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Enslaving Stacey (High School Submission, #2)


Stacey could not believe it. She literally could not fucking believe it.

Steph had broken up with Biff! Stephanie Enos, one of the best cheerleaders in the school (not to mention one of the best looking in a cheerleading skirt) had suddenly gone, at least to Stacey, completely, utterly, honest to God bonkers. Christ! How could anyone do that? How could anyone give up a hunkwad quarterback like Biff Daniels for a nerd like that Jimmy kid? Stacey hadn’t even known he’d existed until she realized Steph had been friends with him back in the day. In fact, the news was so unbelievable that she hadn’t even believed it at first when Sarah told her.

“Did you hear that Steph called it quits with Biff?” Sarah said, sitting down next to Steph at their customary table. This news wasn’t exactly a surprise: it wasn’t a secret that Biff had roving eyes, and she didn’t think it would take much to get from roving eyes to groping hands- and maybe more.

“No! Who’d he fuck?” Stacey said. That was, of course, the only reason anyone would break up with a dreamboat like Biff Daniels. Stacey smiled at the thought. If he was free now, maybe she could get him to bend her over a bleacher or two...

“Nobody.” Sarah said. “She broke up with Biff for that little nerdtard Jimmy whatever.”

“She did WHAT?” Stacey spluttered. She nearly spit out the reprocessed junk that served for lunch at the school cafeteria. She must have misheard. There was no way, no possibly way...

“Broke up with Biff. For little nerdo.” Sarah said slowly, enunciating every word for effect.

“That’s... that’s insane.” Stacey said, disbelieving. “This... this has got to be a joke. Have you talked to her? Did you hear this from her?”

“Yup.” Sarah said, nodding her head to emphasize her point. “You can ask her yourself at practice today. It was weird. She talked like she was head over heels for Jimmy.”

The conversation quickly turned to other things, as gossip-based conversations so often did, but Stacey still found her thoughts coming back to Steph. They had been friends before high school, sure, but that was before she realized what a dork he was. How could she... how could she have dumped Biff for such a scrawny nerdling?

The question burned her all through lunch and all through the rest of the school periods. Getting to cheerleading practice that day seemed to take ages, even more so than usual. Finally, however, she found herself slipping into that short little skirt that she loved to wear and moving over onto the field to do their warmup stretches. She covertly nudged her way into her usual spot next to Steph- the other girls had tried to edge her out to get Steph’s view on the whole saga, but she was the one who got the closest to Steph.

“So, Steph.” Stacey said casually as she stretched to reach her toes. “I hear you and Biff broke up yesterday.”

“Yeah, we did.” Steph said equally nonchalantly, not letting any emotion slip out. She must feel something over breaking up with Biff! Stacey continued to probe further.

“Why? Did you guys get into a fight or something?” Stacey said, feigning ignorance. She wanted to hear it straight from the horse’s mouth, so to speak. She wondered if Sarah had gotten some bad information, or-

“Nope. I just finally realized I was in love with Jimmy Riveaux.” She said, equally as coolly as before. Stacey was so stunned, she almost couldn’t speak. It was one thing hearing it third-hand. It was quite another hearing it from Steph herself, without, seemingly, a hint of embarrassment or hesitation.

“But... but... Steph, he’s a nerd!” Stacey spluttered. She was at a loss for words. “He’s scrawny and awkward and... uh... he’s a dork! Come on!”

She realized how stupid she sounded, so she shut up. But it was true! How could you explain such a self-evident truth to someone? It was like Steph had suddenly said she thought the sky was red. How could someone so smart be so dumb?

“Look, Stacey.” Steph said, looking at her teammate. “I know it’s really hard to believe. But after he came up to the table and stuff, I went over to his house to see if he was ok, and... well, I found out he was pretty awesome. He’s nice, he’s smart, and he’s not as awkward and dorky as he looks once you give him a chance.”

“I...” Stacey said. She was unable to form words.

“Plus he’s got a huge cock.” Steph said casually, coolly. Stacey’s eyes widened, and Steph laughed.

“Look, how about this.” Steph said to her. “I’m so certain about him and how cool he is, I’ll make you a deal you can’t refuse. Come over and have dinner with us tomorrow night. The three of us. You, me, and Jimmy. If, at the end of the night, you can honestly say you don’t like him and that I should dump him, I will.”

“You... you will?” Stacey said. She felt like an idiot parroting Steph’s words, but she didn’t know what to do. This was not the way she had pictured this conversation going. Not at all. “For serious?”

“Deadly serious.” She said. “That’s how much I believe in him. Just give him a chance, Stace. That’s all I’m asking.”

“I...” Stacey said. Try as she might, she could not see the downside in this. There was absolutely no way she would like that little dorkinator, not even a little bit, and she could break him and Steph up. Bonus: Biff would still be major mad at Steph, and he might even be up for a little rough action behind a bleacher or two.

“Alright.” Stacey said finally. “I’ll have dinner with you and your little dweeb. And then you’ll break up with him, and we’ll never talk about it again.”

“Stace!” Steph said. She looked into Stacey’s eyes, and Stacey quailed a little: she had never seen such quiet intensity behind those blue eyes before. “I’m not joking with you. Be honest with me after tonight.”

“Okay, okay, fine.” Stacey said, putting her hands up. “I’ll be honest with you.”

“Good.” Steph said, the intensity vanishing, her sweet, bright smile returned. “Let’s get practicing then!”

The two of them got up and moved into formation, with Stacey wondering all the while if someone was playing the biggest practical joke ever on her.

Thursday could not have come fast enough in Stacey’s mind, but come it did, and Stacey found herself showing up at Jimmy’s house at 7 PM. She had an irrational fear that someone saw her show up, but she was comforted by the fact that she was on, in her mind, a pretty much humanitarian mission: she was here to save Steph from herself. She paused for a moment before finally ringing the doorbell.

“Hey, Stace!” Steph said brightly, answering the door. “On time, as always. Come on in, we’re ready for you.”

Stacey walked in and surveyed the scene. The setup was pretty nice, she had to admit- what looked like fine china had been set out, and there was a pretty tasty-looking roast chicken in the middle of the table. Some candles were burning at either end of the table, and they smelled amazing: Stacey couldn’t put her finger on the scent, but whatever it was seemed to just permeate her with its wonderfulness.

“Hi, Stacey.” Jimmy said, extending his hand. “I’m Jimmy. Jimmy Riveaux.”

“Hi, Jimmy.” Stacey said, taking his hand. She forced herself to smile at him. “Pleasure to meet you.”

“We’ve met.” He said, all smiles, “but not on such terms. Please, sit down. Food’s ready!”

The three of them sat down to eat and commenced talking. Stacey had to admit that the night was going along way better than she thought it would. She had to grudgingly admit (to herself, of course) that Jimmy was actually a nicer guy than she had given him credit for. He was funny, smart, genuinely charming... and, well, she could kinda see what Steph saw in him.

In fact, he was really charming. As the night wore on, Stacey started to realize that she was getting horny. Really horny. Jimmy kept talking, and she kept laughing, but her mind started to wander. She remembered that Steph had said that he had a big cock. She wondered how big. She wondered how a big cock like that would feel inside of her.

The night became foggier and foggier for her. She wondered briefly if they had spiked the drinks, but they were too goody two-shoes for that. The altered state she was in was undeniable now, however: She was horny! God, she was so horny. She just wanted a nice big cock to suck, to fuck, to jam inside her. She wanted to straddle that nice big cock, ride it hard, bouncing and fucking and screaming for more and-

“Stace, you ok?” Steph said suddenly.

“I, uh, what?” Stacey said, snapping out of her horny fantasy. She looked at Jimmy and Stephanie, who were both staring at her quizzically.

“Are you ok?” Stephanie repeated. “You just kind of zonked out there for a second. Just staring off into space.”

“I, uh, yeah, I’m fine.” Stacey said distractedly. She barely heard the question, or her response: she was busy trying to get back to her fantasy.

“Are you sure, you-“ Stephanie said. She paused. “Stacey! Are you fingering yourself?”

“I... uh...” Stacey said. She looked down: sure enough, to her amazement, she had one finger plunged down the elastic of her skirt and deep up her wet, dripping pussy, sliding it in and out furiously. She had no idea how it got there, but it felt SO good... she didn’t want to take it out. She hoped Stephanie wouldn’t make her stop.

“You are!” Stephanie said. She bridled. “Stace, do you know how inappropriate it is to finger yourself at a dinner party?”

“I...uh...” Stacey started. She didn’t much care, actually. It just felt soooo good...

“EVERYONE knows the hosts are supposed to finger you!” Stephanie said, fuming. “God! Stace, I swear, if we weren’t friends.”

And then, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, Stephanie walked over to Stacey. Before Stacey had a chance to react, Stephanie slid her hand down Stacey’s skirt, pushed Stacey’s hand aside roughly, and began to finger her friend.

“OH yes!” Stacey said, unable to control herself. Her fingers had felt good, but Steph’s felt way, way better: Stephanie’s focus was sharp, unmuddled by the fog of lust that had descended on Stacey’s brain. She squirmed in the chair as Stephanie’s assault on her pussy began, unable to withstand the pleasure that was coming to her.

Stephanie was, without a shadow of a doubt, excellent at it. Her fingers seemed to be on fire, sending jolts of electric pleasure through Stephanie’s pussy. She never lingered too long in any one place, sliding her fingers up to Stacey’s clit, rubbing along it, sliding on the side, rubbing it up and down and side to side before her deft, dexterous, unbelievable fingers found themselves buried deep inside Stacey’s pussy once again.

Stacey moaned, squirming in her chair even harder now, the electric shocks of Steph’s fingers lighting her up. She vaguely understood that something was wrong, that this wasn’t supposed to be happening, but the majority of her didn’t care: the hesitation, the rationality, the thoughts failed to pierce the veil of intense, stupefying lust that fell upon her.

“Oh god, Steph, that’s so good...” Stacey whispered, barely able to think, writhing, sliding her hips down to the wonderful invader between her lips.

“It is, isn’t it?” Stephanie said. She leaned in closer, her mouth a hair’s breadth from Stacey’s ear. “But that doesn’t satisfy you, does it? You probably want a nice, big, hard cock inside you, don’t you?”

She did. Oh god, she did: just the mention of a cock sent Stacey’s mind reeling, her thoughts infected with the image of a huge, hard cock thrumming, pulsing, pounding between her thighs. She looked over drunkenly at Jimmy, and he smiled at her. She smiled back wickedly, licking her lips, imagining him bending her over, driving that huge cock of his into her, filling her completely with him, taking her, making her his. She had been so wrong thinking he was a... a...

“W...Wrong...” Stacey said, furrowing her brow, trying to think through the haze. Something was wrong. She shouldn’t feel this way. She... she didn’t want Jimmy, he was a... nerd, or something. Something bad. Right?

“What’s that, honey?” Stephanie asked casually, her finger still deep inside Stacey.

“Something’s... something... wrong...” Stacey said, gasping, panting as Stephanie expertly fingered her pussy. “Not... right... so-OH!-mething’s making me... this way... you... did something...”

“Oh, right.” Stephanie said wickedly. “I forgot. Remember how I said Jimmy was smart? Well, we made those candles just for you. They emit a pheromone that acts on your hormones, basically turning you into a sex-crazed fiend.”

“I... oh...” Stacey said, wiggling on Stephanie’s fingers. Part of her knew that was wrong, that she should say no, but oh god, it felt so good... she wanted it so bad, wanted those fingers sliding and rubbing up and down her clit, a huge cock pounding in and out of her...

“That’s just the warm up though, hon.” Stephanie said. She handed Stacey a smooth, metal chip. Stacey grabbed it, feeling the cool metal against her fingers.

“Wha... what...” Stacey said.

“It’s a mind control chip, Stace.” Stephanie said. “Jimmy also came up with those. Just pop it on the back of your neck and you’re his forever, a slave to his every command. He’s a pretty good master, huh?”

“I...” Stacey said, her mind faltering, dissolving beneath the relentless assault of Stephanie’s fingers in her aching, needy, greedy pussy.

“I’ll give it to you straight, Stace.” Stephanie said softly. “You want a big, hard cock in you, right?”

“Oh, yes...” Stacey said quickly, panting.

“All you have to do is put that chip behind your head.” Stephanie said. “Just slide that chip right onto your neck, and you’ll get the biggest, hardest cock you’ve ever had in your life thrusting deep in and out of you. Don’t you want that?”

“I...” Stacey said. She bit her lip. God, she was so horny, she wanted a cock so bad, but mind control...? A chip? It seemed wrong, somehow. But for a cock, she would do anything...

“Maybe you need some convincing.” Stephanie said naughtily. “Master, would you come over here for a second?”

Jimmy grinned, coming over. His crotch was almost at eye level with Stacey, and the sight of that hard bulge in his jeans almost sent her into a delirious orgasm. Almost.

“Take off those jeans, Master.” Stephanie said. “Let’s show Stacey here what she’s missing.”

“Great idea.” He said. He quickly unbuckled his pants, letting them slide to the floor. His underwear was gone shortly after, and Stacey looked: in front of her was the biggest, hardest, most amazing cock she had ever seen in her life.

“I bet you want that cock, don’t you?” Stephanie said easily, smoothly. “You want it more than anything else in the world, right?”

“Oh god, yes, please...” Stacey nodded so violently she thought her head might fall off.

“All you have to do is put the chip.” Stephanie cooed. “It’s so easy, Stace. Just slide it on there...”

It was all too much for poor Stacey. She hesitated only a moment as she brought the chip up to the back of her neck. A little part of her, some far-away part, screamed no, that this was wrong, that she shouldn’t be doing it, but none of that mattered. All that mattered was that cock, that huge, throbbing cock in front of her. She would do anything to have it, including pressing the little mind control chip at the base of her neck. 

She felt the cool, smooth metal attach to the base of her head... and then she was crushed by the most amazing orgasm she’d ever felt before. She writhed, she wriggled, she moaned and screamed as wave upon wave of the most intense, most amazing pleasure she had ever felt hit her over and over again. She lost herself completely in the orgasmic bliss, and as the waves of orgasm kept hitting her she felt herself retreating further and further away, until finally she felt nothing much at all.

“Unit Fuckbot-Stacey online. Awaiting further instructions.” Stacey said, her voice like an automaton, her eyes coming open as her new boot sequence finished. She stood up, her eyes staring forward, unfocused.

“Oh God, master, that was brilliant!” Stephanie gushed. “Making her turn herself into a slave for you... that was so good!”

“I know.” Jimmy said, grinning. “It’s always been a fantasy of mine. Now it’s a reality.”

“Good thing, too.” Stephanie said, grinning wickedly. “My fingers were getting sore. She was really horny. That arousal incense was a great invention.”

“I’m full of them, my dear.” Jimmy said, looking over Stacey’s body. “Christ, but she is beautiful. I can’t believe all of you are so hot.”

“We self-select.” Stephanie said. “We don’t let the ugly ones in.”

“I see.” Jimmy said. “Well, time to take our new slave for a ride. Bend over, Stacey.”

“Understood.” Stacey said. She turned around, bending over the table, awaiting her master to enter her. He slid her underwear down, leaving her skirt on. Jimmy positioned himself behind her, and with one smooth, easy thrust slid his cock deep into Stacey’s still wet, dripping pussy.

“Oh Christ, you’re tight.” Jimmy said. “That’s so good.”

“Thank you, master.” Stacey said. She had been beyond horny, enflamed with lust just a short while ago, but no longer. Her only thought, her only reason for existence now, was the pleasure and satisfaction of her master. As he thrust into her, she carefully listened to his cues, felt his body, to see what he liked and how best she could please him. She adjusted her posture, her position, the tightness of her pussy muscles in an attempt to please him better.

She was rewarded with his deep grunts, his hips bucking harder and harder as he thrust deeper into her. The old Stacey would have been wild with pleasure, with delight, as he slid his giant cock deep into her, but that Stacey no longer existed. Her personality had been wiped away, pushed to the very deepest corners of her mind; she was now her Master’s mindless fuck slave.

She had no will but his, wanted no will but his. She had subroutines for more... active fucking, of course, but this was her default state as programmed into her chip: a mindless automaton, obeying every order, every command unquestioningly. If her master wanted her to act like a sex-crazed fuck slut, she would do it on a moment’s notice. For now, however, she was her master’s mindless plaything, a passive toy for him to jam his rock-hard cock into.

She felt her Master start to thrust harder and harder, and she guessed from his frenzied slamming of his cock into her pussy that he was close to coming. She arched her back, jutting her ass out even further to give him a better view, to spur him further. The flesh of her ass jiggled as he slammed into her again and again, his thrusts becoming more manic, more primal, his ragged breath coming in shorter and shorter gasps.

Finally he groaned, a deep guttural grunt, and he tensed up: he grabbed Stacey’s ass with both his hands roughly and came deeply into her, pulling her back into him. She showed no emotion as he filled her with his seed; she only pushed back into him, grinding her pussy into his cock, because he seemed to want that. She waited patiently as he came, continuing to pump deep into her, until at least he was spent. 

“Oh god, that was so good.” He said, pulling out of her. “Clean me up with your mouth, slut.”

“Yes, Master.” She said. She got down on her knees, taking his softening cock into her mouth. She ran her tongue all along him, cleaning him with her mouth thoroughly until there was nothing left to clean. She got up, facing him, ready for more instructions.

“This...” he said, still catching his breath. “That was amazing. Good work, slave.”

“Thank you, Master.” Stacey said dispassionately.

“This chip was even better than the one I put on you, Steph.” Jimmy said. “The programming was near instantaneous.”

“I know!” Stephanie said, chirping. “Ooh, you’re so smart, Master! You’re the best.”

“I know.” He said, grinning. He looked at Stacey. “Slave, you will call home and explain that you are staying over Stephanie’s house. Once done, come up to the bedroom.”

“Understood.” Stacey said. Jimmy and Stephanie started bounding up the stairs, and Stacey took out her phone. She dialed her home phone number, placing the phone at her ear.

“Hello?” the voice on the other end said. It was Stacey’s mother.

“Hi Mom!” Stacey said. Her intonation was perfect. She remembered how to act like her old self still; it was buried deep beneath her new slave subroutines.

“Hi Stace!” her mom said. “How was dinner?”

“It was great!” she said. “Hey, listen, we have to get up early to go to school tomorrow, so I’m just going to crash here with Steph. That ok with you?”

“Oh, of course, sweetie!” her mother said. “Have a good time!”

“I will. Thanks mom, see you tomorrow!” Stacey said. She hung up the phone, and wordlessly went up the stairs. Her mother had no idea. As far as she knew, her daughter had called her, asking to spend the night at a friend’s house, and she was none the wiser. If she only knew that her daughter was right then opening a door, wearing no panties, ready to be fucked.

“Call finished?” Jimmy said. Stacey nodded curtly.

“Good.” Jimmy said. He was already naked, and Stephanie naked alongside him, lying down. “Come over here. You’re going to bend over and lick Stephanie’s slutty little pussy while I ram my cock in your ass.”

“Yes, Master.” Stacey said. She moved over in between Stephanie’s legs and began to eat out her hot little pussy, and she reacted not even a little as her Master slid his big cock into her asshole. There was no pain, though if Master wished it could be so: there was only his will, only her desire to serve him, and nothing else mattered as he pumped his rapidly rehardening cock in and out of her tight asshole as she got to work licking, rubbing, sliding her tongue all along Stephanie’s rapidly moistening pussy.

If only her mother could see her now: she thought she was sleeping over a friend’s house. But imagine if she walked in on her daughter, bent over, getting fucked in the ass calmly as she ate out her best friend to the best of her ability. Her mother would wail, saying where has my daughter gone, who is this slut in her place... and she would be right. For Stacey had walked through that door to Jimmy’s house that day, but she had not walked out. She would never walk out. Stacey was gone, her body now the vessel for a mindless fuckbot. And she wouldn’t have it any other way, because her Master willed it to be so.

And she had no will save that of her Master, after all...
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