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Cheerleader Enslaved (High School Submission, #1)


Jimmy Riveaux was a model student- some might say, even a genius. At the age of 18 he had already had several published papers, and had he been older some would have called him a pioneer in his field: he had disproven several theories in the field of neuroscience, and was well on his way to establishing theorems that others had not yet conceived of. Because of his age, however, he was merely considered gifted. Because of his age, instead of being lauded, he was ridiculed, shamed, called a nerd- an outcast with few friends and no lovers.

His one true, close friend had been a girl named Stephanie Enos, who lived across the street from him. They had been born on the same day in the same hospital, and their mothers liked to joke that they must have been separated at birth. They grew up together, inseparable, and as they aged they faced each new challenge, each new school year together. As hard as Jimmy’s life had been, he dealt with it knowing that Stephanie was by his side: a rock he clung to through the tears. That is, until senior year. Then everything changed.

Stephanie had begun to fall in with the popular crowd, and as she did so she found out- as did Jimmy- one powerful lesson: peer pressure is a powerful thing. Jimmy was a nerd, undesirable, so little by little Stephanie became embarrassed and self-conscious to be around him. By senior year, she all but avoided him, having become the head cheerleader in the school- being around him could mean the end of her social life as she knew it.

The turning point, the moment that broke poor Jimmy, was one day during lunch. Stephanie had long since stopped eating lunch with him, and Jimmy knew enough to not approach her during the day: nerdy as he was, he wasn’t entirely oblivious to the social structure around him. He had come up with something so exciting, so amazing, that he had to share it with Stephanie.

“Steph, check this out!” he said, excitedly, approaching her at her cafeteria table. “I’ve made a breakthrough in neuroengineering. I’ve figured out a way to actually reroute some of the synapses that-“

“That make you not such a dweeb?” a voice said behind him. “Because otherwise, you should get the hell out of here.”

Jimmy recognized that voice. It was Biff, Stephanie’s new boyfriend. He was the head quarterback of the football team, and he took every pleasure in harassing Jimmy whenever he could.

“Look, Biff, I’m not looking to start anything.” Jimmy said. “I just wanted to tell Stephanie about a cool new breakthrough I’ve come up with.”

“She doesn’t want to hear it, dweeb.” Biff said. He wrapped an arm around Stephanie. “Beat it.”

“Why don’t you let her decide, huh?” Jimmy said. “she’s a person, too.”

“Fine.” Biff said. “Whaddaya want, babe? Want me to get rid of this dweeb for you?”

“Yeah, Biff.” Stephanie said finally, after a long moment of everyone looking at her. “Jimmy, I don’t care about your stupid discovery. Just go away.”

“I... alright.” Jimmy said, slowly. Biff leered at him, laughing, and the rest of the table erupted in laughter too. Jimmy slunk away, defeated. He felt betrayed, felt cast away. He had always understood that Stephanie had new friends, that she couldn’t talk to him. He got that. He just... he had thought that when the chips were down, she’d be there to back him up. But she wasn’t. She turned on him, made fun of him, just like the rest of them.

Jimmy was a good, he was honest, but he was still an 18 year old boy, with all the fires, passions, and ideas that come with it. His mind was full of different ideas, now. What he had been about to tell Stephanie was that he had discovered a way to reroute synapses- in effect, to rewire a person’s brain. To control their thoughts, what they felt, how they viewed the world. But since she had not wanted to listen... he would show her.

Oh yes, he would show her.

He set to work making the device the rest of that week. It was slow going, considering it was technology that had never been seen before. But Jimmy was going to do it, and he worked tirelessly, day and night, until finally he had it. He twirled the small metal chip in his hands, watching it sparkle as the light from the lamp reflected off of it. Come tomorrow, Stephanie would understand just how important his discovery was.

Jimmy finished his project late on a Friday night, and he texted Stephanie asking her to come see him Saturday afternoon. He was banking on their previous friendship being strong enough that she could not deny him that simple request, and he wasn’t wrong: she came to see him that day, right after cheerleading practice.

“uh, hey Jimmy.” She said, as he opened the door for her. “You, you wanted to talk?”

“Yeah. I did.” He said. He fingered the chip in his pocket anxiously. “Please, come on in.”

“Sure.” She came in, sitting down on the same chair that she had always sat in when she came over, when they were growing up. When they had been friends. “Is this... is this about Tuesday?”

“I... yeah, Steph. It is.” Jimmy said.

“Look, Jim, I’m sorry, but...” she said. “Everyone was watching me, what could I say? You shouldn’t have come up to me like that. We could’ve met after school, like always.”

“I know, I was just so excited and...” Jimmy said. He paused. He had not expected to be truthful, or... well, even for this conversation to last so long. “It hurt, a lot. What you said. I felt betrayed.”

“Jimmy, I know, but...” Steph said. She twirled her fingers around her hair nervously. “It’s just... the whole squad was there, and Biff, you know? And you come up with all this techy nerd speak, and-“

“You used to like that.” Jimmy said. “You used to respect my intelligence, and yours. What are you even doing hanging out with that meathead, anyway? You’re better than that. You’re turning yourself into some airhead, and for what? To be cool?”

“That meathead is my boyfriend.” Steph said icily. “And I happen to enjoy being cool, thank you very much. Look, I didn’t come over here to be insulted or to have my boyfriend insulted. Why don’t you stop being such a nerd all the time and just be cool? Then we wouldn’t have these problems.”

And that sealed it. Even then, Jimmy hadn’t been sure he was going to use his device. Had Stephanie apologized, had the two of them returned to the status quo, then he wouldn’t have. But he was angry, and betrayed, and his path was now set in stone.

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I forgive you.” Jimmy lied. “Hug it out?”

“Fine.” Stephanie said, still angry. She came in for a hug, and she put her arms around him- he, however, did something different. He reached up and clamped the chip onto the back of her neck. She felt the cool, smooth metal attach to the base of her head, on her neck, below her hair.

“What the hell! Jimmy, what are you doing?” she said, breaking away from the hug. She reached up to her neck, feeling the metal attached to the base of her neck. She tried to remove it, but she felt a brief jolt of pain shoot up her neck when she tried.

“It’s attached to your brain stem, Steph.” Jimmy said calmly, coldly.

“What the hell is it?” She said angrily.

“it’s a neuro reprogrammer.” Jimmy said. “You didn’t want to listen to my discovery at lunch, so I figured I’d show you instead.”

“This is ridiculous.” Steph said. “You’ve gone too far this time, Jim! I don’t know what’s gotten into you. Take this damn thing off me.”

“I think not.” Jimmy said. “Activate Program Slutty Stephanie.”

“What are yoouuu...” Steph said as a strange feeling overtook her. She started to feel different. She sat down on the chair, shaking her head. “Oh god!”

“Feeling a bit different, Steph?” he said.

“What are you... uh... doing to me?” she said. She was suddenly hit by a wave of arousal, harder than anything she’d ever experienced before. She had to resist the urge to gasp as feelings of pleasure flooded her body.

“Oh, just rewiring your brain a little bit.” Jimmy said. “To make you a bit more... pliable. How are you feeling?”

“I... fine.” She said, through gritted teeth. In fact she was trying desperately to resist sliding her fingers down to her pussy, but she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. “Looks like your... uh... chip might not be working.”

“Oh, it’s working.” Jimmy said. He moved closer to her. “I think you’re getting really horny, aren’t you, Steph?”

“I... nuh... no...” she said. She shook her head desperately. It was getting harder to think with this fog of lust descending on her. But she had to resist, had to shake it away had to...

“Oh!” she gasped, as Jimmy grazed his hand lightly across her breast. Even through her clothes, the sensation was overwhelming, feeding her lust, arousing her even more. She squirmed unconsciously in the chair, clamping her thighs together to fight the increasing dampness she felt between them.

“Oh, I forgot to mention.” Jimmy said. “It’s also rewiring your pleasure centers. Every touch, every glance, every stroked finger on your smooth, beautiful skin... it’ll be pleasure like you’ve never experienced before.”

He took both hands now, placing them both on Stephanie’s breasts, and squeezed. The tremors of pleasure that went through her were too strong, she couldn’t hide them: she gasped again, loudly, audibly, her body writhing under the assault of pleasure. Oh GOD, she was so horny! She just needed... no, she had to fight it, had to resist!

“What are you thinking about, Stephanie?” he said, bringing his face closer to her. She was breathing heavily, panting, trying her best to delay the inevitable. “I bet you’re thinking about having a nice, big cock inside you, aren’t you?”

“N... no...” she said. But he was right. Oh god, was he right. All she wanted was to suck and fuck a nice big cock, a nice hard cock. She wriggled on the chair, imagining how good it would feel to have a cock deep in her pussy, thrusting, pounding, making her moan...

“Are you sure?” he said. He started to slide one of his hands down her stomach, closer to her.  “I think you’re lying. I think you need some... persuasion to tell me the truth.”

“I... uh... “ she said. It was getting so hard to think, the way his hand was sliding down her stomach. He was getting closer and closer, his fingers moving down past her hips, to the top of her sex, then slipping past the elastic of her panties, playing in the soft hair there, just at the top. 

“Feeling any more... forthcoming?” he said wickedly.

“I...” she said. Her breathing was ragged, panting. She was so horny now, it was all she could do to stop herself from begging him to slip his finger into her slick, wet pussy. She had to control herself, knew she should control herself, but she was afraid that if he slipped that finger inside of her than she’d tip over the edge, that she’d...

Jimmy then slid a finger inside her, and it felt as though her world melted around her. She writhed, bucking, moaning involuntarily as he slid a finger deep inside her sex. He slid it in and out, lazily, leisurely- he knew full well what it was doing to her. It was making her so hot, so horny, and she felt her resistance start to crack.

“Does slutty Stephanie want a nice, big cock inside her?” Jimmy whispered, his mouth close to her ear. She knew she should say no, she knew she should leave, but... oh god, she did want a cock. She wanted a nice big cock so bad- she wanted his big cock, in fact, his rock-hard shaft sliding deep inside her, making her moan, making her squirm, making her his slutty whore, his little slutty Stephanie.

“I... oh GOD, yes!” she said. Unable to control herself anymore, she let it slip out, feeling her resistance fade away even more. It was so easy to say, so wonderful to say... 

“Yes, what?” Jimmy said, continuing to slide his finger in and out of her. 

“Yes, I want your cock inside me!” she said. Admitting it made it easier, made it better, and she found that she didn’t even really want to resist anymore. Why resist something so amazing, something that sounded so good, that she needed, wanted so desperately? In fact, she was having a hard time remembering why she even wanted to resist feeling this good in the first place. “GOD, I’m so horny! Please, fuck me with that nice big cock of yours!”

“It’s not that easy.” He said. “A good slut has to work for her cock. You know that, don’t you?”

“Of course I do!” she said. She giggled at him. “I might be a slut, but I’m not stupid.”

“Then get down on your knees and suck my cock.” He said. “Get it nice and big and hard, ready to slide deep into your pussy and fuck you senseless.”

The thought of having a nice big cock sliding into her pussy sent more waves of lust and pleasure pulsing through her, and she got down on her knees in front of him. She hastily undid his pants, and in a moment she had freed his cock from his underwear. She gaped at it. It was so big! She didn’t even know if she could get it in her mouth. She grinned; that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to try.

She started to rub her hands along his cock, playing with it first. She took one hand and slid it up and down his shaft, grasping it firmly, moving it up to the tip, stroking it, and then back down along the shaft. She took her other hand and rubbed his balls, slowly, seductively, tantalizingly. The deep groan of pleasure he let out made her smile wickedly as she continued to move her hands along his now rock-hard cock.

She began to bring her mouth closer and closer to his cock, kissing the tip, letting her tongue slide along it as her hands continued to work its length. And then she took it- all of it, his entire cock, deep into her mouth. She was able to fit it in, and Jimmy groaned in pleasure as his cock disappeared between her thick, full lips. She began bobbing her head up and down on his shaft, taking his cock in and out of her mouth over and over again.

She sucked his cock with glee, fueled by her newly acquired slut persona. She ran her tongue along the shaft, using its texture to make Jimmy groan and moan, and then brought her tongue back to the tip, sliding it easily up before running it along his shaft and bringing his entire cock back deep into her throat once more. He moaned again as she kept sucking him, and he started to buck his hips into her face, his breath coming faster and faster.

“Oh god, yes, Stephanie...” he said. She beamed inwardly: she loved sucking cock, and she loved sucking his cock! Every thrust of his cock sent another shockwave down her body, through her spine and deep into her pussy.  She was aflame with passion, driven wild by lust, and her ministrations on his rock-hard cock were bringing him to the brink: she could feel him coming to the edge of his passion, his hips bucking further, his cock driving deeper and deeper into her throat.

“Wait.” He said. She obeyed, grinning wickedly, taking her mouth off his cock with a satisfying pop.

“I think it’s time I fuck you senseless, slut.” He said. “Bend over.”

“Yes!” she said happily, getting up and bending over the couch. She shimmied out of her panties, about to shimmy out of her cheerleader skirt, but he stopped her.

“No, keep the skirt on.” He said. He grinned. “I’ve always liked you in it.”

She obeyed, keeping the skirt on as she bent over the couch. He moved up behind her, placing his cock at the entrance of her pussy, slick with her arousal, and then with one smooth, strong motion he pushed it into her, her slick, aching, eager pussy offering no resistance as his cock slid deep in, up to the hilt, burying itself inside her.

Her world exploded. She had thought she had known pleasure, thought she had known it when he touched her breasts, but that was nothing compared to this. As he slid into her aching pussy, he filled her completely, filled her utterly. The waves of pleasure saturated her body, building her lust, crashing into her like no feeling she had ever known before. She began to buck wildly, driving her hips back onto his, grinding her hips into his, trying desperately to get his cock in and out of her.

It seemed like every new thrust was deeper, impossibly so. It felt like his cock was growing inside her, expanding, filling her and fucking her in a way she hadn’t even been able to comprehend before. Each thrust drove more and more of her rational thought out of her, replacing it with lust, pure, unfiltered, animal lust: each thrust brought her mindless passion to the front, made her a slave to the irresistible force of her arousal.

“Does slutty Stephanie love getting a cock shoved deep in her pussy?” Jimmy said. He slapped her ass, loving the way the flesh of her ass jiggled as he fucked her. “I bet you do, you dirty whore.”

“Oh GOD, yes!” she said. She moaned, she writhed, she bucked. “Ohgod, I almost can’t THINK, your cock is so good!”

And it was. The world seemed to melt around her as the pleasure was too much, and she felt that familiar, tingling feeling: the one deep inside her, the one that signaled her coming orgasm. And come she did- it rocked her like a tidal wave, enveloping her, sweeping all rational thought away, and she shuddered at its intensity. She was helpless against the force of her orgasm as she came. And came. And came. The neuroprogrammer made sure that she felt pleasure unlike anything else, and she started to slip away, all conscious thought burned away by the force of her multiple orgasms. 

Her world turned inwards, and everything else seemed like a dream: she was vaguely aware of Jimmy thrusting into her throughout her orgasm, and through the fog of her orgasmic haze she felt him grunt, tensing up, shooting his seed deep inside her eager, greedy pussy. She felt his weight on her as he rested, spent, but she couldn’t muster the energy to care: all she knew, her entire world, was the force of her orgasms and the pleasant, hazy glow of their aftereffects.

“Omigod!” she said as her senses came back to her and Jimmy slid himself out of her. “That was soooo good! I can’t wait to fuck Biff like that. God, I’m such a slut!”

“For now.” Jimmy said. He grinned. “Active Program Blank Slate.”

Almost instantly, Stephanie stood up, rigid, all feelings gone. She stood at attention, staring forward at nothing, her eyes unblinking and glassed over.

“Stephanie, can you hear me?” Jimmy said.

“Yes, Master.” She said, tonelessly, her voice neutral- the voice of an automaton.

“Good.” He said. “What is your status?”

“Ready to receive and imprint new personality engrams.” She said mindlessly.

“Good.” He said. “You will retain your original personality engrams, but with new commands.”

“The first is that I am your master. You have no will but my own. You exist only to serve me, please me, and your only desire is to serve and please me unconditionally and unhesitatingly.”

“Understood.” She said robotically.

“You will not engage in any sexual act with any other man, unless I command it first.” He said. “You are also not to accept any commands from anyone besides myself, unless I command it first.”

“Understood.”

“Finally, you are never to call me master in public. In public, we are a happy, loving couple. In private, however, you are my mindless fuckbot, to serve me obediently and without question.”

“Understood.”

“Very good. My own three laws of Fuckbotics.” He said. He chuckled to himself, and looked over at Stephanie. He guessed she didn’t get the joke.

“Alright. Store and imprint those commands, and then return to normal operating status.” He said. He saw her eyes move back and forth rapidly, her brain imprinting with the new commands, and after a few moments her posture relaxed and her eyes began to focus again.

“Oh, wow...” she said, shaking her head. “That... those orgasms were intense. Thank you, master.”

“You’re welcome.” He said. “How are you feeling?”

“Never better!” she chirped.

“Good.” He said. “How is the programming holding? Can you repeat to me your directives?”

“Of course, master!” She said, giggling. “How could I forget? You are my master. I have no will but your own. I exist to serve you, please you, and my only desire is-“

“That’s enough.” He said. He didn’t need the litany over again, and it was clear from how she rattled that one off that she had sufficiently imprinted the new programming.

“I’m pleasantly surprised the chip worked.” He said.

“Oh, me too, master!” She said. “I’m sorry I was so mean to you before. I didn’t understand how wonderful you are.”

“It’s alright.” He said. “You know better now.”

She cooed wildly, overjoyed that her master forgave her. She couldn’t imagine doing anything to make her master angry at her. She couldn’t understand how the old her had done so- how she had been anything but completely and utterly devoted to master.

“You know, there is one thing you could do to make it up to me.” He said slyly.

“Of course, master!” She said hurriedly. “Your slave will do anything for you!”

“There are a number of... shall we say, desirable cheerleaders on your squad.” He said. “I think I’m going to need your help to enslave all of them. What do you say? Want to help me make an army of mindless fuckbots?”

“Do I ever, master!” she said. “it’ll be so fun. All those girls ready to suck and fuck you whenever you want! You should get Cindy first, she has those deep red lips. They’d look so good swallowing your cock!”

“Slow down there!” he said, laughing. “All in good time. In the meantime, there’s something that needs to be taken care of.”

He motioned down, and she saw his rapidly re-hardening cock. She grinned, and started to get down on her knees.

“No, not your mouth.” He said. “Turn around. I want your ass. I want to shove my cock up my fuck slave’s ass.”

“Anything you want, Master.” She said, turning around. She sighed in pleasure as his cock started to make its way into her virgin ass, and he groaned. She was glad- the momentary pain of her virgin asshole being stretched was nothing in comparison to the pleasure of serving her master. She was so glad the other girls would know that pleasure very soon...
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