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Caught And Enslaved (High School Submission, #4)


Melissa Rivers heard the boots come clanging down the hallway before she was finished raiding the fridge. Panicking, she shut it as fast as she dared without making a sound, and hid herself inside the furthest-right cabinet, the one she knew to be empty, the one she knew would fit her petite frame. She shut the door quietly, quickly, and not a moment too soon, as the door opened and she heard the two security guards walked in.

“God, I’m hungry.” The one man said, walking over to the fridge.

“I know, fucking the new ones always takes it out of you.” The other one agreed. She heard the slight whirring of the microwave as it turned on. Her stomach turned; she knew the girl they were talking about.

“I can’t believe we caught her, finally.” The first man said. “She took what, almost a hundred pounds of food? And we never saw a thing.”

“They always slip up.” The second man said quickly, dangerously. “I don’t know why they resist. Master gets them all in the end.”

“And so do we.” The first man said. They laughed, continuing to talk and joke as they ate their food. Melissa waited, paralyzed, waiting for them to finally leave so she could escape. She took the time to contemplate what the men had been talking about- the night they took Becky. Not that she needed more time to think about it- the events of the night replayed in her mind over and over again- but the guilt hadn’t faded from her. Not a little bit; she was responsible, in every way, for her friend becoming simply another mindless sex slave in Jimmy Riveaux’s hellish dystopia.

She didn’t know when it truly started- when he took the first girl, anyway. All she knew is that he had developed these mind control chips; awful little things that he put at the back of your skull, and they let him reprogram you. She did know when things started to get weird, however; after awhile, half the girls in the school seemed to be in love with the man. The mayor gave him an award, and a key to the city. He won accolades, was given cars, seemed to be the most amazing man in the town- and for no reason at all.

Of course, all the important people had been taken by that point- and soon enough, Jimmy scaled up his operation. Policemen started going door to door, putting mind control chips on everyone. That’s when she first saw it happen first hand- to her sister, her own sister. They had been home together, and Sarah had gotten up to go to the door as Melissa was in her bedroom. In a way, that had been what saved her: pure, blind luck. Had she been inside, she probably would be a hapless slave too.

The policemen knocked, and Sarah opened the door. Melissa could see the front door from her position, and she saw it happen: Sarah went outside to talk to the policemen.

“Hi, can I help-“ Sarah started, but they didn’t even let her finish. One of the policemen grabbed her, and the other took the mind control chip and placed it on the back of her neck. Her eyes went wide for a moment, her mouth forming soundless words, until it closed and she looked back at them with unfocused eyes.

“Slave reprogramming complete.” She said tonelessly. “This one is ready to serve.”

“Of course.” The policeman nodded. “Are there any other people in the house?”

“Yes.” Sarah said. “My sister. She remains wild.”

“We’ll go program her.” The policeman said. He looked at his partner. “I don’t need help for one girl, Hotchkiss. Why don’t you take this one for a spin?”

“Sure, Lieutenant.” The man said, and the three of them went inside. Melissa panicked, not sure of what just happened. She knew she had to save her sister, however. So she hid in the upstairs linen closet until she heard the policeman pass by, and then she stole down the carpeted stairs as quickly, as quietly as she could. She went into the living room, ready to knock out the policeman, when she stopped dead in her tracks upon turning the corner from the stairway to the kitchen.

There was the policeman, sitting on their couch: and her sister was between his legs, her head bobbing up and down on his cock. Melissa gaped, stunned by what was happening. She couldn’t believe it! Her sister, her pure, sweet sister, who she doubted had ever even kissed a man before, even at the late age of 18, was happily sucking off some random policeman in the room!

Melissa decided that she had to help her sister. She picked up the heavy rolling pin that her mother always swore by, and she crept into the living room. Neither the policeman or her sister noticed her approach, busy as they were with his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. That gave her a great moment to strike- and strike she did, bringing the rolling pin down on the policeman’s head. He passed out silently, and Sarah looked up.

“Sarah!” Melissa said. “Thank god. Let’s go!”

But Sarah did not move towards her. She got up, looking towards the stares with that curious expression, and Melissa saw the faint gleam of metal on the back of her neck.

“Lieutenant!” Sarah called up the stairs. “My sister is down here. She is still wild. She injured your partner while I was pleasing him. She needs immediate reprogramming.”

And that was when she knew. That was when she knew that her sister had... changed, somehow. They had done something to her. But she couldn’t wait around, not any longer, or she’d be changed too. She heard the policeman’s boots coming down the stairs at a rapid pace, so she made a beeline for the back door. She ran through it, shutting it behind her, and jumped the fence behind their yard, jetting away from the house as fast as she could.

Luckily, that was where she met the Resistance. That was where she met Becky. They took her in. They were like her, people who had escaped the local authorities after watching their family and friends become mind-controlled robots. They had tried to get out, to warn people, but Jimmy had been careful: he was monitoring, somehow, all cell phone and internet access going to the outside world. One of their number had made it out, tried to get help, but the person who came to investigate saw nothing wrong: just a normal, happy small town in the middle of nowhere. After that, patrols had been tightened, and no one got in or out.

After a few weeks, everything was firmly under Jimmy’s control, and the Resistance members had to resort to stealing and scrounging, since they couldn’t shop without raising suspicion. That had been Melissa’s job- she and Becky were a team, sent out to raid the local stores at night as well as homes. They were reasonably good at it, and security was lax at first since everyone was (presumably) under control. Over time, however, they upped security, having realized that a sizable amount of food was being taken from them. That was the night that Becky had been taken: the night Melissa let her be taken.

They had been raiding the school for food when it happened. The school had been targeted early on: she wasn’t even sure why it was still open, but that megalomaniac liked to keep things running as they were. He kept the school open, lunches and all, just so people could fawn over him in the corridors. He was one sick bastard, but that at least gave Resistance members a place where they could find food reliably with little trouble. That had made Melissa and Becky foolish, careless, complacent- and it led to her being captured.

They had been in the kitchen, just like now, leisurely looking around for food, laughing, and joking. No one was normally in the school that late at night, and they never even thought to be quiet. That is, until their laughing was abruptly, suddenly stopped by the sound of boots stomping down the hallway.

“Oh god!” Becky said, panicking. “Someone’s here! Quick, hide!”

The two of them dashed off to hide: Melissa hid inside the cabinet, but Becky... she didn’t find somewhere to hide. Almost as soon as Melissa had hidden herself, she saw through the crack in the cabinet door two men burst into the room.

“Just a wild.” One said. “Chip her.”

“No!” Becky said. She tried to get away, but one held her fast, and the other casually, almost uncaringly, slipped a mind control chip on the back of her neck. Her eyes glazed over, that same look that Sarah had that day in the house, and then she stood at attention, eyes staring off into space.

“Slave reprogramming complete.” She said robotically. “This one is ready to serve.”

“I bet you are.” The first man said wickedly. “I’m Mark, and this is Dave. And we’re going to fuck you until you beg for mercy.”

“I obey.” She said.

“Activate Slut Mode.” Mark said. In that moment, Becky changed. She had been a smart, logical, fairly dispassionate person. What Melissa saw in her eyes now, however- that was pure, unbridled lust.

“Mmm, hey stud.” She said, sauntering over to Mark. “I bet you’ve got a nice, hard, big cock to match that tight body of yours, don’t you?”

“Why don’t we find out?” Mark said, sneering. He unbuckled his pants, as did Dave, and within moments the two of them were naked, their erect cocks jutting out into the open air. Becky- pure, sweet Becky, who moments ago had been scared and terrified- now eyed their cocks hungrily, lustily, eager for them to penetrate her.

“Oh YES, let’s!” Becky said, cooing happily. “How do you want me, baby? Want me riding your nice, big, hard cock as I suck your friend off? Or do you want to take turns as you lay be down and pound into me?”

“Bend over, slut.” Mark said. “I’m going to fuck you from behind while you suck off Dave’s cock. How does that sound?”

“Oh GOD, that sounds good!” Becky said, starting to get down on all fours on the cold, hard kitchen floor. “I love sucking and fucking at the same time!”

What followed was animalistic: there was no other way to describe it. Becky bent over, wiggling her pert ass in the air, inviting Mark to fuck her. And he did – he bent down as well, lining up his cock at the entrance of her now dripping wet pussy. She moaned as she felt the pressure of his cock up against her slit, and she tried to push her hips back onto his cock. He held her waist firm with his hands, and she moaned under his steady pressure.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” he said, slapping her ass. “You can’t even wait for me to thrust my cock into your slutty little pussy.”

“Oh, GOD, yes!” she wailed in her lust. “Fuck me with that big, hard cock of yours!”

Melissa had only had sex a few times- mostly with her old boyfriend, Rick. That had been so... different. With Rick, there had been romance. Passion. Foreplay. The seductive, easy sway of her hips, the way he ran his fingers along her body as he moved down to her sex, the way he passionately kissed her- and the way that turned her on, built up her lust, made her want him, need him inside her.

She remembered how it felt when he entered her, the co-mingling of their two bodies intertwined. When she and Rick made love, it was as though the world melted away, as though nothing existed but the two of them, suspended in some sort of cosmic, romantic bond- a bond of love.

But that was not the case here. There was no love here, nor romance. There was no foreplay here, no easing into sex: Melissa knew what that meant, knew what that meant to the men. Becky was an object, there to be fucked as they pleased. She needed no foreplay, wanted no foreplay, was lost only in the primal, carnal desire of her own lust. She existed only to please those who owned her- to please her masters, to suck and fuck and pleasure them in any way they wished, at any moment.

Melissa saw it, too. She saw it in the way that Mark mounted Becky. He mounted her with a primal, lustful ease: an ease that suggested that he did this all the time, that she was in no way special except for the added thrill of the hunt- and the capture. He slid into her, and she moaned in pleasure as he slid into her. Melissa wanted to look away; she did not want to see her friend like this, lost in the throes of a manufactured pleasure, crying out in ecstasy as Mark plunged his cock into her. But she couldn’t look away from the scene, as much as she wanted to: she watched, almost transfixed, as he started to fuck her in earnest.

He continued to thrust into her, over and over again, his hard, throbbing cock disappearing in and out of her as he did. She was overcome with passion: she bucked in rhythm with him, grinding her hips into his, trying desperately to get him deeper and deeper inside her. She moaned with pleasure, emitting long, high squeals of delight when he would slap her ass, and guttural, low moans of pleasure when he slid his cock as far into her as he could go.

It looked as though Becky was in the throes of mindless pleasure: it did not seem as though she could focus on anything in her state, much less be capable of sucking a cock while Mark had his cock buried hilt-deep in her pussy. But Dave had his pants out and was kneeling in front of Becky, temptingly swaying his cock in front of her face. She looked at it with lust-filled eyes, licking her lips unconsciously.

“Bet you’re ready to suck and fuck, aren’t you?” he said, as her eyes locked onto his cock. “Bet you want this cock in your mouth, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes!” She said. “Stick your cock in my dirty mouth!”

With a strange fascination, Melissa watched Dave slide his cock into Becky’s mouth. She took it eagerly, wantonly, and without any hesitation: his cock slid into her mouth easily, disappearing entirely between her lips. She used the rhythm of Mark’s thrusts, matching her head’s bobbin on Dave’s cock, using Mark’s thrusts to slide Dave’s cock in and out of her mouth, occasionally bringing it out far enough to lick the tip, sliding her tongue lustily around his cock before quickly engulfing it in her mouth once more. 

She was a completely different person, changed forever, Melissa knew. She writhed, and wriggled, and ground her hips against Mark even as she took Dave’s cock deep into her mouth without complaint. She was completely taken over in her pleasure, but it seemed that part of her pleasure- or even most of her pleasure- centered around the two men: no matter how far gone her lust seemed to take her, she was using her body for their pleasure, efficiently and expertly stroking them, coaxing them, bringing them to the edge of their own lust.

But pleasure- what pleasure she seemed to get from it. Melissa watched almost against her will, watched her friend please the two guards. She saw the sweat gleaming from the exertion, saw the mindless, eager pleasure radiating from Becky’s eyes even as her body quivered nearly imperceptibly. Melissa recognized the signs of a woman close to the edge of her own orgasm- knew that was what she must look like when she was on the edge of coming, of allowing an orgasm to watch over her. But she had never experienced even close to the pleasure that Becky seemed to be experiencing.

A small part of her- a very small part of her- talked to her tantalizingly, seductively. It asked if that pleasure was worth it. Was it worth it to submit yourself, to place yourself beneath the will of another? Was independence, was free will worth this pain, this scrounging? To be a slave to the master... well, judging from Becky’s lustful thrusts and moans, it seemed an idyllic existence...

Melissa pushed that thought out of her head. It was seductive, and dangerous: a few Resistance members had succumbed to the temptation, and brought themselves over willingly to be enslaved. But she would not. She could not. There was no way that being turned into a mindless, lustful sex slave was worth the loss of your free will- worth the loss of what makes someone human. But she continued to look at Becky’s curvy, taut body, as it fucked and sucked those two hard, throbbing cocks, and that little voice in her head, though quieted, didn’t truly go away.

With such a wanton drive to please, it was inevitable that the two men wouldn’t last long. Mark came first- she saw it happen. Melissa had never seen a man do that before. She had done it with Rick, of course, when they were dating, but she had never watched porn or anything. She saw him grab Becky’s ass even as he began to speed up his thrusts, becoming more and more frenzied as he thrust into her, over and over again. Finally, he tensed up, pushing into her, his body making small, quivering jerks as he pumped his seed into her.

Becky seemed to enjoy it, matching him in kind: her body trembled slightly, and Melissa heard a deep groan of pleasure and satisfaction emit from her even as her mouth was stuffed full with Dave’s cock. The groan must have pleased Dave as well, because he also tensed up, grabbing Becky’s head by her hair and pulling her onto his cock. He tensed up, also spurting into her, and she happily, easily, eagerly swallowed all of him as he pumped into her, her own mouth firmly wrapped around his cock, determined not to spill a drop.

His body continued to jerk and quiver, and Becky didn’t miss a beat: even long after he was spent, she continued to lick and suck him, running her tongue along his rapidly softening shaft, making sure to languidly, even leisurely, clean him up of any of his own juices that might have lingered. Dave seemed to enjoy it, basking in his own post-orgasmic glow, and when he finally pulled her head off of his cock with a wet pop Melissa saw she had not missed a drop.

And then it was Becky’s turn. Melissa noted, with almost clinical disinterest, that her final orgasm seemed to be tied to the release of the men: her body began to rock, she quivered uncontrollably, and she let out a long, low moan of pleasure as she sank to the floor, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. It looked as though she passed out, though Melissa could make out her satisfied, happy smile as she took quick, shallow, ecstatic breaths. The men laughed.

“That first time with a new one’s always great.” Mark said, breathing hard. Dave laughed.

“Yeah, sure is.” Dave said. “We should get dressed and get her to one of the harem rooms, though. A mistress will want to sort and process her.”

“Yeah, fine.” Mark said, as the two men got dressed. He looked down at Becky, who was by now reviving. “Slut, follow us. We’re going to get you processed.”

“mmm... of course...” she said happily, still coming down from her orgasm. She got up, her clothes lying forgotten on the kitchen floor, and the three of them walked out of the kitchen, Becky naked as the day she was born. She didn’t seem to mind at all.

The sound of boots leaving the kitchen jolted Melissa back to the present, and she lingered a moment after the sound had gone, to make sure they were far enough away. Satisfied, she left her hiding place, much as she had the night Becky had gone. She wondered how long this would go on. If it ever even stopped. She wondered if the whole world might be like this one day, slaves to the will of Jimmy Riveaux. It was a terrifying thought. It-

Her thought process was interrupted by the sound of the door slamming open. She had no time to react, or to hide- it was too sudden, too fast. Whatever her previous thought might have been was forced out of her mind, replaced with an overriding, paralyzing sense of fear. And betrayal- for there stood, along with the two security officers, her friend Becky.

She was not the Becky Melissa remembered. She wore almost nothing, a thin, transparent slip covering her body but not obscuring anyone’s view of her curvy body. Becky looked at her, a huge smile on her face.

“Melissa!” she said brightly. “I’m so glad you came back! I told Mark and Dave here your MO, so they just waited outside in the hall, pretending to leave. Now they’re going to chip you, and we can both serve Master forever together!”

The two security officers advanced on her, a lust-filled, wicked stare in their eyes. Melissa knew she should fight, knew she should run, but that same fear paralyzed her, left her unable to move, unable even to speak in her defense. She stood there, horrified, as the two men advanced on her- and one of them placed a chip on the back of her neck. She felt the cool, smooth metal attach to her neck, and her face blossomed into a mindless smile.

“Slave reprogramming complete.” Melissa Rivers said. “This one is ready to obey.”

“This is our lucky fuckin’ day, Dave.” Mark said, looking Melissa over. He gave one of her breasts an experimental squeeze, and slapped her ass. She did not react at all, standing at attention still, her smile never faltering. “She’s plenty hotter than the one we got. Might be the hottest I’ve ever bagged.”

“Yeah.” Dave said. “Hope we get to keep her.”

“Even if we don’t, we at least get her once.” Mark said. He smiled evilly, looking at Melissa. “Activate Slut mode.”

Melissa had felt fear. She remembered that, dimly. But now she felt horny. Oh god, she felt incredibly, desperately horny. She looked at the two men in front of her. She needed them. She needed their cocks, their big, hard cocks fucking her in every hole.

“How about you let your cocks out, studs, so I can fuck them raw?” she said, eying them with lust in their eyes.

“In a minute.” Mark said. He looked at her wickedly. “I need a little show first. How about you get down between your friend’s legs here and give her an orgasm she won’t forget?”

Melissa looked at Becky, and Becky smiled, leaning against the table. Melissa knelt in front of her, bringing her mouth up to Becky’s slit even as Becky raised the skimpy, transparent negligee to give her access. Melissa began in earnest, licking her friend’s hot pussy. She couldn’t wait to suck and fuck those two big cocks.

After all, she lived to serve.
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