
        
            
                
            
        

    



 Charmed Cheerleader 
 
      
 
    It was at the end of the cool year, and I was now officially a high school graduate. All of my friends were off to their parties, to hang out, to reminisce, to get blasted, and to think about where their futures might take them. Not me. 
 
    After the graduation ceremony, the hugs, and of the fondest wishes, I decided to go back home. I stripped off my graduation day dress, and I decided to put on something else. 
 
    My cheerleading uniform. Black with gold stripes and a set of crisscrossing shoulder straps, my uniform always made me feel confident. Once I was back in my uniform, I went before my mirror, and I decided to tie my hair into pigtails. They were secured with black and gold ribbons that shimmered. 
 
    Our last games were over for the year. In fact, I didn't need to wear this at all, but it just felt so right. 
 
    I didn't think about it. I just acted, almost like I was in a haze. I didn't talk to anyone. In fact, when I got back into my little sedan, I didn't even bother bringing my purse with me. 
 
    Then I started driving. I made my way through the suburbs and back to my high school. When I pulled up, I couldn't help but smirk ever so slightly. Everywhere I turn to, there were memories. I couldn't help but think about how many times I got dressed in the locker rooms. Then there was that time Becky and I chased each other around the pool. Coach Larson got so mad at us. He was worried that we might slip. 
 
    There had been plenty of afternoons I spent with my friends, sitting around at the gazebo just outside of the administration office. And then, of course, there was that one class I hated above all others. 
 
    AP Psychology with Mr. Deacon. 
 
    Yes, he was young, and yes he was incredibly smart, but I didn't care. As far as I was concerned, he was just one more obstacle on my way to college. I wanted to be an adult. I wanted people to take me seriously. 
 
    I parked, I got out of my car, and I started walking. Strangely enough, I went up to Mr. Deacon's classroom. 
 
    I didn't think about it. I knocked once, then twice. I stood there, and I waited for something. 
 
    He was never one of the teachers I could like. Seriously, some teachers understand that high school is a big joke. While my transcript clearly said that I was a 4.0 student, most of those good grades came from flirting with my male teachers. Sure, I was smart, but I didn't want to waste my time. As far as I was concerned, I would only be young once, and I didn't intend to waste of the opportunity. 
 
    The what was I doing there? There were probably lots of teachers still on campus who would love to give me a hug before I left. And yet, I kept waiting, staring straight ahead. I barely blinked until I heard his voice. 
 
    "Come in." 
 
    I stepped across the threshold into his classroom. And there was Mr. Deacon, Mr. Daniel Deacon sitting at his desk. He had a stack of student papers right in front of him. 
 
    "Ah yes, I'm glad you came," he told me. He smiled, and I walked right up to his desk. Then I got down on my knees, and I bowed my head down. My pigtails touched my shoulders as I waited for him to speak. 
 
    "Ashley, do you know why you're here?" 
 
    I shook my head. "No. I just felt like I had to come. Did I have another homework assignment or something?" Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. Why was I even asking? The grades had been turned into, and I was now a high school graduate. This guy couldn't do anything to me. He couldn't give me a detention or anything. 
 
    Daniel got up from his desk, and he came up to me. He stood only a few inches away, but I was still down on my knees, a cheerleader in the most demeaning position possible. 
 
    "That's right. You felt like you had to come here for one very good reason. Do you remember the lesson on hypnosis?" 
 
    "Yes," I said, practically spitting that word. "You made us read up on it." 
 
    "That's very true. I also lectured all about how a hypnotist can only bring out one's hidden desires. A hypnotist can't actually make someone do anything he or she doesn't already want to do." 
 
    "Look, I should get going." 
 
    "Stay where you are and be quiet." 
 
    I meant to laugh, to tell him that he couldn't be serious. 
 
    And yet, I waited right there, completely quiet, like a good girl. 
 
    "This is an important lesson for you, Ashley. You don't believe in consequences, but they do exist, even for beautiful girls like you. So this is what's going to happen. You're going to beg for me to use your body. You want to be groped. You want to be fondled. You want me to bend you over that desk and fuck you hard." 
 
    I blinked, my lips parted, and I kept waiting for the words to spill out of my mouth. At the very least, this was serious sexual harassment. 
 
    He could get in a lot of trouble for this! 
 
    And yet, I stated their on the floor, quiet, like a good girl waiting for the lesson to finish. 
 
    He reached down, and he stroked my cheek with the back of his hand. Then he cupped my chin, and he forced me to raise my gaze, to look up at him. He seemed to so much taller now that I was down on my knees. 
 
    "Do you have any questions?" 
 
    Apparently, I could speak now. 
 
    "Are you serious?" Disbelief rang through every sound I made. 
 
    "I'm very serious. In fact, if you try to leave here without obeying my commands, you'll start to get aroused. With every step you take, you'll feel this intense desire to come back. Eventually, you'll succumb." 
 
    "Does that mean I'm free to go?" That was a rational question, but my head was spinning. 
 
    "You're free to try," he replied. "Of course, if you do try to leave this room before I treat you like the little slut that you are, there will be consequences." 
 
    All of a sudden, it felt like I could actually control my body again. I jumped up onto my feet, and I turned around, walking right out of the room. I slammed the door behind me, and I heard the booming echo through the rest of the school. 
 
    Incensed, I started to walk away, thinking about exactly how I would react to this. If he thought he was going to get away with treating me like that, Daniel Deacon was going to be sorely disappointed. He wasn't some college professor who had tenure. No matter what he wanted to think of himself, he was just a high school teacher! 
 
    I made it about five feet away from his classroom door when I felt the first nickel of desire. 
 
    When I cleared ten more feet, I had to take a breath. My cheeks had become flushed, and I could feel this little hint of moisture right between my legs. My pussy was damp, but it had to be the anger, right? 
 
    So I figured that maybe I would go find some nicely built jock. 
 
    By the time I got to my car, I reached for the handle, and I could already feel it, that throbbing between my legs. My pussy was so wet! I already knew that my sex was slick, and I needed some attention. 
 
    I bit down into my bottom lip, and I closed my eyes. For just a moment, I tried to think of someone, some hot boy from my graduating class. 
 
    That didn't work. 
 
    I switched gears, and I tried to imagine some actor, someone truly hot so that I could get myself off. Yes, just a quick little orgasm. If I touched myself for a little while, that's all I really had to do. Then I would get to feel that incandescent pleasure of a climax, and I'd be able to think clearly again. If I was still super horny, I could just go find some guy to take care of me. 
 
    As hard as I tried, I couldn't think of anyone. 
 
    Like so many other girls, I loved watching movies. I enjoyed listening to music and watching singers' videos. But it just didn't work. Sure, I could summon up their faces, but I didn't feel even a modicum of attraction. 
 
    No, when I closed my eyes, only one face seemed perfect for me. 
 
    I thought of Daniel sloping cheeks, of his prominent brow, of his strong chin and the little bit of stumble along his face. He looked rough and dangerous. 
 
    I let go of the door handle, and before I knew it, I was running, sprinting as hard as I could back to the parking lot toward his door. 
 
    When I got there, I should have just grabbed the handle and yanked it open. Instead, I started knocking. 
 
    "Mr. Deacon? Mr. Deacon, are you in there?" 
 
    He had to be. I'd only been gone for a minute or two. And yet, I kept knocking, waiting for some kind of response. 
 
    The door opened, and I tried to brush past him. I wanted him to close the door so that no one would see what might happen next. Instead, he stood right there in the opening, blocking me. 
 
    "What is it, Ashley?" 
 
    Licking my bottom lip again, I tried to come up with some sort of explanation. Instead, I bowed my head down. "Can we talk?" 
 
    "Do you want to talk?" 
 
    I started shaking my head, and my pigtails bounce against my shoulders all over again. 
 
    "Actually, I hypnotized you, so you're going to be my little sex slave until I say otherwise. Right now, you want something. What do you want?" 
 
    "I want you." 
 
    "If you want me, you need to address me properly." 
 
    "I want you, Sir?" 
 
    "No, try again," he said with a condescending smirk. My face blushed, and I didn't know what he wanted from me, not until I started talking again. "I want you, Master?" 
 
    "That sounds good, but you need to tell me what you want." 
 
    I ran my teeth along my bottom lip. I nibbled on the inside of my mouth. I tried to distract myself. I looked around, but my nipples were hard, my pussy was throbbing, and I couldn't ignore the desperate desires playing through my body. 
 
    As my heart pounded, I didn't want to speak. Words kept bubbling into my head, but I wouldn't admit to a single one of them. Throughout high school, I had been a very good girl. Sure, I flirted with all of the boys and most of the male teachers, but that was only because I liked being popular. 
 
    Now, there was something I wanted to say, and I had to stop myself. I couldn't succumb to the temptation. 
 
    "Tell me," he commanded, grabbing one of my pigtails and yanking my head to the side. Pena flashed through my scalp, and something inside of me broke. 
 
    "Please, Master, may I be your slut?" 
 
    "Again." 
 
    "I want to be your slut, Master! You make me so horny! I want you to use me. Please, make me into your little sex slave. I want to be obedient. I want to do anything and everything you say, Master!" Those words left my lips, and I blinked a just once, thinking of a dream I had almost six months before this. 
 
    In it, I really was Daniel Deacon's sex slave. He kept me caged at the foot of his bed. I had to wear a collar. He only allowed me out when he wanted to show me off to his friends. He would strip me and let them touch my breasts. To prove that I was nice and sensitive, he would slide his hand up my skirt, and he would toy with my sex until I started to moan. People all around me would laugh and chuckle, and it would be disgusting and meaning, yet it always turned me on even more. 
 
    That night, six months before, I woke up in a sweat, and I couldn't help myself. I slid my hand down into my panties, and I masturbated furiously. 
 
    Perhaps these desires had always been a part of me. 
 
    Even so, I was never going to admit it to a guy like Daniel Deacon. 
 
    Or so I believed. 
 
    "What you want me to do with you?" Daniel asked me. 
 
    "Whatever, whatever you want," I replied, stuttering through those words. 
 
    "That's good," he said. "Lift up your skirt." 
 
    "I can't..." I said, my voice straining, and yet I grabbed the hem of my cheerleading uniform, and I lifted it up, flashing my panties. They were black, silky and soft. Daniel discovered this for himself just a second later because he came up to me, and he put one hand on the back of my neck. With his other, he started to stroke me with two fingers. 
 
    I shivered, and ought pleasure ran through my body. I could feel my arousal soak into my panties as he rubbed me, down and up, down and up. He toyed with my pussy, and no one had ever touched me like this before. Even when I masturbated, it wasn't this good. 
 
    He pulled back, and he turned around. He walked away, heading right back toward his desk. 
 
    "Follow me. Crawl." 
 
    "No, I won't!" 
 
    "Still such a defiant brat," he said with a shake of his head. "You know, Ashley, I don't need to indulge you. I could go home right now, and I could leave you here. Of course, you wouldn't get the satisfaction you need..." 
 
    His threat lingered on the air. I puffed out my exasperation, and then I did the unthinkable. I dropped down onto my hands and knees, and I crawled toward my Master. I made my way toward him, like I didn't have any choice. Because I didn't. 
 
    My body wouldn't tolerate anything but obedience. So I made my way back to his feet, and I was still down on all fours. 
 
    "Good girl," he said. "Sit," he commanded, talking down to me like I was some sort of dog. 
 
    Then again, he was training me. 
 
    I pressed my lips together, but I sat up. I meant to stand, but once I was on my knees, my back straight, I could no longer move. 
 
    "Would you like to suck my cock?" 
 
    "Yes, Master," I said to him, my face and down toward the floor. I couldn't believe that those words just left my lips. I was supposed be better than this! 
 
    He unzipped his pants, and he took out his erection. Right there, the tip of his shaft glistened with pre-come. And I longed for a taste. 
 
    The idea of sucking a boys cock was supposed to send reverberations of discussed running through my body. But they didn't. I looked at this man, and all I wanted to do was wrapped my lips around his dick. I wanted to take him long and deep. I wanted him to use me, to make me feel like his filthy little whore. 
 
    "Please, Master, may I serve you? May I service you with my mouth?" 
 
    "You may," he allowed. 
 
    A surge of joy ran through my body. When we studied hypnotism, he programmed me. And now, I leaned forward, and I licked his cock. One part of my psyche responded with nothing but unfettered shame. My cheeks were ready, and I could feel the bile crawl up my throat. But on the other hand, a blast of ecstasy vibrated through my skin, making every nerve in my body tingle. 
 
    I didn't know how to resolve those contradictory emotions. So I stopped thinking altogether. Instead, I concentrated on my Master. I licked his cock, sliding my tongue up and down the length of his erection. I kissed him and then I wrapped my lips all the way around his circumference. I moved my head down and up, slowly. 
 
    "Look at me," he commanded. 
 
    Like a good little slut, I lifted my gaze, and our eyes met. Another wave of blush crashed down on my cheeks. I couldn't help myself. The heat ran over my skin it, and I was so ashamed. I was giving my teacher a blow job. Already, I could taste his excitement, and I loved it. I wanted more. 
 
    "That's right. You just a filthy little slut. You only got to high school by cheating. You flirted with all of your teachers. That's why you failed my class." 
 
    I didn't respond. I couldn't. Instead of talking, I used my mouth to give this man pleasure. I bobbed my head down and up, and the muscles in my throat felt so loose, like he could bury his cock between my lips, and I would gratefully accept every inch. 
 
    "Faster," he commanded. 
 
    I did my best. 
 
    It wasn't good enough. 
 
    "Faster," he commanded again, and I moved as quickly as I could, yet it still didn't make any difference. 
 
    With a sigh of exasperation, he grabbed onto my pigtails. He took the strands of my hair into his hands, and he held on tight as he forced my head down and up. He made it so that I nearly choked on his cock, but Daniel didn't care. He didn't even slow down. He worked me, taking everything he wanted. 
 
    Then he yanked on my hair again, pulling my face away from his shaft. 
 
    He held me in place with one hand. With the other, he squeezed his cock, and he shot off his load, splashing his climax all over my face. I could feel the splashes of hot semen along my cheeks, between my eyes, and along my lips. 
 
    When he finished with me, he let go. I stumbled back down onto my hands and knees. 
 
    "What you feeling right now." 
 
    "Shame, discussed," I answered, and then I stopped because I didn't want to admit to the rest. 
 
    "Tell me." 
 
    "Gratitude, Master." 
 
    "Good," he answered. He grabbed one of my pigtails again, he lifted me up onto my feet, and then he bent me over one of the student desks. Before I knew what was happening, he raised my skirt, and his hand came down, striking and my cute little ass. 
 
    I've always been proud of my rear. And right then, he used it against me. He spanked my bottom once, twice, three times. Heat in pain flashed through my skin, and I was whimpering. I could still feel his load on my face. 
 
    He turned it against me. His hand flew down, striking into my vulnerable skin. Pain radiated out into the rest of my body, and there was nothing I could do to stop him. 
 
    "How does that make you feel, slut?" 
 
    "Master, it makes me wet! It makes me hot!" 
 
    "That's because your dirty girl," he told me. "Are you ready to get down on your knees and beg for forgiveness?" 
 
    "Never," I growled back at him, grateful for that modicum of defiance. 
 
    He turned me around, and he looked into my eyes. I still had some of his load on my face, but Daniel didn't seem to mind. "Do not the best part of this is?" 
 
    "What?" I sneered. 
 
    "When I'm done with you, I'm going to send you right out the door, and you're going to forget all about this. In fact, until I call you again, you will remember that you're my brainwashed sex slave." 
 
    "Go to hell!" 
 
    Before I could spit in his face, Daniel shoved me back down against the desk. He resumed the spanking, his hand crashing down into my bottom. By the time he finished, my ass must've been glowing a bright shade of red. 
 
    "Such a bad girl. Maybe I should change her behaviors." 
 
    "What, what you talking about?" 
 
    "When you leave here today, Ashley, you're going to decide that you don't want to go to college." 
 
    "You can't, you can't make that decision for me!" 
 
    "That's right. You don't want to go to college. You want to become a maid. You want to become my maid. You'll think about it long a hard, and nothing will make you happier than the prospect of showing up to my house in a little uniform with a short skirt." 
 
    "Stop it!" 
 
    "And of course, you won't want to have a boyfriend either. You'll meet lots of guys, and I'm sure they'll hit on you, but they just won't be as good. You'll secretly be in love with me, and you won't be able to shake those feelings, no matter how hard you try." 
 
    "No!" I called out. I couldn't believe it. And yet, I could feel something, the Little nickel in the deepest recesses of my mind. He was inputting commands, and I could feel them, lodging inside of me. 
 
    I looked around, searching for escape, but he still had me bent over the desk. 
 
    "Someday, if you're very lucky girl, I might decide to marry you. Remedial just keep you as my cute little slut. What you think? Maybe if you learn to beg in just the right way, I'll decide to keep you. Of course, we will have to maintain strict discipline in our home. I'm going to be in charge, and you're going to do whatever you're told." 
 
    I meant to say something else, but his hand smacked down against my ass. 
 
    Robbed of breath, I couldn't speak. I could barely think. 
 
    He squeezed my ass, and then he grabbed one of my pigtails, forcing me back up. "How are you feeling right now? What are you thinking? Be honest." 
 
    I spoke right away, almost as though the words were dragged out of me. "I'm thinking about being your servant girl. I want to be your flock toy. I want to be your cock socket, Master." 
 
    "Good," he replied, and he bent me over another desk. 
 
    Daniel lifted up my skirt, he yanked down my panties, and I knew what was going to happen. He was going to fuck a right there. For an entire year, I sat in his room, and I rolled my eyes. I talked to my friends, and I passed notes because I didn't respect him. 
 
    But right then and right there, he took me. He shoved forward, sliding his cock right into my wet and ready slit. 
 
    He wasn't gentle, nor did he take his time. He pushed forward, burying his cock deep inside of me. Once he was all the way in, he stopped, and he grabbed my waist. He pinched, making it clear that I had to feel this. I had to experience this moment. 
 
    It was edged into deep into my memory. It felt so good, and I inhaled and exhaled a quick little puffs of air. He pulled back and shoved forward again. 
 
    "What are you?" 
 
    "Yours. I'm your slut." 
 
    "That's right," he said. His hands went back up to my pigtails, and he pulled, using them like reins. 
 
    Daniel made his point again and again as he pumped into me. He worked his cock against my opening. Pretty soon, I couldn't help myself. Despite the humiliation and the shame, another orgasm ran through my body. 
 
    Moments later, I endured another pulse of pleasure. I hated it, but every inch of my body savored what he was doing to me. He turned me into a slut. He turned me into his fuck toy. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do about it. I panted, I gasped, I moaned, and I eventually cried out through the ecstasy. That's when he pulled even harder on my hair, sending a jolt of pain running down my spine. But it felt so good, especially when his cock pulsated and robbed. He pumped me as he used me. And when he finished, he wiped his cock off on my skirt. 
 
    "Go home. I'm sure you have some plans you want to make." 
 
    "When I step outside of here, I'm really going to change my mind, right? Am really going to decide to become your servant?" 
 
    "Go find out," he told me. 
 
    A few seconds later, I scurried out of his room, and I held onto the belief that I would remember everything, and I would change my mind about college. 
 
      
 
    By the time I got back to my car, I glanced down at my skirt. I saw something shiny and sneered, but I couldn't remember what it was. At the same time, I glanced around the rest of the school. What was I doing here? 
 
    When I really tried to think about it and remember the last couple of hours, nothing came to mind. So I shrugged and decided that it didn't matter. As I got in my car, I turned on the engine, and I started thinking about college. I really want to go? What is sitting around a boring lecture hall actually make me happy? 
 
    I close my eyes, and I tried to imagine where I want to be in a week, a month, or even five years. I imagine myself in a little black dress with a white apron, poised on my hands and knees while Mr. Deacon took me from behind. 
 
    It was such an intoxicating image. 
 
    Maybe if I was a very good girl, he would let me serve him... 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    Want more? 
 
      
 
    Keep going. 
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