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Ms. Sanders Enslaved (High School Submission, #3)


Ms. Joanna Sanders was tired. It had been a long day, and taking care of high schoolers day in and day out would be enough to tire out even the youngest of professors. Not that she was old, mind you: at 36 she was still a knockout, and she had energy enough to deal with the students that tried their best to run roughshod over her. Still... she wouldn’t mind a nice, hot bath and a glass of Riesling after today. Breaking up fights and keeping kids interested in the lesson (and the horny teenage boys looking away from your blouse) was most definitely a full-time job.

In fact, now was her favorite time of day, 3:30. School had let out, most of the kids were gone, and the ones that remained normally had a purpose: they were headed off to practice, or studying, or generally being less rowdy than they were when they were all feeding off their own youthful energy. She saw a few of the cheerleaders walking down the hall, and smiled in spite of herself. She remembered being a cheerleader and how much fun it was. Especially the looks the boys gave when you winked at them wearing those little short skirts. Those were the days...

It was just then that she heard something. It sounded vaguely like arguing, and she sighed: couldn’t these students keep quiet even after school? She headed down the hall to see what was going on and whether she had to intervene. It seemed like it was coming from an empty classroom down the way, and Ms. Sanders sighed again. She distinctly heard the voice of a boy and a girl, arguing. She wondered what about.

She bet it was that Biff kid. He seemed to leave a trail of broken hearts wherever he went. Not that he wasn’t gorgeous, mind you. Ms. Sanders wouldn’t have minded having him break her heart back when she was their age. It’s just that the arguments he tended to have involved a rather angry girl yelling at him for a perceived slight, or for cheating on her with the next girl in a short skirt that had happened to catch his eye, or what have you. She finally got to the classroom, and she peeked in, expecting to see Biff’s broad shoulders squared in a sign of unhappy defeat.

Except she didn’t. Strangely enough, she saw the very last person she expected to see: school nerd Jimmy Riveaux being dressed down by one of the cheerleaders. She was shocked. Jimmy was not the type to make any sort of fuss whatsoever: he was quiet, kept to himself, and never even bristled when some of the other kids made fun of him. In fact, besides now, she had never even seen him talking to a girl before. Could Jimmy be more than he appeared to be? She resolved to watch for awhile and listen.

“I know it’s you!” the girl said to him angrily. “You’re... you’re doing something!”

“Do you know how crazy you sound, Cindy?” Jimmy said. He wasn’t angry; he was rational, calm, beleaguered. “That I’m doing something to make your friends like me?”

“There can’t be another explanation!” Cindy said. She bit her lip in distress. “Steph and Stacey barely spoke to you. Now they’re running around saying you’re the greatest thing since sliced bread.”

“Oh, and so I must be doing something to them?” Jimmy said, his voice rising just a little for the first time. Ms. Sanders noticed that he sounded hurt. “Just because they finally took some notice of me, that they see me as a real person, I must be drugging them or something?”

“I... well...” Cindy said, faltering. Ms. Sanders smiled; she must have realized how silly her accusations sounded now that he had pointed it out.

“Look, I know you think I’m a nerd.” Jimmy continued. “I know you think I’m worse than the dirt you scrape off your shoes every day. But isn’t it possible- just a little bit possible- that I’m actually a nice guy? That I’m fun? That Stacey and Steph realized that?”

“I... no... well...” Cindy said. “I dunno.”

“That’s right, you don’t know.” Jimmy said. “So why don’t you stop yelling at me and just give me a chance, huh?”

“I... well, I guess you’re right.” Cindy said softly. She smiled. “I... I’m sorry. I realize how stupid those accusations were.”

“Apology accepted.” Jimmy said. He smiled. “That’d be crazy though, right?”

“What would be?” Cindy said suddenly.

“If I was going around the school brainwashing all the hot girls to like me.” Jimmy said. “A guy could dream, huh?”

“He could, yeah.” Cindy said. She smiled, and the both of them laughed. Ms. Sanders smiled as she saw the argument winding to its end. She was glad they had come to an amicable agreement. It was always better, from an educator’s standpoint at any rate, when two students resolved their problems on their own terms gracefully.

But then, something strange happened. Just as Ms. Sanders was about to turn away and walk back down the hall, she saw Jimmy pull something out of his pocket. She couldn’t see what it was- it was some sort of small, metallic object- and he brought it up to the base of Cindy’s neck as she turned away from him to walk towards the door. She yelped suddenly, bringing her hand up to her neck as she did.

“What the-“ she said, and then her eyes widened. They glazed over suddenly, and Cindy was looking out at nothing, her eyes glassy and unfocused.

“It’s a good thing then that this guy did dream, huh?” he said. Cindy said nothing, unmoving, her eyes continuing to stare forward. “Looks like the chip is working.”

“Yes.” Cindy said tonelessly, flatly. All the previous fire that she had been throwing at Jimmy was gone; it had been replaced by some sort of mindless placidity. She did not move, save to speak.

“Well then.” Jimmy said, leaning against the desk casually. “If the programming’s working, then you should suck my cock.”

“Must... suck... your... cock...” Cindy said, dazedly. To Ms. Sanders’ horror, the girl shuffled over to Jimmy and kneeled as he began to undo his pants.

“You know, I’ve always wanted to shove my cock in-between those ruby red lips.” He said as he freed his cock from his underwear. “I bet you’re a great cocksucker with those lips. I bet you love sucking cock, don’t you?”

“Yes... love... sucking... cock...” Cindy said mindlessly. She kneeled there patiently, like some sort of... well, zombified sex slave!

“So suck it.” He said, wagging his cock at her. And then, without the slightest hesitation, she took his entire cock into her mouth quickly and easily. Ms. Sanders watched, gaping in horror, as this girl who had previously argued tooth and nail with Jimmy now sucked his cock with machine-like efficiency. A professional whore could not have sucked cock as well as Cindy was doing right now: she didn’t miss a beat as she set about sucking his cock, as if doing so was the most normal thing in the world.

It was eerie how well she did it: she was single-minded in her task, her head bobbing smoothly up and down on Jimmy’s cock.  She would plunge his cock all the way down his throat before bringing it back out again, running her tongue along the shaft and along his head, before plunging her mouth down again and enveloping his cock all over again. She didn’t stop, falter, giggle, or gag- and judging by Jimmy’s deep groans of satisfaction, she was doing a great job.

Ms. Sanders almost couldn’t pull herself away from the scene, though she knew she had to. This... was insane. Unbelievable, even. She had just seen it, and even she couldn’t believe it. He had done... well, he had done something! That little... thing he had. He’d called it a chip. It had done something to Cindy! The girl she was watching a moment ago wouldn’t have even touched Jimmy’s cock, let alone took it happily down her throat. She had been right... he was doing something to the girls. As insane as it seemed, she just saw it!

She had to tell someone, anyone. But who would believe her? She pondered this question as she peeled away from looking into the empty classroom, the image of Cindy mindlessly sucking Jimmy’s cock still firmly imprinted on her mind. Who would believe that one of her seniors was mind controlling girls to become his personal mindless fuck sluts? Maybe she could convince the school nurse to check them for lice. That was it! She could report lice, and she’d look in their hair and see the chip and-

In her frenzy and confusion, she hadn’t been looking where she was going, and didn’t notice the girl coming at her from down the hall. She bumped into someone, and the two of them went flying, off-balance, into the nearest lockers.

“Ms. Sanders!” the girl said, recovering first. Ms. Sanders looked at her: it was another one of the squad’s cheerleaders. “Are you alright? What’s the matter?” 

“I...” Ms. Sanders said, at a loss for words. The girl picked up on this.

“Is... is something the matter?” she said seriously.

“I... “ Ms. Sanders said. She blushed. “It’s nothing, it... you wouldn’t believe me.”

“It looks serious.” The girl said. “Try me. You might be surprised.”

“Well, I...” Ms. Sanders said. She knew in her mind that she shouldn’t be telling this girl this, that she should keep it to herself, but she needed to tell someone, anyone, and she wasn’t really thinking straight.

“It’s two students!” Ms. Sanders blurted out. “Jimmy Riveaux and, ah, Cindy I think her name was...”

“Wait.” The one girl said. “Is he... did he do something to her?”

“Yes!” Ms. Sanders said. She was relieved beyond her wildest dreams that this girl believed her. “He... he did something. I don’t know what, he had this thing and he put it on her neck and then she... she...”

“She what, Ms. Sanders?” the girl said, a serious, worried mask on her face.

“She... her face glazed over, and she started talking in this mindless monotone, and then... began to perform oral sex on him.” Ms. Sanders said, finishing diplomatically. She had almost said “sucking his cock”, but was proud of her restraint in front of her student. She could have laughed: what did decorum matter in this situation? But it mattered to her, anyway.

“I... I knew something like this was going on.” The girl said, her voice full of steely resolve. “Show me.”

Ms. Sanders nodded, wordlessly, and the two of them stole down the hallway back to the empty room. They turned the corner, and looked into the room: things had escalated since Ms. Sanders had left, and the boy had now bent the cheerleader over the desk and was rutting her from behind. She still had no expression on her face, and mindlessly took the thrusts from the boy as it nothing in the world was wrong.

“God, your pussy’s nice and tight.” He said, slapping her on the ass as he continued to plunge his cock deep into her tight hole. “And it’s so wet! You must really love cock.”

“Mmm... yes... love... cock...” the girl said dreamily, serenely, as she continued getting plowed from behind.

“You see!” Ms. Sanders hissed under her breath. “She’s... he put some sort of chip on her. He’s controlling her!”

“We have to stop him.” The girl said finally, resolutely. Ms. Sanders looked at her as if she was crazy.

“Stop him?” Ms. Sanders said. “We can’t- I mean, he’ll just control us. We have to tell-“

“Who? The principal?” the girl said. “How do we know he’s not already under Jimmy’s control?”

“That’s impossible.” Ms. Sanders said firmly, automatically.

“Is it?” the girl said. “If you developed a mind control chip, wouldn’t the first person you used it on be the people in charge? What better way to insulate yourself from any slip ups?”

“I...” Ms. Sanders said, trailing off. The girl was right. Who knew how many people were walking around with these chips implanted in them? 

“Our best bet is to stop him. Right here, right now.” She said. “If we go in, confront him, he can’t use those... those things on us. He won’t have time.”

“I... I suppose you’re right.” Ms. Sanders said dubiously. The girl had a point. If they could stop him now, they could bring the chips to another authority... someone higher up, someone he wouldn’t have been able to get to. They could end this right here, right now.

“Alright.” The girl said. She took a deep breath, and Ms. Sanders did the same. “Are you ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” Ms. Sanders said, laughing a mirthless, nervous laugh. The girl did the same, and the two of them burst into the room together.

Jimmy was in the middle of thrusting his rock-hard cock into his newest conquest, and he didn’t react quickly enough when the two intruders burst in. Thinking quickly, Ms. Sanders grabbed his clothes- he was naked, and if he had any more chips in the clothes, she didn’t want him getting to them.

“What the hell are you doing, this-“ Jimmy started, but Ms. Sanders cut him off.

“No.” She said, hoping her voice sounded more authoritative then she felt. “What the hell are you doing, James? I saw... I saw the whole thing!”

“I can explain, we were just fooling around, and it got out of hand!” he started to say, covering himself up. “I never expected-“

“That I’d see you slip some sort of crazy mind control chip on that poor girl’s neck?” Ms. Sanders said. “Because I did.”

She expected this news to floor Jimmy. But it didn’t. He took one look at her, and one look at the girl behind her, and smiled.

“Oh no! Guess you’ve caught me.” Jimmy said. “What are you going to do now?”

“I’m going to lock you in here, without these,” she said to him, holding up his jeans, “and then I’m going to call the cops. Let them deal with you.”

“That’s a pretty good idea.” He said, still grinning. Why was he grinning? Did he really think he could get out of this one? “I have a better idea. Want to hear it?”

“I’ll humor you.” Ms. Sanders said grimly, more confident now. He was going to try and talk his way out of this.

“How about I turn you into my own personal fuck toy, you finish the job Cindy started, and we all go on with our happy lives?” he said calmly, coolly.

“I don’t think that’s going to happen, boy.” She said. “As much as you and your bravado might pretend to disagree, I hold all the cards here.”

“You do, do you?” He said. “Let’s just see about that. Steph, do it.”

Steph? Ms. Sanders had heard that name earlier today. Where had she heard it? And then she realized: it was one of the girls that Cindy had mentioned, one of the girls that she said Jimmy had gotten to. She realized this a fraction of a second too late: she realized it just as she felt the cool, smooth metal attach to the base of her neck. The girl was Steph! She had been played! And now she was going to become... that. She felt-

GOD, she felt so horny!

“That was brilliant, Steph.” Jimmy said. “Playing her like that. That was so much fun!”

“I know, wasn’t it?!” Steph said, laughing. “When I ran into in the hallway, I knew I had to do it. I knew that would be so much fun for you, Master.”

“You know me too well.” He said. Ms. Sanders didn’t care. GOD, she was so horny! This hot young stud with his yummy, scrumptious COCK just hanging out and he wasn’t even using it on her! She wanted to suck it, fuck it, have it in all of her holes! She knew how the boys looked at her. How they loved looking at her big titties almost bursting out of her blouse. She bet that Master had looked at those titties and lusted after them!

“And now, for you, Ms. Sanders.” He said, looking at her. “You did a very bad thing, you know. I was having such a good time fucking Cindy’s tight little pussy here, and you went and interrupted it. You know what that means?”

“Ooh! I know!” Ms. Sanders said, one hand already playing with herself furiously. She didn’t really care what they were saying before, but she knew that tone. She wanted him to fuck her so hard! “That means you’re going to fuck ME right?”

“Oh yeah. I’m going to bend you over and fuck you hard.” He said. “I bet you want that now, don’t you? You horny, slutty whore.”

“Oh, GOD, I want that!” Ms. Sanders said happily. “I want you to shove your rock-hard cock deep into my slutty little slit, Master!”

He grabbed her, bending her over the desk. She was so excited! She wiggled her ass invitingly at him, and he slapped it hard, sending shockwaves of lust and pleasure through her body.

“Unh!” she said, continuing to wiggle her ass appreciatively. “I love when you slap my juicy ass!”

“I know you do.” He said. He laughed “I programmed you to.”

“I know!” she said, happily. “GOD, this feels so good. I can’t believe what a stupid prude I was before.”

“And now you’re little more than a sex-crazed bimbo.” He said.

“I know! It’s like, the-“ she started, but cut off as he slid easily, quickly into her. She moaned out loud.

“Oh GOD, Master!” she said, her body quivering and shaking from the pleasure as his cock entered her, filling her now deep-seated addiction, her craving to be fucked. “Oh god, your big, fat cock feels so good inside me!”

“That’s because you’re just a mindless sex doll now, slut.” He said, swatting her ass again. She complied couldn’t agree more, letting herself get lost in the sensations of his hips. She remembered not really liking sex before, but this... this was crazy! How could she have not wanted this? The feel of his huge cock ramming into her pussy over and over again, his cock filling her completely, hitting all of her pleasure centers... she wanted to do this all the time!

“Mmmhmm!” she said. “God, I just love your yummy cock fucking me from behind. I just want you to fuck me hard! God, fuck your slutty little teacher so hard!”

He continued to thrust into her, and she began to use the table more and more for support as his thrusts started to weaken her resolve. The pleasure was threatening to overwhelm her: it was like nothing she had ever experienced before. Each and every thrust of that impossibly wonderful cock brought with it waves of ecstasy that weakened her knees, her arms, turned her whole body to jelly. She started to sink to the desk, slowly but surely, until she no longer supported herself, her tits pressed firmly against the smooth, cold wood of the desk.

Her mind was rapidly numbing, all thoughts fading away except the one raw, inescapable feeling of lust, the indescribable nirvana of being owned, dominated, completely and utterly fucked by her master. Her world seemed to melt away, nothing mattering except his cock in her, her animal lust, and the waves upon waves of cripplingly ecstatic pleasure that broke upon her over and over again. She felt him tense, and she knew what that meant.

“Oh god, master, p-please...” she said, her voice ragged, almost unable to form thoughts due to her primal lust burning away her rationality. “Come in me, come in your dirty little slut.”

He needed no further urging: with a deep, animalistic groan of pleasure, he tensed, spurting his seed deep into her greedy, eager pussy. That was all she needed: the trigger for her orgasm as well. With the force of a titanic tidal wave, she came, the incredible power of her orgasm shattering any remaining thoughts she might have had as she slipped into a mind-blowing oblivion.

Jimmy extracted himself from Ms. Sanders, now almost passed out on the desk, her dreamy, far-away smile betraying her utter, complete satisfaction and happiness at her thorough fucking. He looked over next to her, and almost laughed.

“Well, I’ll be damned.” He said. “Talk about some good programming.”

Throughout the entire ordeal, Cindy had not moved. His other slave had stood there, motionless, awaiting further orders: her pert little ass was still up in the air, just as it had been when he was thrusting in and out of her when Ms. Sanders and Steph had burst through the door.

“You made those next-generation chips so good, master!” Steph beamed. She gave Cindy an exploratory slap on the ass. The girl didn’t move, her jiggling ass the only evidence of any impact, and Steph giggled again.

“They’re almost too good.” He said meditatively. “Remember yours? The despair, the resistance as you submitted to me, as the programming too over? It was so... hot.”

“Yeah!” She said, beaming. “It was. But couldn’t you just program the chips to mimic that behavior?”

“I suppose I could.” He laughed. “I’m glad I didn’t change your personality all that much from your original one. I love you, you know that?”

“I know! And I love you too, Master.” She said, smiling brightly. As he looked into her eyes, he knew that it was true: from inside them shone unwavering, unbreakable devotion to him.

“I know.” He said. He smiled. “Now, clean me off with your mouth, and let’s decide what we’re going to do with our two newest sex toys.”

“Of course, Master!” she said. She quickly got down on her knees, using her mouth to expertly clean off the mixed juices of Ms. Sanders and Cindy. He let out a small, sharp gasp of pleasure: Steph was an amazing cocksucker, and he felt his cock stirring to life a little even after he came inside Ms. Sanders. He might have to bend Steph over now too. Or he could finish in Cindy... he looked over at her. She was still there, motionless, awaiting his commands.

The world was his oyster, he decided. Now that he could build the chips quickly, he was going to scale up his production: he could have his slaves assembling them- the ones he wasn’t actively fucking at the moment, anyway. At current production he estimated that he could...

He lost his concentration for a moment as Steph, sliding her tongue along his shaft and taking his cock deep in her mouth, was able to get him to come again. With a shudder and a groan, he came deep in her mouth, and she swallowed it eagerly, greedily, hungrily. He looked down at her, and she grinned devilishly, licking her lips as she finished cleaning his softening cock.

“I just told you to clean it... “ he said, and she winked at him.

“I was just having such a good time.” She said. She giggled. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all.” He said. She laughed, and brought his clothes over to him to start dressing him.

“Have you thought about what you’re going to do, Master?” she said, as she started to slide his jeans back on.

“Oh, I think I have.” He said, smiling, looking at his adoring slave, dreaming of the power that these chips would give him. “We’ll talk about it on the way home...”
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