
Detention with Candace - Part 1
written for Baroness V by Dom Rizzo

35 year old Candace was a hot, blonde, busty female teacher
who had taught History Class in the local high school.  Her
days consisted of teaching among the teenagers with raging
hormones, insecurities and adolescent rage.  This combination always led to bullying and sometimes 
fist fights.  Years of watching boys break their opponent’s nose, teeth and eye sockets had run its 
course, if it even elevated to that scene.  Usually the male teachers or school security would 
intervene and break up the scuffle. Candace would race to see the fight when the yelling and 
screaming echoed through the halls only to find one of the boys being held back pretending to want 
to continue the fight.  

For Candace, it was a slippery slope, in many ways. Watching fights were no longer doing it for her.  
She found herself wanting more and more gore. It took more and more to get her off. This could still 
very exciting for her. Weird for her to remember when one muscle bound man punching another in 
the face was enough to get her wet and breathing hard... now it is a white boy screaming in pain, 
that gets her excited. She desired something more and as she sat with her sister at the local bar in 
Fireside she discussed just that in the back of the bar while they drank beer and watched sweaty men
in octagon cages attempt to destroy each other on the flat screens that lined the bar, mixed in with 
other flat screens televising basketball, baseball and hockey.  “You know Deborah, for me, I don't 
really get into the idea of the woman being the one committing the violent act, as in your marriage... 
I would prefer it if it was a male being beaten or killed by another male, while the female watches 
and gets off on it, then rewards the victor for his efforts. For this I knew I needed to leave the high 
school for my own sake.  I wasn’t there anymore.  I was handing out packets and ghosting through 
the school.” 

“We are not that far apart Candace, just because I love putting my husband in extreme bondage for a
brutal whipping as he licks my sweaty shoes and feet does not mean I am oblivious to how you feel. “
Her 3 year older sister Deborah offered smiling as she thought of her husband at this very moment.  
Her bare feet with pedicured black toe nails were imprisoned in knee high boots while her husband 
right now was hanging upside down in the basement awaiting his weekly whipping. 

“For me, one of the ultimate fantasies I can't get out of my mind is when I read these stories of young
American white boys being lured by men or women, and the next thing you know they're being 
tortured by muscular black men and I would love to taunt the victims as they are being tortured, I 
could even be the one luring the victims to their fate with the promise of sex. Then I reward the black
man or black men for a job well done.  And sometimes, as you know, the beatings can be brutal. I do 
not care.  Then at night I will masturbate furiously to them.” Candace detailed in a lower voice 
concerned someone would hear her.  “My fantasies are extreme like yours, but I could be in serious 
trouble with mine. For all I know secret service agents could be at my front door.” Candace said with 
a mix of anger and resentment. 



“That is the reason they created gags and cages, sis. I sometimes wonder if the company that makes 
duct tape sells more of their sticky product to Sadists instead of carpenters.  I could be arrested 
tomorrow morning for what I will do to him tonight.” Deborah said sincerely.  And do you really think
you are the only one who likes this shit?”  She asked, “It is not that simple, Deborah….”  Candace 
responded but was interrupted by her sister.  “I wanted to bring you here tonight for a reason.” 
Deborah said putting her beer down completely understanding how her sister felt.  “As you know, I 
have been the new principal at the high school on the other side of Fireside.  Fireside High School is 
small unknown and forgotten.”  She said taking the last of her beer.  “I know everything about the 
old building. There are a lot of tall handsome black male teachers with muscular good looking black 
male students. There are cliques, especially with the black males. Quite a few small weak nerds, I 
imagine you would love to keep them for detention.  Your feet up on the desk as little Johnny is 
tortured to your liking by 6’4 235 pound football player Denzel and 6’2 210 pound basketball player 
Tyrone.  Deborah said smiling from ear to ear.  Even she was getting aroused at the sight of little 
Johnny beneath her sister’s heel as Deborah watched the boy slowly get beaten by 2 black men. 
School reopens in a week and you could be the new History/Detention teacher.  

Candace drove into the nearly empty high school parking lot with her black SUV the day before 
school opened.  Parked and walked towards the small, plain building.  Concrete walls of grey, 
classroom style windows, the usual yew bushes around the outside with the occasional flower 
gardens sprinkled around.  Cement pathways leading to several doors around the perimeter of the 
school.  She walked into the plain building, the interior smelled of a combination of fresh paint, 
bleach and lemon.  Candace immediately found her sister’s office and walked over to Deborah sitting 
at her large principal desk.  She was on the phone.  “Fucking Superintendent Asshole.”She said 
holding her hand over the receiver.  She handed Candace a piece of paper.  It was a list of names, all 
were freshman with the class period they would see Candace. Her classroom would also be used as 
the detention room and was room 105, very close to the principal’s office, another plain boring room
in this plain boring school.  Wooden desks with separated wooden chairs, dry erase boards scattered 
around on white walls.  Her classroom was one of the few without windows.  She had a massive oak 
desk with a large black chair with leather backing that supported her thighs, ass, back and entire 
head.  She leaned back, plenty of room to spread her legs to expose herself, plenty of room beneath 
her desk for reward and punishment.  She examined the drawers of her desk. Her sister had supplied 
her with pens, pencils, paper, paper clips, the usual school shit.  The bottom drawers on each side 
were the largest and filled with duct tape, nylon rope, brass knuckles, and black martial arts gloves.

Candace organized her desk and made it professional with the sane supplies given to her from her 
sister.  But she knew she had been pushed into her fantasy world where her sadistic mind could take 
over and make freshman realize they are living in hell.  Her mind now the only restriction saving 
these boys from torture, though she knew she would eventually think of something evil and brand 
new with each poor boy, the realization that the boys on the paper, now just names with no 
emotions or feelings, would be pawns in her twisted game of Chess to be used and abused, 
humiliated and spent like they mean nothing to her made her aroused beyond any video she had 
ever seen.  



 “You need a drink”, Deborah said surprising her sister.  Candace had been lost in the room, her mind 
already housing boy nerds like a dungeon.  Her sister startled her, she had been wondering if she was
ready for this, this roller coaster of a ride, so severe, so much fun and yet the possibility of the police 
at her door.  She knew once she climbed aboard the “roller coaster”, there was no exiting before it 
had run its course. This was scary and exciting in the beginning and then very unsure as the machine 
ascended up and into the unknown.  The twists and turns of her mind and body only adding to the 
arousal she was feeling.  

At dinner her sister toyed with the idea of telling Candace the truth.  But, Deborah recognized her 
sister’s excited behavior, her arrogant attitude.  They were sitting in a corner booth, talking softly.  
Candace was teasing a boy half her age with a high heel dangle off her deep red pedicured toes.  The 
boy’s eyes lost under the table as she ate her medium rare steak and his innocent heart.  “Everything 
you ever wanted to do can be done at this school.  This is what you have always wanted? Then make 
it happen and leave the boys to fall for me to handle.” Deborah said holding back most of the 
information not needed to be shared with Candace.  

The first day of school Candace dressed in a tight black dress showcasing her large breasts, tight hips 
and long legs.  She decided to wear the black heels from the previous night on bare freshly shaven 
legs.  Her pedicured toes gently slipped into her well-worn shoes and she was off to the Fireside high 
school. 

Deborah had told her how the black students outnumbered the white students but seeing the 
difference was so much different.  As Candace leaned against her classroom door frame, her long 
blonde hair falling around her face and straddling her shoulders, her arms crossed, her right heel 
fidgety while her left heel remained still, she watched the sea of black boys overtake the white boys 
in population and dominance as the older, more masculine black males soon to be men walked 
through the halls pushing and shoving the small white boys into the lockers.  They would either push 
them so hard their faces would fall into the hard metal or they would grab the back of their heads 
and slam their face into the hard metal lockers. None of the white nerds ever fought back as the 18 
year old seniors were bigger taller and stronger.  She wondered who had the misfortune of being on 
her list.  As she watched this and waited for class, she was matching 2 massive black 18 year old 
males with one 14 or 15 year old white boy and fantasizing already to the small boy’s pain.  A male 
teacher walking to his class shook his head from side to side, “Doesn’t matter that school has been 
open for only a day. “He began, “every day we will be forced to tolerate bullying or fighting because 
the principal says we cannot get involved.” He mutters as the bell rang signaling the beginning of 
class.  Candace stares at him coldly.  She walks into her classroom for roll call and then the start of 
classes.  First period did not contain any of the names on the list and her first class like the others to 
follow was the usual “My name is Ms. Apples, this class will be challenging for some of you….”

As she spoke she walked around the class taking notice of who stared at her shoes, legs, ass and 
chest.  The girls looked bored as the boys drooled.  She would lean her butt against her desk, her legs
crossed and arms folded talking about the history of Aztecs and how they tortured their young, she 



referenced medieval times and all the torture devices.  Second period, third period and fifth period 
all had one white student on her list, Elliot, Shane and Bobby.  She hung around each of them staying 
close and letting them smell her perfume and intoxicating beauty.  She deliberately brushed against 
them. “Accidently” touched their hands and wrists.  Elliot in second period was blushing red like it he 
had never seen a woman before.  “Elliot, is it? Sweetheart could you go to the bathroom I do not 
seem to have any tissues.”  She asked setting the play in motion.  He of course stands up at her 
attention and is off to do her errand.  She waits for the door to close so he cannot hear her talk about
the homework assignment due the next day.  While doing so, she circles Elliot’s name.  Now she has 
all day to find his tormentors.  They arrive unknowing of their participation in the fourth period.  3 
black male seniors, defensive lineman for the football team.  Each one of their legs is almost the size 
of Elliot.  Candace waits until the end of the period, summons them and gives them instructions for 
the following day.  Football practice does not start until after detention, how convenient Candace 
thinks.  

The following day Candace is dressed in a white blouse and black skirt, again bare legs tucked inside 
black knee high boots.  She walks around the room collecting the homework, her hands shaking as 
she cannot help but think of Elliot in period 2, the dreadful thought that one of his classmates told 
him about the essay due today or worse yet, that he is not here today.  She goes on and on about 
American History and The Revolutionary War. Candace sees the clock and then hears the bell, the 
door swings open as chairs and desks are sent sliding and scuffing the floor.  The first to enter, the 
first to sit directly in the front row in front of Ms. Apple’s desk is Elliot.  Candace notices the other 
students pulling out their homework, Elliot is not.  She walks around the room collecting the 
homework.  She is saving Elliot until last and she can see the desperate look in his eyes.  She is 
beginning to turn his world upside down.  “I, I do…..not have…..it….I did not know…..we had 
homework…,” Elliot stutters out. “I was…out of the classroom I think when…….,” “No excuses will be 
tolerated this year.  This is a difficult class, homework is important for you to keep up.”  Candace says
trying so hard not to smile evil.  She hands Elliot a detention slip and hears him gasp with sadness.  
“This classroom, my classroom directly after school.”  She demands and walks away.  She hears one 
of the larger white boys say, “Dude, she is hot.  What the fuck is the problem?  I’d eat her pussy and 
asshole for hours.” She smiles while blushing and is grateful his name is not on the list.

The end of the school day cannot come quick enough, but when the bell does ring, Ms. Candace 
Apples is sitting back in her large black chair with her booted feet crossed on her desk.  Her cell 
phone leaned against a stack of medieval torture device books ready to record the attack.  Just as 
instructed the 3 black boys are already in her classroom and standing like security around the room.  
Their massive arms folded across their chests, their bald heads and unshaven faces looking angry and
focused.  Elliot opens the door and sits at his desk.  Candace pays him no attention and she presses 
the record button.  One of the black boys, the one closest to the door locks it.  Elliot is confused as 
the boys make their way to him, they grab chairs and desks and throw them aside to make it easier 
to get to Elliot.  The chair he is sitting in is lifted up and he falls to the ground.  Another black male 
takes hold of Elliot by his neck with his right hand easily lifting him up and pushes him over the desk.  
Candace removes her boots from the desk, sits up and stares him in the eyes.  Elliot is overwhelmed 



with fear and confusion.  His mind is unable to catch up to the physical element.  Thirty seconds ago 
he sat down, now he is staring into beautiful hazel eyes of a woman he had jerked off to last night.  
“This is simple, you will be beaten in front of me. “  Candace says and nods to the 3 handsome sexy 
black males.  The one still holding his neck turns him sideways and Candace watches as another black
male buries his large fist in his stomach.  His body naturally folding forward, all the oxygen sent out of
his lungs and as Elliot is gasping for air another blow to his stomach forces him to suffocate even 
more. 

A massive closed fist is sent flying and connects sending his bottom jaw swinging in the opposite 
direction of his top jaw and knocking out teeth.  Elliot falls into the third black male as he grabs 
Elliot’s hair and pulls his head back for Candace to inspect.  Three punches and already you are a 
bleeding mess.  “Boys, boys take your time, we have only just begun.”  Candace says again putting 
her boots up on the desk leaning her head back.  “One of you, the one who had him by the neck, 
come here please, I want to suck your dick as I watch the other 2 beat him.”  The first aggressor 
walks over to Candace and she unbuckles his pants, pulls them down, pulls down his boxers and 
takes his impressive semi into her mouth.  She wets her pink lips and takes his growing manhood into
her mouth.  Her left hand is stroking him hard as her tongue is teasing the shaft and tip of his penis.  
She pulls him by his penis so he shuffles closer to her and her desk as she watches with sadistic eyes 
the other males punching Elliot in the ribs and chest.  “Break his ribs,” She moans out, and goes for 
the finale as the black male delivers his enjoyment down her throat.  Candace can hear the bones 
cracking as she rises and walks over to the next male for his cock sucking reward.  She kneels in front 
of him and sucks his long thick black cock to completion while she watches the third male, now alone
with the bloodied and beaten Elliot unload punches shattering ribs with devastating blows.  Candace 
waits on her knees for him to finish his beating of Elliot which is over with a punch to the throat.  
Candace climbs on the beaten body of Elliot and feasts on the third black male’s penis as she 
straddles Elliot’s broken ribs, his broken body laid sideways so she can feel his unnatural being 
against her raging vagina.  The third finale is moaned into her mouth as Elliot attempts to breathe.  

Candace wipes her lips with her fingers, sucks the residual fluid off her fingers, and climbs off of Elliot
stepping on him as she walks towards the locked door and she grabs her phone on the way.  She 
unlocks and opens the door, checks the hallway and with no one around one of the black males 
throws Elliot over his shoulder like a sack of flour and Candace and the 3 black seniors deliver Elliot to
the principal’s office.  A large black tarp had been left by Deborah behind her desk for Elliot to lie.  
Candace handed a black male the nylon rope and Elliot was hogtied and left behind Deborah’s desk.  

Candace returns to her classroom, the door has been left open, she was the last person out and she 
was certain she closed the door.  She hesitantly walks into the classroom only to smell bleach and 
lemon.  The desks and the chairs have been lifted and arranged the way Candace had them before.   
She does a final glance at the classroom.   Her night is filled with watching 14 years old Elliot get 
beaten while she can see and hear herself pleasuring tall muscular 18 year old black boys.  



This time a tight red dress, almost identical to the black dress is worn to school this new morning.  
Stockings with red high heels finish the look.  Candace arrived at school early, tightened up her lesson
for the day, and braced herself for period 3.  “Shane”, she said to herself, “I could have you fucked up
today or tomorrow? What will it be boy?”  She silently asked herself as she opened the drawers with 
the duct tape, nylon rope, brass knuckles and black martial arts gloves.  Aside from the rope, Candace
had not used any of these on Elliot.  

Candace took attendance in homeroom, taught first and second period with no sign of Elliot and then
waited with excitement for third period.   Third period was filled with mostly black boys and both 
races of girls. Only 3 white boys were in this class including Shane who was smaller than Elliot in 
height and weight and this turned the tides of her sadistic mind and she decided to have Shane suffer
at today’s detention instead.  She taught class as usual, touching Shane and bumping into his 
shoulder with her hips.  She blamed the newly cleaned floor and her heels as the reason.  He blushed
and acted like a nerd.  She loved it.  “See me after class,” Candace said in her sexy voice, “your essay 
from yesterday is not complete.”  He like Elliot reacted negatively.  And again Candace loved it.  

After Shane, she had Bobby in class and then the 3 football players that took Elliot apart yesterday in 
her final class.  Bobby also received a detention slip for not finishing his essay up to Candace’s 
standards.  The 3 tall black men take their positions like yesterday and wait for Shane to come in.  
When he enters and sits down she touches the record button on her phone, she loves to hear the 
classroom door lock with a thud, it turns her on to hear it at the beginning of the video.  Again the 3 
men begin to surround him.  Candace is sitting back in her black chair, she is watching him squirm.  
His tiny arm is grabbed by a massive black hand and Shane is lifted up, his arm pulled back and up 
putting extreme pressure on the arm and shoulder. The muscular black male grabs his tiny chin from 
behind using his other hand and holds the 14 year old up.  “You are my second victim,” she says 
coldly.  ”I have a strong desire to watch 14 year old boys being beaten especially by large muscular 
black men. “  Candace says getting up as Shane is turned around and thrown to the floor violently.  
He is stripped of his clothes by the 3 black males as Candace walks around Shane who is clawing at 
the floor trying so hard to get away from the attack.  He wishes for a trap door to save him from this. 
Without warning a heavy boot smashes and lands against his testicles and he collapses on his side.  
More kicks to his testicles this time hitting his penis as well.   He can barely breathe as the assault 
continues with 6 boots kicking him in the stomach, face and chest.  He makes the unfortunate 
mistake of landing on his back and again a boot stomps his penis and testicles.  His body lifts up and 
again he is kicked in the face. Candace had grabbed the brass knuckles and as Shane looked up 
through tear stained eyes he saw her hand them to one of the black males who fits it on his right 
hand and punches the boy in the cheek shattering his face.  Candace is in love with the boy’s face as 
it is pouring blood from his nose and just under his eye.  He is lying on the ground tears mixing with 
his blood as Candace steps on his head with her red heel.  She rubs the top of her heel against his 
face collecting as much blood and tears as possible on her shoe.  She presses the side of his face into 
the hard floor and unbuttons the black men’s pants, she begins to massage and masturbate each 
male until they are fully erect.  She straddles Shane’s face collecting his blood and tears on her dress 
as she sucks the cocks of the black men in a perverted merry go round, she lifts her tight dress 



exposing her steaming vagina as she continues to go around to each dick sucking one and stroking 
the others.  Shane can feel her moist womanhood as her juices drip out and sting his face as she rubs 
herself against the shattered cheek bone.   A black male moans loud and ejaculates into her mouth, 
she waits for the entire load to drain into her wet mouth and then sits back timing the other two 
black men to masturbate and spray semen all over his beaten face, she sits back and from her mouth 
spit pours the male spunk onto his face and mixes all 3 loads with his blood and tears.  

“That is a lot of blood for me to clean up.”  A deep voice says from the doorway.  Candace is slightly 
startled, through all the moaning and grunting of orgasms she did not hear him unlock the door or 
even see an older black man with a mop soaking in a yellow bucket of sudsy water smelling of bleach 
and lemon standing at the doorway.  The black boys knowing where to put the beaten 14 year old 
exit the classroom with their victim being dragged by his hair across the floor, down the hallway and 
disposed of on the black tarp behind Deborah’s desk.  Elliot’s body is gone. 

“I know how to clean up blood,” the man continues while the boys drag Shane away.  “I spent my 
days in a boxing ring learning the sport in a gym and then when it was expanded to add a mixed 
martial art class, I learned that too. Your sister has told me all about you.  You both are beautiful 
sadistic women.  I love that in a woman.”  The black man offered the compliment.   

Deborah appeared at the doorway, “Janitor T wants to have some fun with your boys, but he is 
unsure if you want his assistance.  I told him you get a sexual thrill out of watching the school fights...
especially the black bullies beating up the wimpy white nerds.”  Deborah said handing her sister a 
piece of paper with a new list of names of boys to be tortured. Deborah was standing very close to 
him, her pretty head only at his shoulders.  Candace smiled, “Of course you can join me.” She said 
with pleasure.  “One more thing,” the Janitor began, “I have a strong desire to torture boys.  I would 
like to severely destroy boys, but I need your assistance.  May we go over what I want done?  I know 
you fantasize about the black older males fighting and dominating the white weak boys, but this is 
something I would love to do.”  The Janitor finished.  “He wanted to do it to my husband, but I 
cannot give him that control.  Not yet.”  Deborah added.  Candace had just received a new list of 
slave boys and a handsome tall muscular older black man was asking her if he could assist in torturing
2 nerds.  Her red dress and red heels were covered in boy blood and boy tears, the blood adding the 
darker contrast making her so very happy. “By the way sis, the Janitor has a foot fetish. “  

Candace has downloaded the video from her phone to her computer to her USB port.  Now lying in 
bed, her blood stained red dress hanging up on a curtain rod like a dirt stained baseball uniform from
a famous ball player and her blood stained heels next to the dress on her dresser, she presses play on
the flat screen television and hears the thud of the lock and begins to touch her raging vagina, her 
orgasm building and building, the brass knuckles crashing into his face, the look of desperation, the 
plea of no please don’t without words was too much for her, the blowjob the hand jobs, the semen 
in his face.  Candace falls asleep to one orgasm after another.  

Another black dress, her well worn black heels without stockings, for the Janitor and off to school for 
Wednesday.  Homeroom, periods 1-7 were the usual classroom lectures and discussion with period 8



bringing in the 3 black boys Candace loved and the 2 nerds she loved more.  Jordy and Cody were 2 
boys 5”6 each and very thin.  Candace did her usual teaching and gave the 2 boys detention for 
disrupting class, though it was the black boys who had caused the disturbance when one of the tall 
black boys made a slash across his throat towards the tiny white boys.    

They stayed in the classroom for detention, angry and mumbling under their breaths.  The Janitor 
appeared and walked in, the 3 black boys swarmed the 2 white boys and the Janitor grabbed the one 
he wanted, Jordy and picking up the poor boy body slammed him on Candace’s desk, his big black 
hand holding the boy’s head down by smothering his entire face while the other hand easily held him
down by pushing down on his stomach.  “Strip him naked and tie his wrists to each desk leg, then his 
ankles the same.  I want him to watch Damien take apart his friend.  The Janitor said with his own 
sadism and 2 black males removed all the clothing from the 15 year old boy and tied him with the 
rope from their teacher’s desk drawer.  Candace rolled her chair so she could see over Jordy and 
laughed when she saw one of the black males forcing Cody to his knees while pulling up on his hair, 
the black male’s muscles flexed as gravity added to Cody’s pain.  The Janitor walked around the weak
boy, “Strip him too.” A knock on the door and he casually walked over to let the guest inside.  
“Damien,” He said, “Your wrestling competition awaits you.” The Janitor said pointing to Cody now in
severe pain with a fist full of hair pulled tightly by the scalp. He was fighting the hand that held him in
place begging and crying to be released.  “He is my best wrestling student.” He added.  Damien a 5”8 
black male was ripped from neck to calves, massive shoulders and back, his 6 pack abs amazing.  He 
looked over at Jordy who was now supporting Candace’s legs as she positioned her heeled feet by his
face. The old man smiled at Candace, who had a finger by her mouth.  She crossed her legs and 
began to dangle her shoe just slightly off her barefoot exposing Cody’s face to both sweaty shoe and 
sweaty foot. The old man tried hard not to stare, but she was teasing him, she was playing with his 
fetish.  He removed 2 sets of handcuffs from his pocket and gave them to Damien who slowly walked
over to Cody.  The black male released the hair from his grip and Damien laid the cuffs down and 
immediately wrapped his muscular forearm around the small teen’s neck strangling him from behind,
Damien fell back still holding the choke and with his muscular legs spread Cody’s legs apart 
showcasing a small penis and two small testicles.  Cody was frantic as he was attempting to remove 
the large muscular arm from his neck with his small weak hands.  The Janitor watched as a spectator 
more than a coach. Oddly he was envious of Jordy, but it made him happy to see the young boy 
beneath Candace try his best to avoid her sweaty shoes and feet.  She had both heels resting on his 
face with the dangling shoe the closest to his nose.  The Janitor walked over to Candace, opened her 
drawer and removed a thin long piece of rope, “The soles of your shoes are worn.”  He said playing 
this game with her, submissively feeding her the information for a response to heighten the sexual 
energy.  “Yes, and if you think the bottoms of my shoes are worn and abused, you should see the 
inside sole.  I have had these for years.  Worn them with and without nylons, worn them on the 
hottest of days for hours and hours.  They smell horrible.”  And there was the response that would 
make any foot lover pop with desire.  “The Janitor gently removed her shoe, submissively brought 
the shoe to his face and smelled her shoe and then he placed it over Jordy’s nose and tied it tightly 
around his head.  The boy began to squirm and move his head side to side.  “Smell and lick the inside 



of your teacher’s shoe, boy.” The Janitor demanded.  Candace pushed Jordy’s high heeled face to the
side so he could see his friend in disastrous pain.  She rested her heeled foot on the side of his head 
with her barefoot moving down to massage his penis. She and the Janitor watched as Damien 
released the neck choke and still spreading Cody’s legs he grabbed the boy’s wrist with one hand and
with his other hand he rolled the elbow creating an arm bar.  With the rolling of the arm, the 
shoulder was in horrible pain, the arm pushed at the elbow and pulled at the wrist at the same time.  
Cody was screaming for mercy, his breathing nervous and scared.  His face deep red as tears welled 
up and drained from his eyes.  Candace had seen this in the mixed martial arts on television.  At this 
point the man in the octagon would have “tapped out” to save the arm, ultimately ending and losing 
the fight but at least his arm was not ripped into 2 pieces.  Damien gave no mercy though Cody was 
throwing his free arm in the air like a windmill.  Damien looked over at Candace, her foot rubbing up 
and down on Jordy’s erect penis and testicles.  He was moaning from pleasure.  He moaned out loud,
it was muffled through the shoe and he felt guilty immediately.  Candace’s face was beaming with 
excitement, sadism and sexual happiness.  “I like how he is taking his time.  I love how you are 
screaming knowing the inevitable is going to happen.  I am enjoying this barbaric scene as your friend
watches you in pain and he is in a world of pleasure under his teacher’s foot.”  Candace said 
continuing to tease his penis with her toes.  The Janitor gave the nod and Damien broke the arm.  
Cody’s arm busted in 2 with only the skin holding the pieces in relative close distance as Cody 
hyperventilated gasping for the enormous pain to lessen.   It did not.  

Damien took the other arm, the Janitor in position by Cody and Damien wasted no time and broke 
the left arm with the same arm bar technique.  The Janitor with no care for the screaming Cody 
handcuffed the broken arms behind him, handcuffed his ankles and zip tied the two together.  
Damien and the Janitor picked up Cody like he was furniture and they positioned his asshole over the
up turned high heel on Jordy’s face.  The sharp heel was quickly piercing his insides proven by the 
small leak of blood draining from Cody onto Jordy’s face and Candace’s heel.  The Janitor removed 
the other heel from Candace’s foot and tied that heel to Cody’s face. Candace stood up and walked 
over to the Janitor, they stood by Jordy’s penis and testicles.  This is and was the ultimate torture for 
the Janitor. With his large black hand grabbing and pulling Jordy’s scrotum and a sharp knife in the 
other he began to cut the skin that housed the boy’s testicles. Jordy began to twist and turn in agony,
he was screaming as he rocked his head back and forth cutting Cody inside more and more with the 
high heel now going in deeper and deeper as Cody’s body grew weaker and he was unable to hold 
himself up.  He screamed and screamed as both boys inhaled Candace’s years of foot sweat.  The 
Janitor sliced through completing the castration as blood and semen gushed out all over Candace’s 
desk on top and down the sides.  The bloody drips separate highways flowing away quickly and then 
slowing and pooling on the floor in bigger and bigger circles.  Candace, The Janitor and Damien 
stepped back and admired their torture.  A master sadistic plan thought of by the Janitor. Both boys 
were very much alive.  Damien took Candace by the hand, walked her over to the chair and knelt 
down.  He began to mouth pleasure her inner thighs, her nest of pubic hair and then entered her 
with his tongue.  He took his time and he made love to her wet pulsating vagina with his lips and 
tongue.  The Janitor walked over and Candace unbuttoned his pants, lowered his underwear and 



took his massive black penis into her moaning mouth.  She had to stop sucking his dick, remove it so 
she could throw her head back in ecstasy as a huge orgasm rushed through her body. Her moaning 
was louder than the moaning of suffering boys on her desk.   She returned to the penis and sucked it 
harder vacuuming the penis further down her throat. She swallowed the Janitor’s cum as she 
orgasmed again and again.   Damien came up for air and Candace stood up, Damien took a seat on 
the black chair and Candace found his penis with her own cum filled vagina.  She tossed her sweaty 
hair back and it tickled the dying boys.  It was the first touch of pleasure they had had in a while and 
it lasted only a second.  She looked back as she took all of him inside her, their moaning in deep pain 
continued as their bodies were bleeding out but their minds still functioned as the boys could hear 
Candace bouncing on Damien’s large thick penis and testicles.  She was approaching another orgasm,
Cody sunk deeper into the heel and his scream of pain pushed her over the orgasm edge.  Damien 
had waited for her to have hers again, and then he thrusted one more time and machine gunned his 
load into her.  She waited until he was done so she could feel all that he had built up and then 
released.  She rested her forehead on his muscular shoulder to catch her breath.  She kissed him 
deep and hard, removed herself from him and picked up the two testicles that had fallen out of Cody.
She pierced the 2 testicles like a steak kabob to the heel on Cody’s face, untied and released the shoe
from his face, slipped the heel on and sat at her desk, dangling a bloody heel off her barefoot. The 
heel encased in boy skin as she was admiring the impressive amount of blood soaking into her desk.  
The Janitor had left and returned with a yellow push bucket and a mop so he could clean the floor 
with soap that smelled of lemon and bleach.  He was holding the mop handle with both hands, the 
top portion of the handle was up by his neck and shoulder while the mop rested in the sudsy soapy 
water.  Candace touched the dying boys, now they were softly moaning as she knew their death was 
near.  “What a vicious way to go my sweet hearts.” She teased, leaning back in her chair.  “I cannot 
wait to put on the other high heel.  I won’t even wash it.  I will wear it covered in your blood forever.”
She said smiling.  The Janitor smiled too, he owed her big for this request.  Damien had been sitting 
in a student desk admiring Candace’s spell on the Janitor, such a strong powerful man and yet so 
weak for the opposite sex.  He busied himself by thumbing through a student’s history book, reading 
again what he read years ago.  “It’s time.”  The Janitor said and he and Damien began to remove 
Cody from Jordy.  Candace watched from her desk as Cody’s hands were released from the handcuffs
with his arms just dangling occasionally swinging like wind chimes. The handcuffs put back in the 
Janitor’s pocket.  The Janitor grabbed the chest with one hand and the back of Cody with the other 
and lifted him off of the high heeled face as Damien held the body of Jordy down.  Their bodies were 
sickly stuck together with blood acting like glue and when separated made a popping sound.  
Candace was happy both boys were still alive and this was still very painful for the boys with their 
weak whimpering and soft crying.  Her high heel was uncovered and glistening in boy blood, the heel 
and the back of the shoe stained red, she untied the shoe smelled the inside and was amazed it still 
smelled of her feet.  Poor boys she thought laughing to herself putting on the heel.  Candace kissed 
both the Janitor and Damien on the lips and she went home.  Both boys were removed from the 
classroom and they were gone.  She slept very well that night, probably from all the sex.



Candace walked through the hallway with her white dress and white high heels on her bare feet.  A 
risky move considering how much blood she has caused and seen this week.  She could see the boys 
looking at her and she could feel the rumors whispered about her.  The words like magnets floating 
around her and sticking to her brain and vagina were mixing signals of happiness, sadism and finally 
sexual satisfaction.  A white boy when seeing her shoved the head of a nerd into the locker, the 
nerd’s head smashing into the vents on the locker immediately cutting the boy’s side of the head.  “A
for effort”, she said walking by, “but a C- for the work”.  Candace teased and when walking past the 
nerd on all fours on the ground, she stepped on his hand.  The white boy watched her walk and turn 
into her classroom.  He could not wait for her class in period 3. 

“I want to have detention with Candace.” He mumbled.  “She could torture me for hours and I would 
cum for days.”  He said arrogantly. He had no idea. 

She loved the attention but was nervous of all the rumors.  Boys had disappeared after having 
detention with Candace.  Of course rumors will be shared and spread around in a high school.  As 
Candace readied herself for class with her excitement for the day escalating she examined the list of 
weak nerds, Tyler in period one, Tucker in period 3, and Dane in period 6. She thought of a new way 
to torture the poor boys.  Her day dreaming interrupted by a scuffle outside her open door, 2 
muscular white boys were circling each other, fists up, one landed a punch on the other’s jaw, the 
other landed a punch to the nose immediately blood began to drip from the male’s face.  He smiled 
and wiped his nose.  The school bell rang. They shook hands and went to class.  The Janitor walked in 
between the fighters, he could see Candace but still gently knocked on the open door, she could see 
his muscular body through his plain white shirt and blue jeans.  He closed the door. “These boys are 
in love with you, a rumor is floating around that you love when males fight.” He said laughing, but 
continued, “I will come get you after the eighth period.”  Candace sat there, the Janitor’s cryptic 
message bouncing off her brain.  Students were entering her home room for roll call.  Period one 
followed homeroom with no sign of Tyler, period 2 and then period 3 with no sign of Tucker.  

In between periods 3 and 4 another fight had broken out by the water fountain.  Candace had exited 
the bathroom and again 2 other white boys were fists up ready to go, a white male teacher tried to 
break it up but another teacher, a tall massive man 6”6 black man shook his head “No” as the boys 
had already engaged each other and were throwing punches at each other’s faces.  Some blocked 
away, some landed.  Blood was spilling from the mouths of one while the other had a nasty black eye
developing.  The bell rang and again both boys just like the other boys shook hands and went to class 
bloody and bruised.  Candace returned to class for periods 4 and 5, the 2 boys having fought this 
morning sat talking to each other about hockey in her fifth period class.  No surprise to her period 6 
was without Dane. Periods 7 and 8 ended with Candace teaching without giving out any detentions.  
The 2 boys from the second fight sat one behind the other laughing and making fun of each other’s 
fighting style.  She was dissecting what the Janitor had said, was it a coincidence the 3 boys were 
absent? Not likely, she thought now free of her teaching responsibilities and being able to travel into 
the sadistic part of her mind.  The white boy fights, they were all too proud to show their beat up 



faces for Candace during class. The fighting was cute, it was flirting with the teacher, and instead of 
give an apple to the teacher it was punch your buddy in the face.

The Janitor returns after classes are dismissed and escorts Candace to the Coach’s office.  The heavy 
wooden door already opened with the Coach sitting at his large desk in his large office. There are 
notebooks and folders all over the desk.  Books and manuals stacked in different size proportions on 
the corner of the desk.  Nothing is on the walls.  A tall black man stands up and she realizes he is the 
same black man that allowed the boys to fight earlier. “This is Coach Mike; he is the wrestling and 
football coach.  He has worked the wrestlers very hard.  He hates to lose.” The Janitor says, as the 
Coach and Candace exchange pleasantries and the Coach opens a wooden door behind his desk and 
puts out his hand signaling her to join him and enter the hard floored basketball courts with the 
basketball hoops in the up position. The office leads into the gymnasium and then the locker rooms 
both male and female can be accessed from the right side of the gym.  The male locker room door is 
first on the right.  She follows the Coach with her heels clicking on the wooden surface with a sexy 
seductive sound announcing a woman has arrived.  He leads her into the sweat lingering locker room 
and she can hear crying through heavy breathing.  3 muscular black student wrestlers are waiting at 
attention for the Coach.  They are only about 5”8 and 5”9 but their strong shoulders make them look 
bigger and taller.  She had seen one or two of them in the hallway before, during or after school.  She
had no idea they were this strong and well built.  They are each standing behind small weak white 
boys held down and in place by the strong black hands of the wrestlers.  The wrestlers and the white 
boys are dressed as they were this morning when they thought they would be in class.  “Tyler, Tucker
and Dane are here for your amusement, Ms. Candace,” the Coach says in a deep dominant tone. 
“One of these boys will fight in a tag team match against these three wrestlers. “  The Coach says and
then continues, “You decide which boy will have the misfortune to fight these fine wrestlers.  I will 
then dispose of him as I see fit after the fight is over.  When I decide it is over.  The other two nerd 
boys will be handcuffed to each other and left locked under my desk.  One gagged with my socks and 
the other my underwear.”   The Coach finishes as Candace stares at each poor boy, their 15 year old 
body skinny and weak forced to fight 3 18 or 19 year old males. Candice is in a sadistic bliss as she 
inspects each boy walking in front of them, looking down into their warm tear filled eyes.  She is 
looking for one boy to begin to beg or better yet, cry.  The middle boy, Tucker, is first with his 
trembling hands wiping away tears as she stops and smiles down at him.  “You, you boy will be 
dominated as I watch like a Queen.” She hisses and laughs as he begins to cry uncontrollably.  She 
leads the procession of doom out of the locker room and back into the gym/basketball courts.    The 
Janitor handcuffed Tyler and Dane together and in hostage form he escorted them into the office and
forced them under the Coach’s desk.  He had a meeting with the principal, Deborah.

Candace climbs up 3 rows and sits on the extended wooden bleachers and puts her right heeled foot 
on the bleacher ahead of her and bends her leg at the knee for access to her own vagina.  The Coach 
grabs Tucker by the hair, he is a giant compared to the small boy of early teen years.  His entire hand 
could wrap around the boy’s head, now only a fistful of hair is needed to drag the resistant boy to the
center of the wooden floor.  She teases herself above the panties as a black wrestler joins him while 
the other two wrestlers laugh and pace around like tigers and lions toying with easy prey.  The boy’s 



fear has handicapped him and he is slow to defend a quick right jab to his left eye.  He is stunned and
a quick left drops him immediately.  The black wrestler straddles the boy’s body and lifts him up by 
his hips.  The boy is up high in the air with the black wrestler’s forearms and biceps flexed as he 
stabilizes the unwilling victim and then body slams him hard to the wooden floor, the back of his 
head and shoulders crash into the floor violently and then bounce up and hit the floor again.  His 
socks and pants are ripped off.  His shirt and underwear next leaving a naked boy crippled on the 
unforgiving hard wooden floor.  Seconds in he is already in a world of pain as the back of his head is 
leaking blood, his shoulders and upper back a deep red soon turning purple from bruising.  A right 
elbow is thrown and lands above his left eye, the “sharp” elbow has sliced the boy and he is bleeding 
into his eye mixing tears with blood.  Tucker is laying on his back his arms naturally covering his face 
to protect from further abuse.  A tap to the other wrestler and the second black male comes up flips 
him on his belly and straddles his legs taking his hips from behind.  The second wrestler has Tucker 
up high like before only this time he body slams him hard and he lands on his chest and chin.  The 
boy’s body is limp.  He is conscious but barely as the same wrestler takes him by the hair, taps the 
third wrestler and puts him in a headlock twisting him so his face is buried in the black male’s armpit.
Candace now has her hand teasing her naked moist vagina as the small teen’s entire naked front is 
exposed and both wrestlers take turns punching him in the stomach and ribs.  Each blow forcing the 
boy up and into the armpit more and more as he is suffocating on sweaty flesh.  The wrestler drops 
the boy to the floor and he lands with a thud.  His breathing heavy and labored through broken ribs 
and a punch abused stomach.  The wrestlers walk over to the Coach as he takes his time walking over
to the small boy and he slips out his black leather belt from his pants and folds it in half.  The boy is 
conscious and awake as he lifts his head to aid in his breathing.  Without a warning the Coach throws 
his arm back and then forward searing the leather against the boy’s back.  The sound of the material 
belting his back screams out louder than the boy’s half scream as the assault continues across his 
upper back, lower back, shoulders and ass.  The boy is attempting to escape but his pain is too much, 
his head is clouded with concussions, his body aches from the slams, his ribs are broken making the 
simple act of breathing difficult or nearly impossible and the vicious attack of the leather on his 
young skin is tearing his flesh off the bone as Candace can see bits of skin and blood sticking to the 
black leather, she can hear his hyperventilated moaning and crying as he claws at the smooth 
basketball court floor.  The Coach slows the beating down with the occasional hard slap of leather on 
his bloody back so he does not pass out.  The wrestlers return to their victim, they flip him over on 
his back and the Coach begins to belt his penis and testicles to a delicious purple as the wrestlers 
remove their sneakers and socks and rub their bare feet all over his face.  

Candace adjusts herself, stands up and walks towards the center of the floor while the wrestlers are 
torturing the boy with their sweaty feet, Candace straddles his bruised boyhood staining her 
saturated white panties with his blood that has spilled and spread everywhere.  She unzips the 
Coach’s pants, lowers his underwear and removes his massive long, thick penis and testicles.  She can
see up close the blood dripping down the leather as he still holds the belt in his right hand, she takes 
hold of the enormous dick she looks back at the boy, spits in his face and then licks and sucks the tip 
of the penis head.  She licks underneath running her tongue from the base of his manhood by his 



large cum filled balls all the way to the bottom tip part.  She is slow and methodical, she is making 
love to his penis sucking and licking sucking and licking it.  She has not orgasmed yet, but is close as 
she reaches down and massages herself above the nerd boy.  She is moaning as she takes him in her 
mouth, she feels his knees weaken and sucks him harder taking more of him filling her mouth 
completely and taking more down her throat.  She swirls her tongue around barely having enough 
room but the sensation of her tongue mixed with her sucking and the sight of a young nerd beneath 
both of them sends The Coach into orgasm land and he erupts in her mouth.  The feeling of his 
excitement draining into her mouth, and down her throat catapults Candace into her own orgasm 
land.  She moans while still holding his penis hostage in her mouth and cums all over the boy.  Her 
feminine sexual fluids are soaking the boy in her wetness as she cums and cums again.  She stands up
smiles at the 3 black boys, wipes her mouth and exits the gymnasium.  

The Janitor had knocked and been allowed to enter the Principal’s Office with the meeting already 
started.  Deborah was behind her desk and Linda was in the leather chair across from her.  He 
greeted Linda with a kiss on the cheek and sat down in the empty chair to her right.  “To answer your
question, No, Candace does not know anything about the process from the beginning or the end.  All 
she knows is the middle because she has seen it.”  Deborah said unable to understand how she could
be so fearless now when last week she was ready to quit school all together.  “She trusts you and J a 
lot.  I think she was scared shitless the first time but now, who knows.”  Linda said giggling, “As long 
as she is happy.”  She finished.  “She is very happy.” The Janitor said.  “Right now she is watching the 
Coach and his student wrestlers destroy Tucker.”  “Tucker, yes I remember Tucker, he was the one 
with Tyler and Dane”.  I had the boys plant a lot of pills and weed in their car.  We added a resisting 
arrest to Tucker and a fighting charge to Dane and Tyler.  Their families believe they are across the 
river in the jail.  One of my officers will call the family once a week pretending to be each of them, he 
has planted the realization that they will take a plea deal and do 6-8 months for the drugs and 
fighting charges.”  Linda says in detail and continues, “As for the others, Elliot and Shane they drank 
too much and burned in a bonfire, Bobby, Jordy, and Cody took off for a weekend summer camping 
trip and never returned.”  She finishes standing up adjusting her uniform.  “Now as far as next week, I
can give you Donnie and Brandon no problem, I am working on the others.  Just let us know when 
you want the bodies picked up.  The Mansion as you know pays well.”  She says pulling out a thick 
white envelope from inside her breast pocket.  “I, of course took my cut, the rest is yours to do as 
you wish.  By the way, your sister loves the idea of this being dangerous, evil and sadistic.  She loves 
the twisted idea of watching boys be tortured because it is not something you should want to see, it 
is taboo and fetishistic to the highest degree and it can be amazing. It is an endorphin orgasm to 
blow regular orgasms out of the ocean by a thousand miles.”  Linda said with the education of a 
psychologist, not a Police Chief.  

The money she left on the desk was $1,667.00.  The young boys had been sold for a high price since 
they were so young. Linda had taken her 1/3 of the profits and now Deborah and The Janitor had 
their cut.  Deborah set her money aside after giving the Janitor his money.  “I am very happy we have
Coach Mike involved in this.  “He is a very sexy man.” The principal said.  



Thursday night as Candace lay in bed watching the cell phone taped tortures of her first week of 
school, all Candace can think about are the boys she watched get beaten, tortured and killed.  Her 
fear of being visited by anyone in uniform suppressed by her strong desire to watch young teens 
being beaten and killed by strong muscular black men, and in this school she had both older black 
student mixed with a tall handsome black teachers twice their age and twice their size.  

She thought of Tyler and Dane, handcuffed under the Coach’s desk.  She thought of how humiliating 
it must be to have an older man’s underwear stuffed in their innocent little mouths.  As she was 
leaving she had seen the boys pleading with the Janitor, she imagined the Coach filled the mouth of 
either boy with the residual semen stained underwear that had remained from her sucking his dick.  
Her wet saliva was mixing with the fabric now being sucked and swallowed into their weak bodies.  
She fell asleep fantasizing and planning for tomorrow.  

Friday Morning, a list of 2 boys on her desk.  “Donnie and Brandon,” Candace said out loud.  Donnie 
was in period 2, she remembered him as the extremely shy boy.  Brandon was period 4, another 
quiet skinny boy.  Her naked vagina was already a screaming sea of arousal as she had fought off the 
urge to masturbate last night thinking she would see the Coach later today.  Her usual teaching day 
began with calling out names, then onto teaching History and so on.  Donnie walked in and took his 
seat.  She gave him detention immediately upon him sitting down for swearing in the hall.  He argued
and became upset.  Candace watched and enjoyed his displeasure and then walked away with her 
black heeled mules clicking on the hard tiled floor, the sound of the inner sole slapping against her 
bare sole.   After handing out a detention slip to Brandon in period 4 for the same offense as Donnie 
and after the class was over, Candace called the Coach and asked to have the same wrestlers who 
dominated Tucker yesterday to be in her classroom for detention.  She fought the urge to ask about 
the boys under his desk, though she was certain she could hear muffled cries coming from his office 
through the phone receiver as The Coach agreed to the wrestlers joining her in detention and then 
invited her to Saturday 8:00 in the morning practice with the 4 varsity linebackers and then the home
game that night.  Upon hanging up the phone, the Coach chuckled to himself.  He had in deed 
removed the phone from his ear and mouth and had put the phone to the gagged pleading boys for 
her to hear. 

 Brandon was first in detention with Candace and then Donnie walked in.  The 3 wrestlers were 
already seated in the back row.  Candace was sitting at her desk grading History essays.  The two 
boys sat in the middle of the classroom, “Uh, no.  I want you two in front of me, one there and one 
there.”  She pointed with a sharpened number 2 pencil.  “I want a desk vacant in between you two.”  
She further instructed.  The three wrestlers walked over to their victim nerds, “do as you wish to 
them.” Candace said putting her feet up on the desk, her black mules tapping her crossed right foot 
with excited energy.  “Since there are 3 of you, I want to suck your dicks as each of you tortures the 
poor boys.” She finished never losing her stare with the nerds.  One of the black males grabbed the 
poor weak nerd from behind and with his large black hands strangled the boy squeezing the life out 
of him.  Unconventional and never used in wrestling, but Candace did not mind.  She watched as the 
poor weak boy elevated with the black wrestlers strength as he was lifting and tightening his grip as 



the boy gasped and gasped for air.  The black male’s muscles tense and exploding under his dark skin 
as the boy went from normal white skin to pink to red to dark red.  He was scraping at the black 
males strong hands trying so hard to breathe through a forced closed windpipe.  Candace smiled and 
signaled for him to come over to her for his penis sucking reward.  She still owed these wrestlers for 
the other night with Tucker so these blowjobs would be done with passion.  The nerd boy is released 
and his head falls and hits the desk hard.  Candace loves the reaction and slowly unbuttons the 
male’s pants and lowers his underwear.  She lovingly takes the tip of his penis into her mouth teasing
him, her eyes on the second nerd victim as the other wrestler does the old fashioned full nelson.  The
boy had witnessed the first attack and knew he was up next.  The 2 wrestlers had patiently waited 
their turn and did not allow him to know when the choke was coming or where it was coming from.  
The black wrestler nuzzled his strong forearm and elbow under his neck and began to squeeze.  This 
boy’s body slumped down under the weight of the black muscular male and he had to fight harder 
because of the added pressure and weight, thus speeding up the choking reaction.  His skin turned 
red and then dark red almost immediately with his eyes bulging out of his skull.  Candace cared little 
for him as she was already enjoying a massive black dick fucking her mouth.  She eyed the second 
boy with seductive eyes as semen spilled from his penis and into her mouth.  In the most careless, 
sadistic fashion and to further mock the poor boy she spilled the male fluid purposely from the sides 
of her mouth mimicking the boy’s own saliva built up and spilling from the sides of his own mouth.  
The wrestler released his grip on the air starved boy and he slumped and fell hard on the floor.  It 
was his turn for his blowjob reward and he walked over to her unbuttoning his pants and lowering 
his underwear for her to feast on his semi aroused black dick.  Candace wastes no time and soon the 
second penis is fucking her mouth with residual semen still in her mouth from the first wrestler 
adding a perverted lubricant to the males as they enjoy their oral pleasure from her experienced 
mouth.  The third and final wrestler takes the first boy and full nelsons him and slowly strangles the 
second nerd victim with his bare hand.  Candace watches as both boys attempt to struggle but 
cannot fight off the muscular third male.  The first wrestler satisfied with his reward, stands and 
watches, his pants and underwear on the floor by Candace.  He cannot be bothered to put the 
clothes back on while his meaty black dick is still hanging impressively at attention respecting her 
ability as an older woman. The second wrestler explodes in her mouth as he looks at the two boys 
struggling to breathe, his arousal stimulated by her appetite for their torment as she sucks him 
harder and harder.  The two boys fade out, first the full nelson nerd victim “goes to sleep” and then 
the other one fades out.  They both crash to the floor in unceremonious fashion.  Candace rewards 
this activity with her third blowjob, she again tigers over to the final wrestler and in pure Candace 
form, straddles both of the boy’s faces beneath her as she makes love to another thick, long black 
cock.  Her need to swallow the sticky substance of 2 prior cocks intensifies his feeling and soon he is 
gripping at the air and filling her mouth with his seed.  Her soaking wet panties lingering of vaginal 
fluids are a sadist’s version of smelling salts as both boys begin to stir beneath her.  Candace rises as 
both nerds are lying on the ground, breathing heavy and wondering where the fuck they are.  She 
opens her desk drawer pulls out the rope and duct tape.  The wrestlers tie the boys together, duct 
tape their mouths wrapping the tape around and around their individual heads and they stuff the 
boys under Candace’s desk.  The idea of bondage from one of the wrestlers, the other two just act on



it.   Brilliant idea she thinks.  It is Friday, no school until Monday.  They lock the door and leave the 
boys trapped beneath her desk.

Early Saturday morning, The Coach and the 4 massively large muscled linebackers drag out the 
starved thin weak nerd boys from their prison under The Coach’s desk and force them into the gym 
and out onto the practice football field.  Close to the exit of the gymnasium are “Football Dummies”. 
The cushioned apparatuses with metal braces to stabilize and stand up straight for the players to hit 
with shoulder pads to simulate hitting the opposing offensive or defensive line to gain yardage to win
the game or to defend and stop the scoring drive. The “Dummies” are moved to the practice field at 
the one yard line by two linebackers while the other two linebackers, each with a fistful of boy hair 
and handcuffs in the other hand drag Tyler and Dane behind them.  The boys are pushed in front of 
the “dummies” with their hands cuffed behind them forcing them to embrace the football 
equipment with arms secured behind them.  Their bare feet set upon the metal brackets securing 
them in front of the cushions.   The Linebackers, in pairs of two line up in their “2 point stance” 
position and upon hearing the Coach’s whistle they attack the “dummies” and push them up the field
until the whistle blows signaling the play is over.  These linebackers have an average of 15 yards per 
push or attack, with the added weight of the boys, the coach believes that could drop to 10 yards per
attack.  As Candace is walking up to the field in her blue jeans and tight white t-shirt accented with 
her Keds or white sneakers, she sees the restrained boys naked and scared as the linebackers look 
sexy in full uniform with shoulder pads and all, huddled in the end zone.  She watches from the 
sideline with the Coach, “You are just in time, first one of a series of hits, as these boys usually push 
about 10 yards with the extra weight. I hope you don’t mind, I left the gags in place.”  He says almost 
apologetically.  The Coach blows the whistle, 2 linebackers each attack the “dummies” with 
masculine grunts of force.  Their thick heavy shoulder pads are driving into the abdomen of the boys 
up and under the ribs forcing them to expel oxygen through their gags.  The hits were so hard the 
gags were pushed out of their mouths with some fabric hanging out teasing their sensitive lips.  
Another “2 point stance” with a whistle blown and again the linebackers come up and underneath 
and push the boys and the “dummies” up the field, their legs constantly moving and pushing 
forward.  “8 yards”, the Coach yells out impressed by the effort and strength these high school 
seniors have.  The nerds are breathing heavy through gags, red bruising spreading from their 
stomachs all the way up their chests.  They are on the 13 yard line, 87 yards to go. Another whistle 
leads to another attack and this time the underneath affect has Dane crying out in severe pain as his 
ribs are cracked and broken. He cannot find his breath as the broken ribs make it very difficult to 
breathe in any air.  His gag is hanging out of his mouth in a disturbing less than glamorous sight.  
“Another 8, 9 yards,” The Coach yells out running down the field with Candace as if it were a real 
football game.  Tyler is next to feel broken ribs as he is it full on with the shoulder pads, his ribcage 
no longer able to withstand the abuse and suddenly he feels the same result as his friend Dane 
seconds ago.  Dane is in more trouble as his broken ribs crunch more with the same hit to his ribcage 
area.  Blood is pooling in their mouths and leaking around the corners of their mouths dripping out 
around their exposed gags.  The boys watch as the linebackers ready themselves in the 2 point 
stance, the football players are getting stronger as the workout continues.  The small boys are 



obviously not aware or accustomed to how the athlete develops a rhythm or how the body is able to 
wear off the initial exhaustion and go into overdrive to succeed and win.  The linebackers grunt and 
hit the 15 year old boys harder than before and push the “dummies” back and back suffocating the 
boys as the shoulder pads are joined by big black hands pushing up on the weak little bodies.  An 
impressive 13 yard shove as the gags have fallen out of the mouths and blood is dripping in a steady 
flow from both Tyler and Dane.  A nasty cut has developed on Tyler’s chin where the shoulder pad 
scraped his soft sensitive skin. “We only have 65 more yards until a touchdown.” The coach yells out. 
Dane and Tyler are beaten and bruised with their weak bodies slumped over, the handcuffs the only 
way they are not lying in the muddy field.  The linebackers line up again and then when the whistle 
blows, they criss cross hitting different targets in a giant X pattern.  This type of “hit” is used to 
surprise and devastate the offensive player as he does not see or know where the defender is.  With 
Tyler and Dane, this pattern means more pain as the explosive side tackle breaks the upper ribs and 
nearly takes their heads off with a violent exchange.  The “dummy” apparatus is nearly on its side.  
The black 6’ + linebackers high five as the boy’s bodies sway from side to side.  Another attack and 
the weakened boys are pushed back 15 yards, Dane now bleeding from his tongue badly as he bit 
down hard trying to breathe as best he could.  His attempt to spit out blood falls completely short as 
he dribbles the bloody saliva all over his chin, neck and chest.  Tyler’s face and chin is covered in 
blood as the shoulder pads continue to scrape against it cutting it more and more and spreading the 
blood from chin to cheeks.  “Across the 50 and into enemy territory.” The Coach screams out in pure 
football lingo.  The linebackers line up and then bury their shoulder pads into the bruised broken 
bellies of the boys and push them 20 yards, the boys bodies seem lighter as the linebackers use their 
legs and feet to move them down field an impressive length.  The boys gasping for air as the perfect 
hit meant the oxygen knocked out of them again, the pressure of the pads suffocating them like 
before, but this time their weak bodies have so much less energy, oxygen and will power causing 
them to slump further down.  One last whistle blown constituted one last 25 yard massive hit that 
sent limp bodies to the ground with Tyler’s broken jaw, Dane’s teeth knocked out and the “dummy 
apparatuses” sideways on the ground.  The black linebackers had scored a practice touchdown.  
Candace was planning on going to the home game tonight and she let The Coach know she wanted a 
postgame interview with number 58, 55, 91 and 96. As she drove home after the practice she 
fantasized of how she would bathe the 4 linebackers in the showers after tonight’s game and then 
from her knees she would suck and stroke them to orgasms as Tyler and Dane lay and watch from 
the dirty locker room floor.  Candace imagined looking back at the defeated 15 year old boys, their 
hands cuffed to the wooden benches, she would smile with semen dripping off her breasts and 
landing in the nest of her pubic hair.  She could not wait until tonight. 

Monday morning Candace is ready for her second week of teaching History and watching strong 
muscular black men and males torture skinny white nerds.  She walks into her classroom wearing a 
knee high boots and stockings with a short black dress dropping just above the boots.  She has a 
strong sense of arrogance and calm, her pace is slowed and easy as she wants the boys to hear her, 
she wants to hear their trembling hearts beating in fear.  Candace approaches the underneath of her 
desk only to find nothing but dust and an unsharpened pencil from last year.  “Looking for your 



keys?” Candace hears the Janitor’s voice.  “They are not here, they have been relocated.  Your sister 
knows nothing of this.” He continued with that sexy deep African voice.  “I found them Friday night 
and we moved them.   The Science Teacher and I have them in his classroom.”  He finished.  “Tonight 
detention will be in his classroom, classroom number 131, down the hall.  Your sister has more 
names for you, though this fun will soon run its course.”  He warned and walked away pushing his 
lemony scented sudsy water and mop bucket.    

Candace prepared herself for the day of teaching, but as the day unfolded she began to anticipate 
detention with The Science Teacher more and more.  She giggled to herself when she thought of The 
Wizard of Oz.  In some fucked up way she was Dorothy, tossed around in a world of fetish 
domination of her own sadistic pleasures and desires.  The storms of sadism, torture and violence 
brought on by her dreams of fantasy mixing and blending into reality with the three men she met 
along the way, The Janitor, The Coach and soon The Science Teacher.  Who the fuck is the wizard? 
And where is Toto? She giggled amusing herself with this breakthrough of nonsense.

She had never met The Science Teacher since she had only gone down the hallway of Science labs 
twice.  She wondered where the boys were kept during his class.  Her questions would go 
unanswered as The Janitor rushed her into the room and quickly locked the door.  The boys were 
already on their own personal cold steel table with their naked bodies tied tightly spread eagle style 
to the metal legs with women’s nylons.  They were thin, small and vulnerable as The Science Teacher 
and three tall handsome black men were in the corner of the classroom, a metal cabinet with two 
doors open.   Candace recognized the students from her third period class.  They were on the 
basketball team.  When one of the students turned around she saw in his big black hands a lighter 
and in the other hand he held a blow torch.  “Gagged or screaming?” The Science teacher asked 
Candace without so much of a hello, my name is Mr.…..The Science Teacher.  No he went right into 
the business part of this meeting, this session of delicious torture for Candace to witness and enjoy.  
She had not masturbated all weekend as she had fought off the urge thinking she would be the one 
feasted upon from an unwilling victim beneath her desk as she jerked or sucked a long black dick 
ultimately cuckolding the innocent boy.  Her vagina flooding with excitement as the idea of 
screaming boys filled her ears with delight.  “No gag, I want to hear them begging for mercy.”  She 
said with her feminine voice sexy and seductive with cold intentions.  The boys attempted to pull and
fight off the restraints, their heads turning side to side as if she had said magic words to cause them 
to move when earlier they remained still with heavy breathing and then their bodies began arching 
up and down, pulling and straining at their bondage as if she had some sort of remote control to 
make them move in this fashion.  

The Science Teacher and the three tall black males walked over to the boys.  The blow torch set 
down on a desk, the Teacher turned the black knob for the gas flow and lit the torch.  A small blue 
flame stood proudly and then became bigger and hotter with a turn of the same black knob.  The 
boys could hear the whoosh sound as the blow torch was now alive with fire.  The Science Teacher 
calmly picked up the flaming torture device and began to burn Donnie’s toes from the underside of 
his foot.  Candace watched with delight as the sexy 50 something year old Science Teacher was 



torching a 15 year old boy.   He would hold the long strong blue flame a couple of inches away from 
the big toe and hold it there for seconds and then casually move it slowly across the other toes.  
Donnie was screaming in agony as his skin was blistered and burned off and then blistered again.  
The Science Teacher recognizing the pain threshold being exceeded to the highest level and 
understanding how the human body will go into shutdown and the person will pass out from too 
much pain, simply moved on to Brandon who had peed all over himself in complete humiliating fear. 
Brandon received the same torture except The Science Teacher torched the heel first, he held the 
flame inches away from the boy’s foot and did not move it.  He was burning his skin with blistering 
heat and then burning his heel some more.  Windows were opened to let fresh air in and let the 
smell of boy flesh escape out of the window. Their screaming continued with strained vocal cords as 
they could only scream half as loud. Tears were flooding their eyes and streaming down onto the 
cold metal table.  “In the metal cabinet are three more blowtorches for you to use on the nerds.”  
The Science Teacher said.  The black students were allowed to join the fun as they all lit up their 
canisters by turning the black knobs igniting the expelling gas with lighters. A disgusting Science 
experiment from The Science Teacher as the three students joined him in torturing the nerds.  Two 
students were on Brandon while one student and one Science Teacher were on Donnie.  The two 
black 18 year old seniors stood on opposite sides of Brandon facing each other and positioned the 
torches at his chest and sides of his ribs.  Both black males were moving the flames super slow over 
the chest and ribs as if they were roasting marshmallows on an open campfire.  

Donnie’s legs were being tortured as the student was gliding the flame over the tops of his ankles, 
shins and up to his thighs and then down the same side.  Their white pale skin like ocean waves 
rippling with instant blisters from the intense heat and casual wave of the fire from the tall muscular 
bald headed black males.  “Now it is time to kill the boys.”  The Science Teacher said as Candace 
watched the 4 black males concentrate the blow torches to the left sides of the chest, the flames 
burning through skin and torching the chest plate protecting the heart.  Brandon and Donnie both 
screamed bloody murder in a chorus of pain, torture and agony.  Brandon’s body gave up first and 
then Donnie as both had massive heartaches from the intense heat.  The black students turned off 
and returned the blowtorches to the desk and walked out of the classroom.  They went to basketball 
practice.  The Janitor did what he did and cleaned the mess.  Candace stared at the Science Teacher 
with love, confusion and wonder as he was a handsome tall sadistic male.  He had said little and 
behaved so arrogantly, so evil and so real.  “She doesn’t know, does she?” He asked in his deep sexy 
voice. “No.” The Janitor answered with a simple response to the loaded question.  “Know what?” 
Candace asked.  “You have seen and enjoyed all this torture, all this blood and gore.” He began. He 
had a way of talking to her that made her nervous and excited in a sexy way.  She was hanging on 
every word as he was slow and deliberate in his delivery of the message no one had shared with her. 
“Have you ever wondered where these boys are coming from? Maybe your desire for blood is so 
strong you do not want to peel back the layers and see who is driving this fantasy come to life for 
your enjoyment.  The truth is we are all like you, we are the sadists that teach and live and breathe 
among those who teach and live and breathe and protect what we desire to beat, torment and 
torture.  Most of these teachers here, male and female have sadistic desires.  A sadist’s clique of 



darkness is what we call it.  Tonight we meet with him.  He is married to a woman. She is the same as
him, though I feel you would rather see his work rather than hers.  We can take you there, The 
Janitor, The Coach and I, The Science Teacher will join you. I now know who you are, and am certain 
you will like what you see.”  The Science Teacher says putting away the blowtorches and closing the 
metal doors.  

Candace can only giggle to herself, “Now I am off to see the Wizard. I really am Dorothy.”


