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Chapter 1


“Okay, I am sure all of us have our own ideas for what types of trials we want to try.” Keith said that so pointedly without even looking at Chase, the other man in the group. The built male that was more or less just a fixture in the Psychiatry class due to poor course selection seemed mostly clueless, and all three of the other members of the group agreed that it was a bit of a drag to have him attached. He was likely going to have to latch on to one of their studies.

“I actually got a few solid ideas around guiding dopamine receptors that Steph’s been helping me hammer out.” Chase shot back with a smug smirk. “Right Steph?” Stephanie was the third, a perky blonde with glasses that seemed to Keith and their fourth to be way too smart to be the one latching on to Chase’s idea. There must’ve been something else going on. She looked to be spaced out for a moment, then looked up and smiled awkwardly.

“Uhm, yeah. I’m helping.”

Trisha, the fourth, looked at Stephanie quizzically. “I thought you hated being called Steph?” Trisha and Steph were solid acquaintances who often sat together in Professor Smith’s class. The bookish brunette knew the girl well enough to know that she did not particularly like Chase, and she did not like having her name shortened. “Also, Stephanie, you’re ‘helping’, Chase?” She eyed the two of them skeptically. Chase was a muscle-head through and through and they all knew that they would be carrying him, but truly, him having any of his own ideas was completely out of left field.

“Tell ‘em, Steph.” Chase said comfortably.

The blonde nodded quickly and said in a rather unconvincing and strange tone. “It was his idea.”


One Day Earlier.

Chase knew that he was going to be screwed if he didn’t try to leech off someone else quickly. He was lucky enough to get in a group with Stephanie, Trisha and Keith, however. They were some of the smartest students in the whole course. The only problem was that he already knew that Trisha and Keith were gonna embargo him and feed him scraps, and Chase needed to get a high grade to impress Professor  Smith, since she was his type. So, he decided to get ahead of the other two in latching onto Stephanie right away, because despite being a complete blonde bombshell, he knew she probably had a great concept and if he was lucky, she needed a subject.

In the group project, they were all meant to come up with their own trials that, ideally, they would perform on one of the other members. This could be done however they chose, but he needed to come up with something and Chase was banking on coaxing Stephanie into giving him one of her second-tier ideas.

“What’s up, Chase?” She asked. The girl agreed to meet at the Cafe on campus, which he knew she would because she tended to always head there after class, regardless.

“Steph, hey-”

“Stephanie.” She said sharply.

“Right.” He kept his forced smile as he continued. “Stephanie, I was wondering what your plan was, and if you wanted to use me as your guinea pig?”

Stephanie adjusted her glasses as she took a seat across from him. She had just placed her order and famously the Cafe service was quite bad, and wait times were long. “Yeah, I mean… I could’ve used anyone but maybe you’d be a good subject for what I’ve got planned.”

“Hey, I’m your guy!” Chase said enthusiastically.

Stephanie smirked. “Sure. You’re actually curious about what I’m doing, or do you just want me to tell you want to do?”

“I’m curious.” He lied.

“Cool.” She looked at him skeptically, but her drink was about ten minutes or more from being complete anyway so she leaned forward onto the table to get closer so that he could hear her as explained her project in a soft voice. “My concept is to artificially guide dopamine receptors to respond to selected stimuli.” She stopped and asked. “Do you know what that means?”

Chase nodded and surprisingly summarized her idea. “I guess the idea is you form habits or addictive behaviors around stuff that wouldn’t normally be addictive? Maybe like… studying or something, instead of around food and drugs.”

Stephanie’s blonde brows shot up. “How did you-”

“Look. I’m frat, so I know a lot about dopamine.” He winked.

“Heh. Alright, sure.” She chuckled, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, that’s basically it. Are you addicted to anything? I was thinking you might be a good subject for the reason you stated, you’re frat. You’ve got to have a lot of vices. What I would like to do is trial you on my device. We’ll trigger a release of dopamine when you decline-”

“I’ll stop you there, I’m actually clean.” He wasn’t lying. Chase kept his body as a temple. No drink, no drugs and he only ate flavorless, boiled chicken and rice with whatever 0 calorie, low sodium sauce he had on hand.

“That’s unexpected.” She seemed disappointed.

“Sure, I know. But first, you mentioned a device?”

She nodded, pulling something that looked like a watch from her bag and several capsules of clear fluid. “I put this together in the Chemistry Lab. Basically I just added a watch strap to a remote injector. The fluid is synthesized from legal, over the counter drugs and the only thing it does is trigger an immediate release of dopamine into the blood.’ She frowned and let out a small sigh. “My idea was pretty simple, I wanted to trigger a dopamine release when you declined your vice, and then over time.”

Chase eyed her. “So… you just replace one drug with another? What’s that gonna do?”

“It’s going to do something for the first few times, and then over time I wanted to reduce the amount. However, my theory is that even with a lesser amount, the body will take the hint and release the same amount of dopamine in response to the action, thereby creating a counter-addiction. Could be revolutionary.”

“Completely.” Chase smirked. “But I don’t have any vices, except-” He let out a small laugh and stopped himself.

“What?” Stephanie eyed him seriously. “Tell me.”

“Women.”

Her pale cheeks flushed. “I definitely don’t want to expose any woman to you, since you’re a living science experiment in how muscles affect one’s psyche.”

“Thanks.” He nodded cockily, despite knowing that she was insulting him. As she rolled her eyes at him again and rested her chin on her hand he asked. “You’re addicted to uppers, right?”

“W-what the hell!?”

“I mean… most are? You’re pretty smart and you pull all-nighters all the time. So aren’t you a better test subject?”

Stephanie frowned deeply as she stared chase down from across the table. “You’d be in charge of triggering the release and noting down results…”

His expression brightened significantly. “Does this mean we’d get joint credit?”

“No! You’re still just helping me on my own project, you muscle-head. You still have to come up with your own idea.”

“I happen to have an idea forming.” He said cheerily, pointing at the watch. “Should we get started? This might take a while to form a natural habit, right?”

“Right…” She relented. I didn’t think about using it on myself, since we need a second party other than the subject to note down observations. But I guess it was never stated that the one making the observations had to be the one with the project. Plus… I could benefit from my own idea if I can form a positive habit around not taking uppers. She smiled and passed a slip of paper to Chase as she put the watch on, lining it up securely on her wrist.

“What’s this?” Chase looked at the slip. It was a printed out QR code.

“That’s a link to the app that I developed to trigger the watch.”

“What the f- you made a whole app for this shit!?”

Stephanie absorbed the praise. “It’s nothing fancy. As you’ll see, it’s just one button to release a shot of the fluid and some other setting that shouldn’t come up since we aren’t doing timed release trials.” She watched Chase download her app onto his phone. Even an ape could figure it out, so I’m not worried about that. But…

She sighed, pulling out her printed out sheets, and her written notes. She handed them over. “You’re probably going to need these. The sheets are for marking down observations.”

“This fluid is harmless, right? You’re not gonna OD or anything? Side effects?”

“Only side effect is a release of dopamine. I was very precise. This stuff is completely harmless.”

Chase grinned. “Sounds like you really got your shit together, Steph.” He pressed the button to release dopamine into her system as he said ‘Steph.’ She didn’t even flinch at the light prick in her wrist, but he could definitely see her react. She looked at him coarsely.

“It’s Stephanie-” She corrected him sternly. “-and don’t fuck around with my project, Chase-” He triggered a release as she said his name. She felt it, inhaling slowly and clenching her fists. Stephanie glared at him intensely. “You-”

“Steph!” The Barrista shouted. It was a twist of fate that they tended to get peoples names wrong. Chase triggered the release as he heard her name called. She stood up quickly.

“You are going to stop that, understood?”

“Sure thing, Steph.” He did it again as she walked up to grab her drink. She explained vehemently to the brick wall of a barista that her name was Stephanie, then returned, sitting down to see Chase jotting down observations.

“That’s for the project, not your silly gags…”

“Oh, I know. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to keep you on track, Steph.” He did it again and saw a noticeable change as he said it, though she was trying to be angry, he could tell she was trying. Man… this stuff is strong. Even though she knows it’s just a chemical fucking with her head, I wonder if her body is gonna pick up on that? I can think of a bunch of other tests I wanna run. Chase leaned back, phone in hand as he triggered a rapid release as he said. “What if we just say that it’s my idea, Steph?”

“What the f-fuck?” Her eyes widened. She knew he was fucking with her, he had to be. She stared down at her wrist. This is unexpected… I forgot that there was another stimulus that was going to be consistent. Since the injector is being used, the use of the injector is also becoming a pleasant habit. I can barely feel anything when it is being used… did he just press it three times or only one? She looked up, feeling very distracted. “We can’t… share credit.” She gasped as he slyly pressed the button on his phone when she said ‘share credit.’

“Come on, Steph. Be nice. You’re a part of my project now.”

She narrowed her eyes. Dammit… I know what he’s doing… I’ll just take the watch off. Even though she thought that, oddly, she didn’t actually move to take it off. Later. I’ll take it off later. I’ll deal with him later. She stood up and walked out with her drink. “We’ll talk later. You need to get serious and focus on my project, not your own fooling around…” She felt a rush when she said ‘fooling around’ and then another when he said as she left.

“Nice ass, Steph. Thanks for being a part of my project.”


Chapter two






Chapter 2


As Stephanie returned to her room she received a message from Chase. I could just leave it on read, but- She didn’t finish that thought. The watch was already working. She knew for a fact that, without even getting into the specific releases of dopamine in response to certain things, contacting him alone seemed to trigger a bit of a rush as she opened the message and read ‘Thanks for being a part of my project Steph’ and felt a small rush. `Ugh. What an asshole. Did he trigger it? How did he time it though? Or did I just feel that naturally and my theory is way more evident than I thought. I guess part of it should make me happy, even if it’s being used against me.` Stephanie messaged Chase back ‘did you trigger the watch just now?’

He responded quickly with ‘Sorry, it’s a blind test, meaning the subject shouldn’t know.’ eliciting a small laugh from her as she retorted in text, ‘that’s not what that’s not what that fucking means, dumbass.’She then added ‘You’d better be taking down your observations on paper. I don’t want-’ Stephanie paused, her cheeks flushing as she thought about playing along. She finished typing ‘-your project to get tanked because you can’t take notes.’ A small smile and a sense of relief washed over her as he returned with ‘Thanks a lot, Steph, good looking out. With your help, I think my project might actually get the professor’s attention.’

Stephanie rubbed her temples. ‘You have a suicide wish, Chase. She’s not a fan of men in general, we can all tell, and I’m pretty sure that if we keep this cute game going whee we pretend it’s your project she’ll get on both of our cases for fucking around.’

‘Well, there you have it. Don’t think about it like a game, Steph. Think about it as my project.’ She was hit with a small rush. He continued to type ‘My idea.’ Another. Finally he added. ‘You couldn’t come up with something this good, Steph, admit it.’ Another bigger release. She was feeling a bit heated as she read his messages. `His timing is crazy.` She thought. `Should I keep playing along?` She felt oddly compelled in one direction. She stared at the watch knowingly and while biting her lips she responded. ‘Sorry. This is your project, Chase. I wouldn’t be able to come up with something this good. I’m just helping.’ As she typed that out on her phone she felt strange even before clicking send, like there was a release. She exhaled lightly. `There’s no way he timed that… was that just my body? If so, we’re definitely on to something.` She thought excitedly, biting her bottom lip as she hit send and waited intently for a response. She then realized what she was doing and quickly tried to justify it. `I’m excited about the implications. I’m not letting him get to me, naturally.` She jumped as the notification sound rang and smiled brightly, reading his message like she was a captured audience.

‘Steph, I gotta admit, I was fucking around when I came up with this idea but I already took lots of notes and I got lots of concepts for tests that I can run with you.’ Steph smirked. ‘Well that’s good, Chase. I’m gonna still get credit, right?’ She stopped noticing how much she was waiting and watching for his texts like it was a drug. It was just naturally as he responded that she’d read it and respond instantly. ‘You’re helping me out a lot, Steph, and I already said I’d bring you in as a partner, as well. You can take partial credit.’ Immediate relief washed over her. `Thank God. At least I’ll get partial credit for… his idea.` She let out a small chuckle. `This is actually working. It’s actually kind of scary.’

For the rest of the night they texted back and forth as, without even noticing, Steph was completely conditioned into a very particular way of thinking and responding, priming her for the next morning when Chase met her in the commons and said to Steph very bluntly. “Your tits look great today, Steph.”

Steph’s eyes widened. She was so past caring that he shortened her name, and he had just blatantly commented about her tits, but the moment he did she felt an immediate rush of dopamine. “Uhm.” Her cheeks flushed. `He actually said that, and I know he pressed the button.` She was surprised when, before she could say anything else Chase backed up. Like a dog that just heard a bell she looked down at her phone as he messaged her and smiled reading ‘Let’s try that again.’ She blinked and thought. `Again? What is he-` She looked up at him as he approached. “Chase-”

“Hey Steph, Nice tits today.” He said in a friendly, normal tone, triggering a big release. With her adrenaline going a little she opened her mouth to say something, but he reset and did the same introduction three more times, each time leaving a small break, messaging her and then approaching like they just saw each other. The very last time he approached as normal and she felt like she was ready for him, but he just greeted her normally. “Morning, Steph. How’d you sleep?” She was stunned and felt a little disappointed.

`Isn’t he going to say I’ve got nice tits?` There was a bit of an awkward pause where she wasn’t sure what to do or say before he looked at her funny, then smirked.

“Sorry, Steph. I forgot to say your tits look great this morning.” She brightened significantly. Chase thought `I didn’t even press it that time.`

“Thanks Chase.” He had no clue how much he was fucking with her as inside she was thinking excitedly, and getting a significant dopamine boost each time. `He said my tits look good, he said my tits look good… Chase said my tits looked nice.` She inhaled slowly, calming herself. Before she could come down completely Chase made a crude motion.

“Do a turn and let me see the other side. You know… for science.”

`Bullshit.` She thought, but oddly, even though this hadn’t been grilled into her she turned and felt a small rush as he gave her rear a pat.

“Nice ass, too.”

Her heart thumped. “Th-thanks a lot.”

As they were talking about their projects, Trish and Kieth exchanged an odd look while staring across the table at Chase and Stephanie. Kieth leaned over to Trish, whispering. “This is totally fucking weird, right?”

“Absolutely.” Trisha nodded before asking. “Chase, can you explain what ‘your’ project is?”

“Oh yeah.” He offered with the confidence of a bullshitter. Steph looked at him curiously as he collected his thoughts. After a few moments, with a wide smile he explained. “Basically, my project has to do with artificial dopamine releases affecting behavioral changes in humans. To what extent is it possible to completely change someone as a response to stimuli.” Steph looked down, since that explanation was more or less cannibalized from her notes, but she was way past the point of caring. In fact, she felt surprisingly nice when he introduced it as his.

`It feels so good, even though I’m having my work stolen. B-but in a way it prove my w-work that this is actually the case!` She convinced herself madly, looking up to see that Trisha had been trying to speak to her. “Uh, y-yes?”

“I asked if this is actually his idea or if you’re playing some kind of joke.”

Steph smiled eagerly, looking to Chase for approval as she lifted her wrist and said. “It’s all Chase’s idea. He’s being nice enough to share credit since I made the app and the device. I’m just the subject.”

“That’s definitely suspicious.” Keith said quietly to Trisha. “The hell is that device? Do you have more of those?”

Chase sat back comfortably. “I was thinking about getting more of them and expanding the test. The Professor didn’t specify how we had to break things down in our groups. I think that maybe if we could bring you two in we could all share credit.”

Both Kieth and Trisha lifted a brow. “That’s-” Kieth began uncertainly. Trisha interjected quickly.

“That’s a great idea!”

“What’re you doing?” Kieth whispered. Trish retorted quietly.

“If he gives us one or more of those things, we can figure out what the hell he’s doing and maybe give Stephanie a hand.”

“Got it.” Kieth nodded. He lifted his voice to speak to the group. “That sounds like a great idea.”

“Great.” Chase snapped his fingers. “Steph, you think you could make two more of those devices and update the app with separate buttons.”

She nodded. “Yeah! It’s actually super easy.”

“Great. Hey, let’s all get an A.” Chase said smugly.
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Chapter 3


As the group split for the day, Chase took Steph aside. She couldn’t help but notice how much her demeanour towards him had changed. ` I feel really nice when he talks to me and when he sends me messages. I really feel like I might be forming addictive behaviors around him. I hope he’s writing this down.`

“Good work, Steph.” Chase offered in a friendly tone. “You didn’t even try claiming that any of this was your idea, so I can already tell you’re improving.” He could tell she was about to say something, and he felt like she was predictable enough at this point that he could get ahead of her. As she opened her mouth to speak he said. “I’ll make sure to note all of this down for the project.” He exhaled sharply through the nose as he saw a look of relief wash over her. “More importantly, it sounds like I’ll have two other subjects, but I got a pretty good idea why they agreed.”

“I guess it would be because they don’t believe that this is your idea and they also think my behavior is pretty suspicious, so they’re curious about the watch. Do you really want me to make two more?”

“Is it actually easy, or were you just saying that to get a dopamine hit?”

“I-”

He took her hand. “By the way, we probably need to change the vial, right?”

Steph blushed. “Yes. You can see how low it is through the App…”

“Nice. You’re a real Treasure, Steph.” Chase said generously. Her heart fluttered as he said that. She did not notice his hand on the button of the app.

“Thanks!” She said excitedly.

“For the new watches, I was thinking… what if you added a more solid strap? One that can lock or unlock from the app.”

She stared at him flatly. “But then that would mean that they couldn’t take it-” She paused, eyes widening. “Oh.”

“Yeah. I’m pretty confident in the findings of this study so far, but only if they don’t do the sensible thing and take the watch off the moment they confirm what it does.”

“Makes sense, but-”

“You can do that for me, right?” He got closer. She felt a sudden rush and quickly offered a nod. “Good. Thanks, Steph.” He gave her a small kiss on the lips without saying anything. The moment their lips touched, Steph’s brain swam with intense feelings of joy. She shuddered and was left a little stunned as he pulled away and said. “Now I just need to replace the vial.” He took her wrist.

“It… wasn’t in? It was empty?”

Chase smirked and offered a short nod. “That’s right, why?”

Her cheeks flushed. `Then… that wasn’t an injection. That was just… me? It was all me?` The reality, of course, was that he had replaced the vial when he mentioned it, and was just miming the replacement. He patted the watch and let her go.

“You’re good to go, Steph.” Chase seemed ready to turn to leave. Steph felt an odd sinking feeling and tapped him on the shoulder sheepishly to stop him. Chase turned and eyed her quizzically. This was not something he expected. “What’s up, Steph?” He enjoyed how it was no longer a question. Her name had become Steph so easily. He waited to see what she did.

Steph stared back at him awkwardly and, on her own without any prompting, she said. “Really, Chase, thanks a lot for letting me be a part of your idea.” Chase was immediately dumbfounded by how well this was working. Meanwhile, in Steph’s mind she could feel the rush of going along with Chase’s bullshit, and she continued to one-up herself. “I- I uh… couldn’t have come up with something this clever on my own.”

Chase glanced down at the app. He hadn’t touched it. A small smile crossed his lips as it occurred to him that Steph’s prediction was correct. Her body was beginning to produce its own dopamine, and she was altering her own behavior to get that release. “Oh, honey. Thank you. You’re contributing a lot.”

“Really?” She was especially attentive as he said that, then her pleasure overflowed as he gave her rear a squeeze through the tight jeans she was wearing.

“Yeah. Seeing those nice tits and that cute butt motivates me. I’d love to see more of you in cuter clothes. But, for now I need you to go follow my instructions exactly to make those watches and update the App.”

“Follow your- you mean with the straps? Yeah I can-”

Chase wondered how much he could push her as he corrected her. “No. Steph, baby, you’re not smart enough to do that on your own. You’re just really good at following instructions, right?” He pressed the button a number of times during that sentence. He stared up at him with wide eyes, nodding slowly. “Don’t tell me you don’t remember…”

Her heart was thumping and she was filled with pure joy and adrenaline as she asked. “Remember?” She searched deep. `Remember what? I mean… I know he’s fucking with me but it just feels so good when Chase fucks with me.` She stopped as he began to speak again and stared at him intently.

Chase was shocked she was letting him take things this far without complaint. He assumed that what he was doing was pretty simple and straightforward. He didn’t know what Steph was thinking. He shrugged and explained. “You’ve got this thing where you tend to forget when I tell you something really smart, and then suddenly boom, you think it was your idea.”

`That’s complete bullshit. That-that is on its face complete bullshit but-` She bit her lip and smiled, seeing his thumb on the button. “I totally forgot.”

“Forgot what?” Chase asked with a smug smile. She got a lot out of that smile, more than he even planned.

“I forgot that every smart idea th-that I’ve had is something you told me, and then I forgot.” She shut her eyes as she felt that familiar sensation of pure happiness wash over her. `I don’t even care if it’s-` She stopped in the middle of that thought, getting a shiver as she figured that even acknowledging the ruse was hollow. `I wonder how good it would feel if I just…` She swallowed hard and thought while under Chase’s curious gaze. `It’s totally impossible for me to have a smart idea. Every smart idea or thing I come up with is something Chase told me. I then forgot he told me…` She felt so good that she got close to him, adopting an oddly desperate expression as she apologized vehemently. “I-I’m so sorry.”

Chase leaned back a little, startled by her enthusiasm. He chuckled and waved off her concern. “Hey, it’s totally fine, Steph.”

“No, it’s totally not fine! I-I’ve honestly never had an original, smart idea in my entire life.” She offered, breathing erratically in front of him.

A small bead of sweat dropped down from Chase’s forehead. “That’s a bit-”

“It’s totally true! I’m a total, empty-headed blonde slut, b-but thanks a lot for filling my brain with good ideas…” She gasped. `This feels so fucking good.`

Chase inhaled slowly, offering a calculating stare as he weighed his options. If Steph was actually an empty-headed bimbo he’d lose the gravy train he had, so he needed to salvage this somehow. “Well… Yeah, that’s all true.” He pressed the button. He saw her react positively before continuing. “But, Steph, your cute empty head is a good filter for all my good ideas.”

`Holy shit… a filter? That’s awesome, Chase is a genius at making me feel amazing. I don’t even care why I feel this way.` She grinned. “What does that mean?”

Chase didn’t even try. He just rolled his eyes and said. “I already told you. So you already have my totally clever idea for how that works… right?”

“O-oh, right. I think I remember. My brain is a good filter because when you give me the ideas, I’m really good at following instructions so I can actually carry out the ideas really well.”

“Perfect.” Chase snapped and pointed. “That.” He smiled awkwardly and added. “I’m gonna send you messages. Make sure you read them when you open them. That’s obviously how I’ve been knowing when to press the button, when they show as being read.”

“That’s so smart!” She complimented genuinely.

“I’ll do that after you’ve finished my work, though. Message me when you have the two new watches.”

“Sure thing!”

That night, Steph finished the two watches by buying a lot of cheap materials, and using other on-hand materials from the lab. She had to buy the straps, but that wasn’t an issue. They weren’t unbreakable, but they would be annoying to remove if they were locked. When she was done she messaged him, and immediately she got a short message, then another and another and each time she read one, she felt a rush and then another was sent and then when she reached the end they looped back to the beginning, and that continued for over 5 hours. Five hours of her being rewarded as she read ‘Cute slut.’, ‘Never had an original thought’, ‘Nice tits’, ‘Good Girl’, ‘empty head’, and in between, while she was feeling incredibly hot she returned a message.

‘You just sent a great idea but then I forgot you sent it.’

‘Oh yeah?’

‘You should send a dick-pic, too, along with more messages.’

Steph smiled wide as, instantly, a picture of a strong, rock-hard cock was dropped into the chat followed by the messages ‘Chases Cock’, ‘Cock addict’, ‘sucking this cock’, getting fucked by this cock’,. All she could think after several revolutions of that sequence of messages was. `I-I just wanna suck his cock so bad, his cock looks so fucking good…`
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After a full night of brainwashing Steph, Chase had a remarkably good sleep and when he awoke the next morning he stared at his untouched record sheets and decided that it would probably be a good idea to touch base with Steph and mark down some results. He called her for a quick meetup in the commons and expected her to be a bit out of it, tired and a bit more pliable. What Chase did not expect was what he was greeted with.

Steph found him in the commons and approached excitedly. Immediately his eyes drifted down to the prominent cleavage that was presented by the tight blouse she was wearing. Rather than pants, which Steph favored, she came to him in a breezy little skirt that fell halfway down her thigh, meeting cute white stockings. She was still wearing glasses, and her blonde hair was still left to fall naturally around her shoulders in shallow waves, but her expression lacked the sharpness that she carried with her around him. Her narrowed eyes were lacking skepticism and derision, and her lips which tended to be neutral or frowning were curled up optimistically. She tussled her hair as she walked right up to him and stood very straight with her back arched forward, as if she was presenting a very specific part of herself before the others. “Hey Chase.” She said bashfully, her cheeks flushed with a rose tint.

“Hey Steph.” He gave a short nod, unsure of what to really say. “Yeah, I probably gotta mark this down…”

“Observations? Want me to do it? I feel like I already know what you’re gonna write down, and if I’m as good at jotting down your ideas as I am thinking them then we’re gonna get an even better grade.” She offered in a chipper tone.

“Yeah..?” He stared at her, dumbfounded, then grinned and handed her the sheets from the folder he carried in his satchel. “Yeah! Of course. Awesome.” The stood there awkwardly for a few seconds with Steph taking the folder and holding it with both hands at her waist in front of her while staring expectantly at him. “Uh, what’s up?” She looked down and away, her chest being pushed forward a bit more aggressively. “Oh! Nice tits today, Steph. Good idea with the blouse…”

She brightened immediately. “Thanks!” Immediate relief washed over her. “Should we go to the library to mark down your observations?”

“Yeah. You have the new watches, right?”

“Two new watches with locks, and I even got a few more vials. I feel like you had the idea last night that we should have mixtures of lessening intensity down to a placebo for future tests. It’s so that we can truly test whether the body is producing the dopamine in regards to selected stimuli in place of the serum.”

Chase shrugged. “Glad I thought of it.” He heard Steph giggle for the first time and took note of how she was walking with a very sassy waggle right in front of him. He let out a soft chuckle and reached forward to rest a hand on her butt. Only then did Steph slow down to allow Chase to walk beside her. “I’m feeling a bit of a dopamine rush myself.” He joked, not noticing until it was too late that their professor was passing by. “Shit!” He tried to get some distance but the woman already noticed, turned and crossed her arms under her heavy breasts. Chase offered a small wave. “Hey Professor Smith.”

She ignored him, except to shoot a stern glare in his direction. She addressed Steph immediately. “Stephanie, are you alright? It looks like Mr. Calhoun is trying to get on both of our bad sides this morning.” Without any type of previous precedent, that statement could have been seen as very presumptuous but normally Professor Smith and Steph were two peas in a pod and typically they both did not like Chase at all because of most of the things about him.

Today, however, Steph looked at Professor Smith and shook her head before saying politely. “Chase would have to do a LOT to get on my bad side at this point. We’re getting along pretty well now. I didn’t know how smart he was. His project is incredible!”

“What?” Chase felt incredibly satisfied by that ‘what’ combined with her expression of raw shock and disbelief. She turned to look at Chase skeptically. “You have a project and it is… good?”

“Consistent artificial dopamine release triggering positive addictive behaviors in humans.” Chase rattled off easily enough. He did not understand the specifics, but he could bullshit around the rough details.

“Oh…” Smith was obviously disappointed. “That is not particularly-”

“We worked together to make these watches and an App that allows us to test consistently with an actual release using a synthesized blend of chemicals. It’s not just a theoretical essay.”

“Wait, what? That is a bit more interesting, but-” She was obviously dumbfounded as she looked between Steph and Chase. “You’re sure this was his idea? You… YOU, Stephanie Moore, are helping HIM?” Chase couldn’t help but chuckle, but he stopped as Professor Smith shot him a withering glare.

`Damn, if only she wasn’t so hot when she was mad, I might be a better student.` He thought. Professor Smith was older than Chase by a number that he wasn’t certain on, except that it was more than ten and less than twenty. What he was certain about was the fact that she had the figure of a porn star. Not a sleek model’s frame like Steph or Trish, but a voluptuous, lewd porn star complete with tits big enough to fully engulf his cock and an ass he was surprised he couldn’t hear clapping as she walked. She carried it all well, too, with a healthy figure, thick thighs all on a 6’2 frame. All of that combined with some wild reddish brown hair and naturally plush lips made the woman exactly his type, and he did want to try to get on her good side. He shot Steph a glance and she immediately took the hint, though he barely had to coax her. She practically volunteered.

“Professor, this project is all Chase’s idea. He’s actually incredibly smart, he just isn’t good at expressing it. He needs to put his ideas through a filter for them to be useful.” She explained, offering Chase a knowing wink as she spoke. He grinned back at her approvingly.

`Fuck, she’s good.` He nodded along, watching to see what Smith would do.

“I see.” Surprisingly the woman had very little else to say. She gave chase one last appraising look before turning to leave. Before she was fully gone she glanced back over her shoulder and admitted. “I am looking forward to seeing your observations. In fact, when you have enough put together, bring them to me. This is an area of interest of mine.”

Chase was grinning ear to ear as she left. “Hey, that means there’s a chance. She was basically saying there’s a chance, right?”

“Maybe if you could get her to wear a watch.”

“Great idea. Make another one tonight. For now, let's just hit the library so that you can note down my observations.” The insanity of that statement had no effect on Steph. It was not normal, she knew it was crazy, but that was the insidious nature of the watch’s effect. She felt good buying into his world, she’d been conditioned into.

Steph had no issue sitting down and writing out her thoughts while thinking to herself that they were his thoughts and she was merely a filter for them. That felt so good. At the back of her mind she still knew for a fact that Chase was overflowing with shit but at this point she didn’t care. After an hour of writing while he hung out on his phone, she finished and even managed to work ahead by preparing new sheets for Keith and Trisha’s eventual enrollment in the test. In doing so, as she slid her work over to him Steph asked. “I don’t think they’ll just go along with it, and they’ll probably just cut the straps if they feel like they have to. I can’t make these things as versatile as they’d need to be.”

“Why not?”

“Even the best material you can buy at a hardware store is going to be able to be cut. So I was thinking that we’d need to come up with a surefire way to-”

“What about metal?”

“Huh?” Steph paused. “Metal?”

“Yeah. Less like a metal watch strap, because those are as weak as their hinges and can just be taken apart. Make it solid, like a shackle. Padding on the inside for comfort.”

“That…” She was shocked because even the little voice in the back of her head telling her that Chase is an idiot had to admit that it was a genuinely good idea. She hadn’t thought of it because she was more focused on the technical aspect. But, more importantly. “I don’t know if I have the practical know-how to do that, Chase.”

“That’s fine. You know who got straight A’s in metal shop class?”

“Seriously? I didn’t think you’d ever succeeded at anyth… ing.” She felt a bit hollow insulting him. It happened out of instinct, but she drooped as she said it as the lack of any kind of boost filled her with a sense of dread in absence. Chase observed curiously, leaving her to stew in that feeling.

He had Steph lead him to a shop on campus that was used by the engineering department. Throughout the rest of the day, after getting all of the materials needed, Chase used his experience with machine tools to form the shell for the device while consulting with Steph for how they would nest the actual mechanism inside. Steph was genuinely a bit surprised that Chase was able to come up with a pretty elegant solution for a few problems. The rigid structure of the solid metal frame could move the injector too much to be safe, but he suggested that the actual device float inside without actually being attached to the shell. A flexible inner cushion that was planned to add, regardless, would hold the actual device in place perfectly while the shell was free to move around it by a few centimeters, enough for the range of motion to not be lost.

The eventual product, which could be replicated now that Steph had seen the process, was a sleek, polished steel bracelet that was roughly an inch thick. The band covered most of the wrist and was made to appear like a thick, solid wristband. For the locking mechanism Chase used the core mechanism of a bike-lock with a key that could be printed.

“Chase this is incredible!” Steph complimented, turning the thing over in her hands.

“It takes a lot longer to make than the ones you knocked out in a couple hours… That means we probably need to just start with Trisha. Think you can get her to put it on?”

“I think so.”

“Alright. With that sorted, why don’t I let you suck me off since you’ve been so good?”

Steph gasped. “L-let?” Chase stared at her smugly. He knew very well that he had been filling her head with the idea all of last night. Before she could make any excuse, even if she could make an excuse she was drooling at the thought, her cut lips curled up just thinking about it. Chase didn’t interrupt and gave her a few moments to let his suggestion sink in until she finally stepped forward, took his arm and asked. “Where should we go? Your place or mine?”

“Eh… doesn’t matter but let's do mine. I don’t want to be interrupted while I’m running more private tests.”

“Private… tests?”

“Yeah! I wanna see what I can do with direct stimuli. If I can really, actually make you addicted to sucking my cock.” Steph actually felt excited, because she knew she was in for a hell of a rush when they retired to his place. “After that, we probably need to go shopping. Fit you out with some more clothes, and some other supplies.”

“S-sure thing, Chase.”

The moment they entered his room and the door shut behind them, Steph turned around and got right down onto her knees, her eyes wide and her mouth agape. She licked her lips, wetting them. Chase saw an expression that he never thought he’d see outside of some type of porn video, but it just got better because the moment he undid his belt, his buttons and pulled his cock free Steph’s body had a cute, full body shudder as she stared at his cock like it was something she’d known and loved for quite a long time. With the app in one hand he stepped forward.

“Hell… I was gonna guide you a bit, but you look too excited for me to not just let you do your thing.” It worked out, since it meant he’d be able to focus more directly on fucking with her brain.

Wordlessly, Steph took Chase’s cock in her hand. It was six inches flaccid, and the moment her soft, moisturized palm touched it began to grow. The moment she touched it he wanted to immediately press the release, but he decided to have some trigger discipline, since he wanted to use it a bit more specifically. He’s glad he waited, because almost immediately as she began stroking him, her lips kissed the tip of his cock and her tongue lapped out around it from within. She licked around it, then took just the head into her mouth and stretched it down the underside of his length. He picked that moment to press the button. Her body shook as she was given the hefty hit of dopamine that she was after. The girl moaned in response, her lips closing around his half-hard member as she began to suck him right down to where her hand met her lips.

`I wonder just how much I can train her behaviour, here…` He could tell she was trying not to make noise, so he started sending out a release every time she made a lewd sound. Slowly but surely Steph became much less restrained until finally, while she was kissing his rock-hard cock as it loomed over her, she was panting suggestively, exaggerating every noise and making sure that her mouth made plenty of wet, obvious sucking sounds as she pulled his cock between her lips. Chase smirked. `I wonder what she’s thinking.`

While she enthusiastically sucked his 10 inch cock almost down to the base before it struck the back of her throat, Steph was thinking. `I love sucking cock, I LOVE sucking cock, I fucking love Chase’s cock, oh my god!` She inhaled deeply through her nose, staring up at him lustfully.

“I can’t note down observations if I don’t know what you’re thinking.” Chase tried to coax it out of her. She seemed hesitant, blushing. “Say anything.” He asked her, thumb at the ready.

Steph nodded and let his cock pop free from her lips and slap wetly against her cheek to say. “I-I really love your dick, Chase.” She felt it instantly, her whole body shuddering as her brain was filled with pure enjoyment. “Ho-honestly this is the best cock I’ve ever had!” She uttered more enthusiastically while taking it, stroking it idly and kissing it from base to tip. She felt it again and again and she moaned and upped the stakes. “I- I would PAY to suck your cock, Chase! That’s how good it is!”

“Oh man…” Chase got his own rush of dopamine, and he was close. He didn’t have much more time to fuck with her. “I knew you had a cute mouth, but I didn’t know how dirty it was.” He teased. Steph was way past feeling embarrassment while she moaned loudly and obviously between laboured pants and other lewd flourishes that she was embellishing for him. She looked incredible and she looked very pleased with herself as he complimented her. “Heh, alright. I’m close. Stick your tongue out, I need to get this right.”

“Sure!” She did as he asked and sat on her knees in front of him with her mouth wide and her tongue hanging over her bottom lip. Chase aimed carefully with one hand while stroking himself off to completion. He made sure to catch it, pressing the button the moment his load shot over her tongue and into her mouth. He guided his tip between her lips, emptying his balls into her open mouth while she obediently kept it open like a chicken looking up in the rain. “Now close your mouth and don’t swallow. Move your tongue around, taste it and swish it around.” He could see how hesitant she was, but he began to steadily, every ten seconds press the button until her expression changed slightly. `That’s fun. I got probably two more good loads in me tonight…` he thought. “Alright, go ahead and swallow.”

She did so, but strategically he chose not to reward her. He wanted to condition Steph to savor his sticky load and avoid swallowing it. He wanted to make her love the taste as much as she seemed to love his cock.


Chapter five
Afterword


Thanks for reading! If you want to read more on my work, you can find way more on my Patreon!
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