Jane’s hands. Too late Jane realized the wash cloth must have reminded Stacey of the chloroform.

‘It’s okay,’ Jane mumbled. ‘Just take your time.’

Stacey squinted her eyes while she looked at Jane and then she rubbed her head.

‘Does it still hurt?’ Jane asked. ‘Do you want me to get you some ice, or a pain killer or something?’

‘I... I think I have to go now.’ Stacey said with a hint of panic in her voice.

Jane pressed her lips together, she didn’t want to let Stacey go, not now, not until she could make a reliable assessment on whether she would be in trouble or not.

‘It seems irresponsible to let you go home by yourself,’ She said. ‘Maybe you can call a friend to pick you up?’

‘No,’ Stacey said. ‘No I want to go now.’ She got up from the couch and a bit uncoordinated she made her way to the door. She bumped her shoulder against the door frame and stumbled into the hallway of the apartment complex. Swaying as if she was drunk she stumbled through the hallways. In an impulse Jane grabbed her wrist and guided her back to the apartment.

‘Honey,’ she said. ‘You’re in no state to drive right now. Maybe we should call a doctor and have you checked out.’

Back in the day, their little network had their own in-house doctor, if only she had someone like that, someone who was in on the gig and who could reliably play doctor, convince the girl that whatever happening to her was all completely natural and had nothing to do with the bouts of chloroform Jane had her inhale.

‘Come sit down,’ Jane said. She forced Stacey on the couch. She picked up the wash cloth and despite seeing Stacey tense up, she gently put the cool fabric against her forehead. ‘There,’ she said. ‘That’s better isn’t it? You hold it yourself,’ she encouraged Stacey. ‘You know where it hurts the most, the cold will stop the swelling.’ Stacey picked up the cloth, she looked at it, than she looked at Jane again and a moment later she obliged and pressed it against her head.

‘I don’t even know where to put it. It hurts everywhere.’ She mumbled a bit defeated. She deflated into the pillows of the couch. ‘Thanks,’ she mumbled. ‘Thanks for taking care of me... I just... I feel... I don’t even know what I should feel. I don’t think I’ve ever fainted before.’

‘Maybe you didn’t faint,’ Jane said. ‘Maybe you had some sort of seizure, right before you went down, you were a bit... incoherent and paranoid, almost as if you were having delusions or something.’

Stacey didn’t respond. She just folded the wet wash cloth inside out and pressed it against another spot on her head.

‘Are you... do you... do you remember having those delusions?’ Jane asked. If she did remember anything that happened this afternoon, calling her memories delusions was a stroke of genius, however if she didn’t remember she might be pushing her luck and Stacey might go looking for memories. Still she had to know, she had to know, what, if any of their little encounter Stacey did remember.

‘No,’ Stacey said. ‘Or I don’t know... maybe... there’s like...my mind is a bit foggy still and there are like little shards and images that...’ She looked at Jane and then blushed. ‘Never mind.’ She said. ‘Maybe I will call a friend to pick me up.’ She grabbed her phone and a moment later she announced that her friend Jessica would come.

‘Good.’ Jane said. Already trying to calculate what to say to Jessica when she got here. She should definitely mention the delusions, that was a perfect way to discredit any accusations against her before they ever arose. Very cautiously she allowed herself to hope everything would work out to her benefit.

When Jessica arrived Stacey got her wallet out.

‘No, no, no,’ Jane said. ‘Don’t worry about it... I hardly taught you anything today, this lesson is on me, use those dollars to get yourself checked out at the doctors.’

‘Okay,’ Stacey said nodding. ‘Okay, so next week, same time?’

Jane nodded. Stacey was already a whole lot more lucid and stable when she walked away next to Jessica through the hallway of the apartment complex.

‘Thanks for coming,’ Stacey said. ‘I suddenly felt... just... I don’t know I guess I fainted.’

‘Girl you were probably still drunk from last night and that made you tumble off that piano stool.’ Jessica said cheery.

Stacey laughed now too. ‘I guess so,’ she said. ‘When I was out I had like the most embarrassing dream... It’s confusing like... because it feels... stupid.’

‘How embarrassing?’ Jessica said. ‘Being naked while doing your presentation embarrassing or having sex with your best friend's brother embarrassing.’

‘More the last thing.’

‘Girlfriend, you don’t fancy Kyle do you?’

‘Not Kyle.’ Stacey said chuckling.

‘Then who?’ Jessica asked.

Much to Jane’s regret she couldn’t hear what was said after that, because they stepped into the elevator and the doors closed.

She sighed as she shut the door of the apartment. She sat down on the piano stool and started playing. The music swirled around her. She should cancel Stacey’s next appointment, that would be the sensible thing to do. Although if she had put any value on common sense, today wouldn’t have happened in the first place.

Jessica was a cute one too. She could probably work Stacey, it wouldn’t be that difficult to turn her into a scout just like she had been years ago. Stacey would be her little slave, the one that chloroformed herself and maybe she could even train her to cum on command. Over time she could make her believe that this live turned her on as much as it turned Jane on. And then Stacey would bring her new girls, and off course her first assignment would be to bring in Jessica. She could build her own network. 

Jane closed her eyes as she continued to play the piano, she imagined herself sitting in a bath tub with a glass of champagne, her girls washing her feet, washing her back, feeding her grapes, just like how she had been expected to service the big boss. She could be the big boss now.

She shouldn’t, she wouldn’t, but she could.


Recommended Reading

Spoil yourself with another story!

Drugged Damsels
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Seven short stories guaranteed to titillate the sleep fetishist in all of us.

The Loving Lesbians of Sweet Dreams Spa
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Romy is a young lesbian that hasn’t come out of the closet yet, and Fay Williams the CEO of Sweet Dreams Spa is a charming and gorgeous lady. Despite the age difference Romy falls head over heels in love with her. Her love is all consuming and feels like nothing she's ever known before. Fay makes her giggly and insecure. She doesn't understand why she's so obsessed with Fay, she doesn't know why she's falling so hard for this women. Could the treatments in the Spa have anything to do with it? Could they indeed be using illegal substances? Might they even be brainwashing her?


Coming December 2022

Trapped In Augmented Reality
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Cassie signs a contract that saves her sisters life. In exchange she agrees to come work for Ellipsis, the largest tech-company in the world. However Robin Seymour, the CEO, seems to have an obsession with Cassie that breaks all professional boundaries, and she uses the tech developed in her company to control Cassie’s feelings and change her deepest desires.


Note from the Author

Thank you so much for reading this story. And if you’re reading this, you’re my favorite type of reader! You’re awesome!

I hereby invite you to reach out, to let me know how you liked my stories and leave a review with your favorite vendor.

I started writing these stories, because I felt alone with my fantasies and my kinks, now I’ve found an awesome community of like minded people. So thank you for being a part of that community and if you haven’t yet done so, please connect with us on Fetlife or Twitter!

Support me and my writings by leaving a review, by marking me as favorite on my Smashwords Author Page or by following me on my Amazon page.

Fetlife: Sara_Quill

Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill

I love to hear from you soon!

Lot’s of love,

Sara M. Quill
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