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The Trojan Slave (High School Submission, #5)


Jimmy Riveaux plunged his cock deep into his newest slave as she licked another one of his slave’s pussies feverishly, and as he came into her as she gasped, shuddering in her own orgasm, he reflected on how good he had it. How very good he had it, indeed.

He had already forgotten her name- Samantha something or other. She was an overeager county school inspector, and she had been monitoring the school for some time due to... irregularities. Jimmy had thought that he had been altering the records suitably enough, but this inspector had been smart enough to see through the ruse. What she had not been, however, was smart enough to see that he had the entire town under control. She realized it, of course, when he had slipped one of his mind control chips on her neck and it completely rewrote her neural pathways.

“Oh god!” She said, writhing, wiggling, bucking her tight, pert ass in front of him. “Please, Master, fuck me! I need your big, hard cock inside me!”

Who was he to deny her? She was begging, lusting, aching for his cock in her wet, dripping pussy. So he had taken her, thrusting his cock deep into her as she begged for him, pleaded with him to satisfy her in a way that had never been possible before. As his cock entered her, he knew that it burned her world away, anything she had ever known: every thrust was everything she ever wanted- to please her Master, wholly and completely, with no thought for anything else. She lived for him, lived for his pleasure, and nothing more, now. He knew, because he had programmed her so.

He leaned back, spent, and his current harem of girls came over to clean him with their mouths. He switched them out, every so often, but he did have his favorites, and a few of them were there now.

“That was so hot.” Steph said, rubbing his chest. Steph was always there. She had been his first conquest- the very first- and he had allowed her to keep mostly all of her original personality intact. She just loved him completely, unconditionally- as did all the others. He smiled, absentmindedly rubbing her left tit, and she shuddered at the heightened pleasure that gave her.

“I know.” He said, smiling at her. He had taken her out of scorn, out of revenge, but now she was his constant companion. In a way, it could be said that her scorn was what created his little kingdom: what had inspired him to make the mind control chips. And for that, he was grateful. She let out a little gasp as he continued to knead her breasts, and he felt his cock beginning to stiffen once again.

“Mmm, can I help you with that, Master?” Steph cooed, her eyes half-lidded as Jimmy began to slide his hands down her front.

“I think you can.” He said, grinning. She moved He pushed her down onto the soft, carpeted floor, pinning her arms against the floor, pressing her body down. He mounted her, sliding deep into her as she moaned in pleasure.

“Ohhh yes...” she said. He could feel her body moving beneath his, responding to the long, slow, deliberate strokes as he slid his cock deep inside her again and again. He responded by driving even deeper into her, pushing his hips up to lock into hers, his strokes matching her upwards gyrations. She had been his first, and he still fucked her often, so often that they knew each others’ rhythms, and as if in a synchronized dance they came together. She clutched his back, raking her nails into him as he shot his seed deep into her, her body quivering, shuddering with the force of the orgasm he gave her- as he always did.

He rolled off her finally, allowing her to bask in the pleasure of her post-orgasmic haze. Without even a word, his slaves again came to clean him, bringing their mouths down to his cock and licking and sucking it clean. He laughed, a deep, easy, confident laugh, and Steph snuggled in closer to him.

“What’s so funny?” she said, kissing his neck softly, her naked body pressed up against him.

“That I’m being environmentally friendly.” He said. She looked at him with a quizzical look.

“Think of all the tissues I save by having slaves lick me clean every time.” He said, and she laughed, her soft, mellifluous voice sounding throughout the room. He laughed again as well, and laid back as his slaves continued to attend to him.

How could it get any better than this?

Agent Rick Steele watched the action in front of him. His agents had been very, very good: they had been able to infiltrate almost every important building of note and installed their own high-tech mini cameras in them. He had full high-definition video and audio being recorded every step of the way, and from what he saw, it was only going to make things easier when they finally nailed Jimmy Riveaux.

“Agent Kensington is in position, sir.” Agent Orlando Browne said. Steele nodded, Kensington appearing on the screen. He watched her appreciatively on the screen: they had selected her for this mission not just on her unswerving devotion to loyalty, but also her assets. She needed to be hot enough to entice Riveaux to plant one of those little chips on her; little would he know that she had sophisticated nanobots in her system that would relay all of the chip’s programming to them, letting them figure out how to reverse it.

He watched the video feed as she went inside the school, the big headphones on his head giving him crystal clear audio, as if he was there in the room with them, at all times. They had given her enough information to make her a threat- in his view, Riveaux had to either off her or turn her to prevent his little empire from crumbling. Or so he thought: he was cooked no matter what he did. Kensington was led into Riveaux’s office.

“Mr. Riveaux,” she said, as professionally as possible, “there are some... irregularities here.”

“Oh? And what might those be?” he said casually, leaning back into his chair.

“Well, I’ve been seeing-“ she started. She never finished. One of Riveaux’s men stepped up behind her and leisurely pressed one of the mind control chips to the back of her head. Her mouth opened, wordless, as her brain’s information was overwritten; her eyes glazed over as they stared at nothing, a mindless smile blooming on her pretty face.

The smile didn’t last for long, however, as her eyes refocused, staring straight ahead.

“You were saying?” Riveaux asked, standing from his chair. 

“I... uh... I don’t remember.” Kensington said. She leered at him, leaning over the desk, giving him a view of her ample cleavage. “I do know what I want to say now, though.”

“Oh? And what’s that?” Riveaux said, still smiling.

“I want to take that big, hard cock of yours in my mouth.” She said seductively, pressing her hand on his bulge. He smiled, coming around the table.

“She’s definitely chipped.” Steele said. He turned to his tech genius. “Browne, you getting the data you need?”

“Oh yeah, sir.” Browne said. “Working as expected. They’re a pretty crude design, it turns out: besides this neat little self-neural insertion trick, they’re not even more complicated than that cult we busted in Idaho.”

“Good.” Steele said, turning back to the screen. He almost laughed. Kensington was already naked, her tight little ass hanging out, her hands wrapped around Riveaux’s shaft as she pulled it out of his underwear. Guess she was hot enough for him. Steele admired her technique: he wondered whether that was natural or programmed. She knew all the tricks; she looked up at him with those big brown eyes, stroking his shaft up and down with one hand as she used the other to rub his balls. She ran her hand slowly, seductively, up and down his cock, rubbing his balls, caressing the tip, as she brought his cock closer and closer to his mouth.

She brought his cock up to her mouth, and she waited for a moment, her lips barely, just barely, pressing against the tip of his cock. And then, in one sudden, smooth motion, his cock disappeared completely into her mouth. She took his cock in her mouth like a champ, deep throating it only to bring it out again and lick her tongue up and down his shaft, and then looking up at him, meeting his eyes as she devoured his cock again and again without any reservations. 

He shook his head in admiration- not just at her deep throating skills, either. Kensington was one of the best and brightest, and utterly devoted to her job. When he had approached her with the job, and told her that it was possible that she’d be mind controlled and forced to do god-knows-what with god-knows-who, she didn’t flinch.

“Sir,” she said, her mouth turning into a sly grin, “If I’ve got to suck and fuck some cocks for my country, I will do it without hesitation.”

And she did. Steele leaned back, watching the video feed for a second. Riveaux had had enough, and was bending Kensington over a desk. She looked back at him, lasciviously, hungrily, her eyes burning with desire and lust. He’d never seen that in her before; she was always a consummate professional. Here, though... you could see that her eyes had changed. Her very core lived for that cock, lived for Riveaux’s commands. He shifted slightly to hide the hard-on in his pants.

“Hey, Browne.” Steele said. “How long is it going to take you to get the information you need?”

“Eh, not long.” Browne said. “Couple of hours, then we can move in.”

Good.” Steele said. He settled back to watch the video. Kensington was bent over the desk, her ass out, and Riveaux took his hand to it. Her ass jiggled at the impact, and her body bucked with the pleasure the smack brought her. 

“Oh GOD, Master!” Kensington said, her body swaying. “Fuck me, Master!”

“The magic word, slave.” He said, easy, confident. Most of the mind controllers they busted had that confidence. As though nothing could go wrong. And from their perspective, how could it?

“Please, Master.” Kensington said. Even her voice was different. Gone was that neutral, professional voice- in its place was a voice consumed with lust, a deep throaty purr that dripped with desire and arousal. Steele was impressed in spite of himself: he might be a bad engineer, but the kid had creativity. He’d turned Agent Kensington from a professional, no-nonsense federal agent to a mindless, cock-hungry whore who couldn’t wait to have his cock up any of her holes.

“Please what, slave?” He said, slapping her ass again, leaving behind a bright red hand print. Kensington gasped in pleasure.

“P... please fuck your slutty slave with your big, hard cock, Master!” she said, wriggling her ass at him, enticing him, her breath ragged with lust, anticipation, and arousal. “Please, fuck me!” 

And he did- with a quick, easy motion he slid his cock into her, meeting no resistance from her dripping wet pussy, and Steele thought that she’d pass out from the pleasure from that first penetration. He noted that he had allowed the slaves to feel pleasure: that was rare in mind controllers. Usually they just wanted fuck toys. 

Not Riveaux, though. He wanted the validation- he wanted to be the center of their world. He wanted the girls he fucked to cry out in pleasure, a pleasure that no other man in the world could give them. And that’s certainly what Kensington sounded like as Riveaux plunged into her, his cock jamming into her up to its hilt.

“Oh GOD, Master!” she said, whimpering at the assault on her pussy. Riveaux slapped her ass, sending another shockwave of pleasure through her as he continued to fuck her, slamming his cock in and out of her. She was nearly out of her mind with lust, arching her back, grinding her hips back into him, desperately trying to get him deeper and deeper, to fulfill the primal lust he had instilled in her. And he, for his part, was fulfilling her every dream, her wildest fantasies, her deepest, most primal pleasures by stuffing her hot, mewling pussy with his cock.

Steele had to give him credit for stamina. He wasn’t sure he’d last so long with a woman as hot as Agent Samantha Kensington ramming her pussy back onto his cock. But Riveaux seemed to have lots of practice, measuring his thrusts: he slid into her quick, mewling pussy and made her cry out in a short burst of pleasure. He held it there for a moment, gyrating his hips slightly, eliciting another moan of pleasure. He slid his cock out slowly, ever so slowly, and then, once it was free of her pussy, pressed it lightly against it. She begged, whimpering, trying to push her hips back, trying to get that cock inside her, but he didn’t let her- he held her firm with his hands on her ass.

“Please...” she said, begging. “Please... fuck me...”

“Beg, slut.” He said, slapping her ass. “Beg for the cock you so desperately crave.”

“Oh GOD, please!” She said, straining, her ass in the air, her hair matted with sweat from the intensity of her lust, a light sheen of sweat glistening on the milky white skin of her back. “Please, Master, fuck your slave! Fuck your slutty little slave, fuck her in her dirty-“

She never finished. Grinning, Riveaux plunged his cock into her- quickly, deeply, completely. She cried out in pleasure, and this time there was no strategy, no practice, no measuring. He just slammed into her over and over again, animalistically, primally, as hard as he could. Her body rocked with the force of his thrusts, her ass jiggling each time with the force of his thrusts. Kensington couldn’t even muster words, deep, primal moans of pleasure escaping her as her system was overloaded with pleasure.

He couldn’t maintain that pace for long, not with his cock sliding in and out of that hot little pussy. With a grunt, Riveaux came, squeezing Kensington’s ass back onto his cock as she ground her hips into him, trying to get him even deeper, fill her even more. He continued to twitch, spasming, spurting his seed deep into her as she moaned, wanting it, needing it- until she came too, bucking, quivering, unable to hold herself up. Limply, she sunk down to the desk, laying there, her breasts pressed up against the wood as Riveaux pulled himself out of her.

“Jesus.” Browne said. Steele had not noticed he was watching, and neither man had spoken. “Kensington was...”

“Intense?” Steele said, raising an eyebrow.

“You could go that way.” Browne said. He grinned, as did Steele.

“How’s the data dump going?” Steele said.

“It’s going pretty well.” Browne said, peering over at the rush of data on the monitor. “Should have everything I need in about an hour or so. Then we can move in and nail the little bastard.”

“Sounds good to me.” Steele said. He thought for a moment, and then looked at Browne. “Hey, speaking of nailing. I have myself a little idea...”

He looked over at Browne, who laughed. He turned away to his terminal, typing away, and Steele grinned too. He couldn’t wait to take that little bastard down. He did so love knocking emperors off their pedestals...

Jimmy Riveaux had just drifted off to sleep, surrounding by a warm, soft bed of naked slave girls, when he heard the sound of fighting downstairs.

“What the hell?” he said, gathering himself. He started to dress, putting on his jeans. The noises were getting louder now. It sounded like boots. Boots running, coming up the stairs. Who was-?

Jimmy’s wondered question was answered abruptly as the door burst open, and two armed men pointed their guns at Jimmy.

“Up against the wall!” the bigger man shouted. “Up against the wall!”

Jimmy complied, nervously, his hands shaking. He pressed up against the wall as he felt a pair of handcuffs attached to his hands and feet.

“Jimmy Riveaux, I am Agent Rick Steele and this is Agent Orlando Browne. And you are hereby arrested for the flagrant, egregious violation of United States secret law MK-ULTRA.” Steele said.

“I... this is all a huge misunderstanding!” Jimmy said, all his confidence disappearing. Suddenly, he was the young, frightened boy he was before this all began.

“Oh?” Steele said. He looked around the room at the multitude of naked girls, all staring at Jimmy with the utmost love and devotion. “Must be a pretty big misunderstanding.”

“I... I want my lawyer!” Jimmy said. Steele laughed in his face.

“Son, where you’re going, there are no lawyers. There are no rights.” He said. He looked in Jimmy’s face. “You’re probably never going to see the light of day again.”

Jimmy froze, his palms sweaty, his heart leaping up to his throat.

“How...” he said weakly.

“How?” he said. He pointed to Agent Kensington. “That’s one of our agents. We injected her with a nanobot sequence that tells us exactly what those little chips of yours do. Once we reverse engineered them and were confident we’d be able to fix the damage you’ve done, we came in.”

“I...” Jimmy said. Steele grinned at him evilly.

“Probably thought you had it all, didn’t you?” he said. “Your own little kingdom. Tell you what, though. You’re not anything. In fact, your chips have a fatal flaw, you know that?”

“I-“ Jimmy began.

“Remote code execution.” Steele said. “In other words, they can receive updates.”

Steele nodded to Browne, who pressed a button. All of a sudden, all of the women looked at Steele and Browne with the same love and devotion in their eyes that they had looked at Jimmy with seconds ago.

“Browne, want to take Riveaux’s little girlfriend there for a spin?” Steele said.

“I definitely do.” Browne said, grinning.

“Stephanie.” Steele said. Her head looked at him. “Come over here and bend over.”

“Yes, Master.” She said chirpily, coming over the two of them, still completely naked. She bent over in front of Steele, on her hands and knees, patiently waiting.

Steele wasted no time, and casually he pushed into her tight little pussy, her pert little ass getting him harder than he needed to be. He began to easily slide in and out of her, and she moaned in delight.

“Oh GOD, Master!” she said. “You’re so big!”

“Better believe it, darling.” Steele said, smacking her on the ass casually. “Browne, what are you waiting for? Stick your cock in those hot red lips.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice.” Browne said. He grabbed Steph’s head, and she happily took him into her mouth as he pushed her towards his cock. She took it deep in her mouth, never hesitating, obeying her new masters as quickly and easily as she had obeyed Jimmy.

Jimmy watched the scene with a sobriety, with a calmness that ran at odds at the sickening pit in his stomach. He knew exactly what Steele was doing- and felt exactly how Steele wanted him to feel. Steele had picked Steph for a reason- she was the one girl that Jimmy cared about. And now he saw it was an illusion, had always been an illusion: all her feelings for him had been artificial, as artificial as any of the slave bot programming on all the other girls. She now loved getting fucked by Steele and Browne as much as she had ever loved Jimmy.

He could see it in the way she moved, the way she ground her hips against Steele’s and the way that she eagerly took Browne’s cock each and every time he thrust it into her mouth. Every thrust of their hips, every time their cocks entered her, she was filled with the unbelievable pleasure of serving them. He could hear it in her moans, in the deep, ragged, guttural breaths she was taking.  He knew how all of that signaled her deep, primal, completely overwhelming pleasure. He knew- he had programmed her that way.

He had briefly entertained trying to escape, but all fight had left him now. He simply watched, stricken, as Steph moaned deeply as Steele grunted, coming into her tight little pussy even as Browne shot his load down her throat. She gulped it up eagerly, hungrily, licking Browne clean and then turning right around to clean Steele with her mouth as well. Throughout it all, her eyes never stopped shining bright, bright with admiration and pure, unadulterated love for her new masters. Steele and Browne redressed casually, nonchalantly, and turned to face Jimmy.

“Now listen.” Steele said, adjusting his tie. “We’ve been watching you. We know you’re not an altogether bad kid- you just lost your way. We also know that while your neural reprogramming skills are raw, your instincts and your creativity are good.”

Jimmy looked up at him helplessly, his wrists and feet still bound, and he wondered what on earth was happening.

“I’ll tell you straight.” Steele said. “MK-ULTRA could use you. There are a whole lot of mind controllers in the world, and a whole lot of them want to do a hell of a lot worse things than you’ve done. So, if you’re willing, we’d bring you on the team.”

“I...” Jimmy said. He laughed, a deep, weary laugh. “I don’t have much a choice, do I?”

“Always a choice, kid,” Steele said smoothly. “You could say no, and then you’d disappear forever. No trace that you ever existed.”

“I...” Jimmy said. He frowned. “Well, it’s not much of a choice, but I’ll take it.”

“Thought you might.” Steele said. He removed Jimmy’s cuffs, and Jimmy rubbed his wrists gingerly where the hard metal had bit into his wrists. “Welcome to MK-ULTRA, Mr. Riveaux. Ready for your first assignment?”

“I... yes.” He said, his mind still whirling with what had just happened to him.

“Good.” He said. He nodded over at Browne. “Your first assignment is to work with Browne there, deprogram all of the girls. Start with Kensington, so she can be debriefed ASAP.”

“U... Understood.” Jimmy said, trying to muster himself up. Steele clapped him on the shoulder.

“You made the right choice, son.” He said. “Oh, and by the way, there is one more thing.”

“Yes?” Jimmy said, looking at him.

“I saw the way you looked at that girl.” He said. He paused. “I... maybe I was a bit too cavalier there, fucking her like that. If you were to forget to deprogram her, well... let’s just say none of us are going to say anything.”

“I... thank you, sir.” Jimmy said. He hadn’t realized how much he cared for Steph- not really. Not until then. The thought of never seeing her again... well, it had been too much to bear.

“You’re not the first one to take an agent up on that offer.” He said. He paused, as if remembering something. “And you won’t be the last. Now let’s get going.”

Jimmy followed Steele and Browne down the stairs and out towards the mobile command center. His life had taken a few turns since he first discovered that mind control technology all those months ago... and it looked like it was going to get even stranger in the near future.
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