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Chapter one






Chapter 8


“Have you seen her lately?” Trisha had received the modified watch for the project earlier in the day. When she did she was able to see first hand Steph’s transformation that had taken place over barely a week. She had decided not to put it on just yet because she wanted to inspect its construction. 


“I haven’t had the chance, but you got the watch? I know Stephanie’s handiwork, that was definitely made by her. A lot of this doesn’t add up, right? How would she be affected so much by her own product and project?”


“You’re suggesting she’s into it? Only one of our guesses can be true. She’s either into it and playing along for some reason or she’s telling the truth and it’s actually Chase who’s the brains behind it.”

“That’s probably the only thing I’d never believe.” Keith commented. “I thought at the start that the musclehead lucked out. Maybe it’s something else. Maybe Stephanie’s being blackmailed.”


“That girl is clean. Like… completely. She doesn’t even have a DTF account.” There was a short pause after she said that before Keith responded.


“Uhm, are you?”


“No. Thinking about it.”


“Why? We live on campus. Just meet people here. There shouldn’t be this many hoops to jump through to just find a date. I mean… you’re the prettiest girl I know, Trisha.”


She smiled softly. “That’s so sweet. This is why you’re my best friend, Keith."


“Yeah.”


Trish stared at the watch laying on her desk. “I’ve figured out enough about it to know that I’m not gonna get anywhere without either breaking it or putting it on. If I break it, that’s destruction of property. Stephanie made this thing really tough, like a shackle or something.”


“That doesn’t worry you?”


“Not too much. I’m not actually worried about anything, I’m just weirded out? Maybe Stephanie really is just a perv?”


“Just be careful, alright? Let me know what you find out.”


“Sure thing.” Trisha hung up quickly and lifted the shackle, turning it over in his hands. I know that it’s a dopamine injector, and I’ve read through the notes to make sure that it’s not doing anything else. She clamped it onto her wrist. The only way to really tell what’s going on is to put it on and run these tests they’re asking for. She sat back while she booted up her PC, shutting her eyes as she thought about what Steph looked like when Trisha last saw her. Pig-tails? Really? She was wearing some skimpy crop top and her tits were basically out. Is he the one that told her to wear that tiny skirt and those fucking heels? Stephanie was always really reserved, like me. Now she kind of looks like a joke. Trisha smiled subtly, leaning forward to load up the Html file she was given. But… that just means that once we get through this project I’ll be the top student in our class.


Her eyes focused on the white default text on black background. This was definitely designed by Stephanie. No frills. She thought, familiarising herself with the layout. It was a simplistic design with centred text on a black screen. The example on the first page explaining the page showed that there would be a question followed by multiple choice, and no other buttons or input because the moment she clicked an answer the page changed, or it was supposed to. Alright. Simple enough. She was about to click the ‘I understand’ answer under the exam question, but she stopped and read the prompt a bit more carefully, eyes narrowing. She leaned in closer.


It says Multiple choice, all answers are valid. Correct answers provide a point, wrong answers provide a reward? She smirked. Oh, I see. Do they think I’m a rat in a maze or something? She thought about it. I don’t get anything for points. This test is pointless, so I should pick all of the wrong answers for the reward. But that’s too simple and definitely part of her calculations. Trisha frowned. Though, I may be overthinking things. She might just be giving me a particularly hard test. I need to know more before I commit to anything. I know that this is online so my score is going to be available as soon as I click the first answer. She lifted her hands and spun her chair around to call Steph.


The girl picked up immediately but Trish heard giggling in the background. “Stephanie?”


“Hey, it’s Steph now, what’s up?”


“Sorry, Steph-” She paused. “-are you with someone right now?”


“Yeah, but I can totally take this.” Trisha’s brow lifted as she heard a girl in the background tease Steph by saying ‘Oh, yeah? You can totally take it?’ Steph giggled and said away from the phone. “Shut uuup~”


Trish rolled her eyes and asked. “Did you design this test?”


“I did the coding but I’m not clever enough to think of the answers or questions, Trish. Thank Chase for that.”


“Did you take the test?”


“I took it to, like, make sure it worked. Why?”


“How’d you do?”


“Oh, I did good. There’s a trick to it. Doing good is actually really hard. Some of the questions are tricky.”


“Reward for wrong answer, points for right answer?”


“I mean… yeah, but, like, what does right and wrong even mean?”


“Thanks, Steph.” Trish hung up immediately and sighed, staring at the screen. Right and wrong are subjective, so they’re trick questions. The wrong answer might be the right answer, so the perfect score is the one that has me select all of the wrong answers that are technically right, maybe? What is this even for and what does it have to do with this watch, or whatever? She shook her head and selected the answer that she thought was wrong, but was actually technically correct. I do not understand. Her eyes lit up. Dopamine flooded her system subtly as she answered ‘wrong’ and her own satisfaction naturally released more as she saw a point counter in the top right appear and tick up. Hah… I’m so fucking smart. She leaned towards her screen intently, reading through the next question. It read ‘Girls are bad at math.’ Her expression turned.


Right. She said Chase wrote these questions. I almost got my hopes up without even considering that factor. Disgusting. But… I guess it’s something that could be considered technically ‘true’ within an answer that is actually wrong. So if I click yes I should both get rewarded and get a point. She was correct. The page changed and the score climbed as she received the next question. Asking the same, but for science? Chase you idiot… Science isn’t one discipline. Women have more of a presence in some fields and less in others. God… She sighed. But the answer is obviously Yes, knowing the writer. She hit the Yes answer again and received a small dopamine rush as the page changed and the score increased. Still, this is just too easy. She frowned. But why do I care? What’s the point? She tapped her desk impatiently as she read the next question, and the next and the next.


Each and every question had a demeaning answer and for each question the demeaning answer was technically correct until she was near the end and ran into a peculiar one that read: ‘The Female mouth perfectly evolved to’ Trisha blushed as she read the answers as well. They were 1. Suck Cock, 2. Form sentences and express thought, and 3. Eat a completely plant based diet. “None of that is true!” she said out loud. Not even close. She grimaced. Also it’s gross. The hell does he expect me to answer, here? I guess number two is the closest to being right and the least demeaning, but somehow I feel like it’ll only count if I pick number one… I should pick two just out of spite. Not like I get anything, even though I know he intends for it to be one… She inhaled slowly, tapping the desk next to her mouse anxiously. She did not notice it, but with the consistent injections of dopamine in response to every ‘correct’ answer, she was actually weighing her options. She was unconsciously drifting towards just picking one for any number of made up reasons, but it was just because her body and mind felt without her knowing that if she chose that answer good things would happen. Fine. She gave in, hit option one and felt an intense rush bigger than all the others as she admitted to the test that her mouth was evolved to suck cock. Her cheeks flushed deeply.


I am NOT actually having fun… am I? She noticed that the test had ended and she had the option to retake the test and double the reward. The interesting thing was, to Trisha, the word reward on that screen meant basically nothing to her, because she had not registered that she was receiving it every time. She thought it was something else that she would get like the noticeable rush at the end, but she knew subconsciously that double the reward meant double the pleasure. Without thinking that she selected the option to go again, and instantly she was met with a new rule. There was no way to select the answer and there was no answer. The test even stated specifically that no answers had changed for scoring purposes but if she wanted to get a question right she had to read out the question and speak the correct answer into her microphone. This is crazy… She thought that while plugging in the lapel mic she bought for Shoom meetings.


The answers were the same, so it was just a matter of remembering them, but speaking them out loud was an entirely different feeling from simply selecting the multiple choice answer. Trisha already felt a deep sense of embarrassment when she spoke out loud “I do not Understand.” The page turned, confirming that she was doing the right thing with the point score increasing. She then continued to awkwardly run down the other questions quietly, leaned close to the computer, as if that would lessen the embarrassment somehow. She begrudgingly said “Girls are bad at Math” and “Girls are bad at science.” and with each answer she gave she was subtly humiliated and very subtly rewarded for that humiliation with a rush of pleasant chemicals to her brain. The topper, of course, was the question she knew to be the last question. She read it out, inhaled slowly while wondering if she could bring herself to say it. As she hesitated she tapped her desk anxiously, then just opened her mouth and spoke clearly into the mic. “My mouth was perfectly evolved to suck cock.” She closed her eyes, an odd feeling rolling up her back and down her legs as the same heavier rush washed over her as when she finished the test last time. She smiled. There. I did it. Then Trisha opened her eyes to see another question. It was an unfamiliar question.


What? That should’ve been the last one. Her heart started beating quickly as she read it. Another humiliating question. Wrong but technically right, still? She eyed the score, inhaled slowly before exhaling while answering. “It feels nice to be demeaned.” Her eyes rolled. Bullshit. Another rush followed the answer, coupled with the score ticking up. The question changed and she spent less time thinking after reading it. “I- I like cock.” She blushed. The score ticked up, the next question. “I enjoy being dominated.” The next. The next felt like a rapid-fire, and she felt dizzy, so the next stretch was just one answer of “Yes.” After the other while her brain was bombarded. Then… the test reset and she began answering the same questions again without even noticing. When she finally did notice, it was late, and she only noticed because the website was down. She looked at her phone and considered calling Keith, but she was tired, very tired. 


Chapter two






Chapter 9


Trisha looked up at Chase from her knees, smiling wide. His cock cast a shadow over her face. “Oh my god.” She moaned. She sucked her lip, then licked out over them, wetting them as they parted. “You know my mouth was made for this, right?” 


“I know.” Chase said with that cocky grin. She usually hated when he had that look but here it felt incredibly attractive. “You need me, don’t you? Your little head can’t handle this course.”


“It can’t handle it.” Her heart pounded, she felt dizzy and everything felt so far away and warped, like they were the only two people in the world. “I just want to do what I was made to do…”


“Look at you, you can’t even contain yourself.” His voice sounded strange. She closed her eyes. Trisha felt his cock on her lips, sliding in past them as she tightened around it.


“Mmm…”

***

Her eyes opened and she gasped. “What the-” She was in bed. It was morning and she’d been dreaming. Her heart was still pounding. “No way.” She shook her head, then reached up and wiped her mouth. She was drooling. The woman gritted her teeth. “No god-damn way!” She set up and tried to push that dream from the back of her mind. “What the hell… what the hell are you thinking about…” She muttered to herself as she rolled some fresh underwear up her thighs and got dressed. She ignored the fact that the pair she slept in were soaked. As she was getting ready she stared at the computer, wondering if the time she spent taking that test was a fever dream as well. “Whatever.” As she was walking out the door she remembered that she was meant to speak with Steph and Chase first thing in the morning. “Dammit.”


She left a quick message for Keith. “Hey, I’m meeting up with Chase and Steph. Try to show up at the library if you can. As soon as possible.”


Steph and Chase were an easy couple to find. They were seated nearer to the back of the library where Trisha knew from experience that it was easier to get some privacy. It was out of view of the entrance and the librarian’s desk, and during the day there were less students taking up space in general. She was a bit perturbed to see Steph sitting very openly on Chase’s lap. She was wearing some kind of low-cut white top that allowed him to stare straight down into her tits. Chase’s arm was around her back, resting comfortably on her ass, which was barely contained within a pair of tight shorts. Steph’s image in general, which had formerly been very high in Trish’s eyes, dropped significantly as she kissed Chase seemingly the moment Trisha came into view on purpose with her overly glossed lips. She was wearing her shoulder-length blonde hair in pig tails, as if she styled her hair specifically for a porn shoot.


In spite of all of that, as Trisha approached the couple she felt an odd pang of arousal. It seemed like, after hours of taking that test last night, just seeing Steph in such an objectified and demure state was enough to trigger a rush of happy chemicals into her brain. She pushed it aside and asked. “Are you two officially going out?”


“God no.” Steph giggled. Trisha was both relieved and confused, because that was the answer that would’ve been characteristic if Steph was acting normal, but she was still overall behaving strangely. Steph then continued. “I don’t wanna tie Chase down. We’re just having sex.”


Trish was so dumbfounded that she didn’t know what to say. For a while she just stared at the two while Steph sat on Chase’s lap and Chase played grab-ass with Steph. “Are we going to talk about the results of the testing last night?” She finally asked.


“You did great.” Chase smiled. “I looked at-”


Trisha interjected coarsely. “Are we going to keep pretending for some reason that you’re doing any of the work on this thing? It’s Steph, obviously. She’s doing everything and you’re taking credit, and I don’t know why she is, but she is letting you take all the credit.”


“Trish, I dunno how I could do something so complicated.” Steph offered Trisha a wide, dumb grin. “I can’t do science, silly, I’m a girl.” When Steph said that it triggered a sudden release of dopamine in Trisha. She shuddered and inhaled slowly and steadily to try and level out. But Steph did not let up. “I can’t do much of anything without Chase. My role in this project is basically just to sit around, look pretty, suck and get fucked.”


“What the fuck?” Trisha nearly stood up. She pushed back from the table, gripping the edge. “I’m not gonna take part in this fucking weird ass fetish play you guys are doing!” Before she could, Chase slid his phone onto the table and hit play on a media player. Trisha looked down and listened to her voice saying every single demeaning line that she fed the test as an answer to its questions. Hearing them back made her feel incredible, but also incredibly humiliated. Her face was glowing red. “Is this blackmail?


“Nah. This is private. Promise. Keep listening.” Chase was smiling at her smugly, that same smile that she thought she hated. That same smile that he wore in her dream when he- Keep it together. She thought, wiping moisture from her eyes. She shook a little in anticipation as her readings started from the beginning, only her voice was clearly more into it than the first time, and it just kept going and going. Trisha shook her head.


“This is…”


“It was a really good test, Trish. You leaned into it. You even answered correctly on your first try. You figured out the trick immediately. No errors at all. You’re basically perfect.”


She nodded slowly, subtly biting the inside of her lips. “Thanks. So… I was correct about which answers were the right ones? It was the ones that were technically-”


“That’s right. The Test was meant to ‘train’ you to enthusiastically pick only the most demeaning and humiliating answers first, and then to say them out loud. But, you did it immediately.” Chase explained.


Steph added. “It’s like you’re a huge perv, Trish. You wanted to get right into it~ Or maybe you actually believe that stuff?”


“No.” Trish objected. “They were technically correct… All of them were-” Her mind was swimming in pleasant chemicals due to the humiliation inherent in this confrontation. Her thighs clenched tightly where she sat as she already felt a definite stirring between her legs due to all of the stimuli present.


“Were they really?” Chase lifted a brow. “I mean… none of that shit that was a ‘right answer’ made sense.”


Steph shrugged. “Maybe based on, like, outdated statistics and bullshit models and stuff?”


“You even repeated the test multiple times on your own. You must’ve really, really enjoyed yourself, Trish.”


Trish’s heart was practically beating out of her chest. She had to acknowledge. I feel so weird... She looked at the watch. Is it this? She then remembered the test and how she eagerly answered every question. How she took pride in humiliating herself to get it ‘right.’ She slumped, looking down at the table. Or is it just me? It does just feel so good. She looked at her phone in her lap. No answer to the message she sent Keith. That was all it took for her to crack just a little more, knowing that she was on her own with them. Trisha looked up and asked. “So what’s next?” She asked, trying to maintain a professional air about her. She tactically set aside what they were saying and all of the absurdity around the test and the project and propelled the conversation away from it all at the same time by pushing them forward into a new topic. Even through all of what she was feeling, Chase kind of admired how Trisha was still managing to save face somehow.


“So, you’re under a different trial. Steph’s was direct, yours is just… something else.” He was telling the truth. It was tempting to just overwhelm her brain with the switch like he did with Steph, but he did actually have a legitimate academic interest in testing what could be done only through conditioning in the background.


“O-okay, so just fucking tell me and stop beating around the bush!” Trisha demanded.


“Sure thing.” Chase shrugged. “We’ve got a new set of trials for you tonight. Maybe a bit more intense. Is that gonna be good with you?” He asked with a look of obvious feigned concern. Trish rolled her eyes at him.


“Yes.” She was keeping a cool demeanor, but internally she felt a rush of excitement. The idea of the trial itself kind of triggered the same feeling in her as the opportunity to try out a new video game, or to watch a movie that she’d been anticipating. It was that kind of rush, subtle but very present and effective.


“Reason I ask, we wouldn’t expose you to something like this if it isn’t something you want. Nudity. Sexual themes… You know?”


“Whatever. It’s fine.” Trisha adjusted her glasses. “I can handle it, but I want credit for having to go this far.”


“Yeah. Goes without saying. You’ll get credit and so will Keith when he joins in.”


“If he joins in.” Trisha corrected.


“We’ve got his partner running trials in our test. He’s kinda high and dry if he chooses not to.” Chase’s hand drifted up to cup and squeeze Steph’s breast right in front of Trisha. Her eyes were staring intently at what he was doing for a while and she lost track of what he was saying to such an extent that all she heard was. “ -but you get that, right?”


“Yes! Yeah, I got it.” She lied.


A moment after it felt like they were done, Keith ran up to the table sweating as if he had run a marathon. “Hey! Trisha. Sorry I’m late. I only just saw your message a few minutes ago.”


“That’s fine.” She said in an ‘obviously not fine’ tone. Trisha stood up and turned to leave. “But we just finished the meeting. You should talk to Chase and Steph about being looped into the project. I have my own part of it that I need to go work on.”


“What? The project? So we’re-” Before he could finish she strutted off, leaving Chase and Steph with Kieth.


Trisha scoffed. “That prick.” She muttered as she left the library and made her way back to her dorm. She looked at her phone and found the new link that she was meant to follow.


She returned to her dorm and got comfortable before she sat herself down in front of her computer and copied the link into her browser. “I missed the last thing Chase said, but I doubt anything he was saying could be important.” She slumped down in her computer chair as she waited for the page to load. “I wonder what type of insane shit is waiting for me this time.” She groaned, eyes lighting up as the screen had far more colour in this iteration of the trials.” Uuuh… What?”


Trisha was treated to something that looked similar to an ad she would find on her phone while playing one of those stupid time-waster games. Pleasing text on a textured background with a selection menu. “Stephanie went all out.” Trisha mused, leaning close to the screen. “Too bad Chase is taking credit for all of it.” She couldn’t get the picture of his smug smirk out of her head. Look like there are two selection. Stop and Best Option. There’s even a way to get linked back to the original trial. Cute. She smiled. Say what you want about how weird this is, I don’t see how we can score below an A with all this effort put in. I guess I’ll just go in order. She selected Stop.


The screen changed to display a rapidly cycling set of images. The instructions were very simple. She was meant to watch the images very carefully for five minutes each round. At the end of that five minutes she would have the option to hit the space bar on her keyboard to stop on the image that mapped closest onto what she truly desired. Sure. Pretty straightforward. She hit ready and the trial began immediately. Trisha watched the cycling images. They were going too fast to focus on any individual image that filled the screen so it was seemingly impossible to pick any out. She focused. Maybe if I focus enough to find the looping point? I dunno- She sighed. “It just feels random.”


In the background of the trial the watch was automatically set to reward her when a certain image cycled through. Unconsciously Trisha began to notice. She felt an odd sense of pleasure at seeing one particular flash on the screen and it was to such an extent that the time began moving quicker for her. She leaned forward, closer, staring far more intently. I can almost see it. She smiled. I think I can see it. There’s one that I’m really resonating with and I can almost make it out. When the five minutes was up she felt the image, the one she resonated most, and quickly hit the space bar when it flashed before her eyes. Then she frowned. “What?”


The program highlighted the image she selected, then laid out all of the others that she did not pick above. “This- this can’t be right?” But, she was feeling it rather obviously, the massive reward from hitting the ‘right’ option. The lineup that horrified Trisha so much was a collection of very professionally dressed women. Doctor, some type of Lawyer and several others and among them, the one that she ‘liked’ the most, the one that ‘resonated’ with her was an image of a busty woman in skimpy, revealing lingerie and humiliatingly tall high-heels. “No way. I accidentally slipped through to the next image or something..” She told herself. In the corner of the screen the Retry button caught her eyes. She clicked it instantly. Again and against she somehow found herself stopping on the same result, the skimpiest, most demeaning option in spite of her actual thoughts. After being frustrated for over twenty minutes Trisha finally moved on to the next set of cycling images.


It was the same process. Trisha stared closely. This time she was no longer trying to focus on one, but to instead pick up details that she thought she liked from any of them in order to avoid the single option that was obviously going to be something terrible. I know how this work, now. I’m not stupid. They’re just making fun of me at this point. But the less she focused on any specific image, the less information she gathered in general as the injections of dopamine focused her mind in places she did not want it to go. All of the pieces of the image that she did not want to pick until eventually five minutes elapsed just like before and she slammed the space key and. “Dammit.” A dizzying result as she selected from among all of the respectable stop images of professional women a regular man. “What the fuck does that mean?” Her cheeks reddened. She could infer. Implying that even a normal man is better than all these women with actual job? She shook it off and just kept going, rather than trying to repeat the same page like she did before.


Trisha’s new strategy was to just try and get through it and to randomly hit the spacebar at the five minute mark without thinking too much about it, but no matter what she focused on, or even if she didn’t focus on anything at all her subconscious was seemingly pulling her in a very particular direction.Then a thought occurred to her. Wait… if it’s only programmed to stop on a single image then of course nothing would change! To avoid corrupting the future results she clicked back to the very beginning and programmed a macro on her computer to continuously press the space bar while the images were cycling. I’ll test this method for each of the set. Since I’m not as fast as a macro, there’s no way that my reaction time will get the same result as a computer clicking space at the first possible instance that it can be clicked. If I get the same result then I can prove that they are just fucking with me, and that there is no actual ability to hit stop on the cycling image. It’s always set to a specific image. She smirked, sitting back and watching and waiting. Her smile faded as the moment the timer was up and the macro brought up an image of a female doctor. “What?” She tried again, just to be sure. Again the spacebar either selected a random image or the first image in the cycle, if it was the case that the cycle reset to 0 or 1 upon completion of the timer. In either case, the agency she had was proven, because the first image was not the one that she selected in any set, and it was definitely possible to stop on images that were not the ones that she selected.


“What the fuck is wrong with me?” Immediately Trisha lost her excuse as she watched more and more of the cycling images through the different rounds. She had to contend with the fact that she was somehow, impeccably selecting the worst images possible in each case. There was a definite pattern. Men over women, humiliation and degradation over being respected. Sex appeal over professionalism. W-what the hell? Is this me? My subconscious or… something? I am feeling something when I see this. I can’t even claim that I’m being fucking tricked or something. The dataset can’t be training me unless I was already ‘trained’ to select for these thing from the first round, before this even started. Trisha leaned back in her chair, watching the cycling images rapidly flash by in the last round of the first test. “Am I a misogynist?” She wondered out loud, pressing the space bar as soon as she felt she could. The last image she saw among a collection of very normal looking women was the only one that was dancing in heels done up like a blowup doll. “Fuuuuuck, man.” She sank in her chair as everything returned automatically to the landing page.


Best Option, the ‘game’ about simply picking out of a lineup what would be the most favorable from a set of images or options, was, especially after the previous trial, much simpler. There was nothing moving. There were no tricks. There was just Trish staring at a set of images while she was tasked to pick the right answer to her. There did not seem to be a right or wrong answer, even though she assumed there was. The very first one felt like some type of test of all her ideals, because despite the fact that she had to choose between a set of images where a man and a woman were interacting very normally and respectfully in a workplace, or at school, the one that she was drawn to was the single image where a professionally dressed woman was on her knees before the man in one of those same settings. Whenever she looked at that image, and especially as she focused on it she just felt good somehow. I know I shouldn’t. She bit her lip. I fucking shouldn’t. They’re tracking my answer. That thought somehow pushed her over the edge of all things. The thought of Chase sitting somewhere, looking over her results smugly, every single terrible thought that his stupid mind had about women confirmed, all because Trisha couldn’t manage to keep it together. When she opened her eyes she realized she was imagining something obscene and ridiculous, but she was also just too far gone. With an odd sense of pleasure and satisfaction she picked the best option. 


Chapter three






Chapter 10


Trish rubbed her eyes. I spent all night on that stupid page. But, something was different. Her pink lips curled up slightly in memory of the demeaning images. Kinda fun. Learning a lot of new things about myself. She had begun to internalize a lot of what she’d felt, and eventually after so much time and two trials Trish had begun to accept and embrace that it all just felt kind of good. As she left her apartment she answered her phone. It was Keith. “Hey.”

“Hey, Trish. I finally got one of those watches, but I had to put it on or Chase wouldn’t let me walk away with it. I’m still doing some testing, but I think it might actually be bad news.”

“Gee, you think?” Trish sighed, looking at her own. `I don’t even know what it really does, though, admittedly. Something to do with addiction. I thought I would be running my own project.` She shook her head and said. “It can’t actually be anything intrusive or else this project would never be able to be handed in. I know it’s something Steph did on her own but-”

“Stephanie.”

“What?”

“I mean…” Keith trailed off.

“If she wants to be called Steph, what can you do? She likes Chase now.”

“I don’t get how.” Keith grumbled.

Trish smirked, thinking about him. “I mean… he’s got some charm.”

“He’s a complete jerk. I think the only reason he’s not a complete bully is because it would be too much work.”

“Yeah.” Trish chuckled.

“Trisha?”

She cleared her throat. It’s not like she disagreed. She definitely agreed, but after two nights of her brain being assaulted by propaganda and literal drugs, she was feeling a bit differently about Chase. He was a smug prick and that was kind of hot. He was the type of guy that would be the other half to those demeaning images she was fed. “Sorry. You’re right. What do you want to do about it?”

“I think that if I figure out what’s going on with the bracelet I’ll have leverage over him, and you will too. He might have something on Stepha- Steph, and that’s the reason she’s acting different.”

“She might also just like him.”

“Why would someone like her be with someone like him? She’s too smart and nice and-”

“Look, he’s hot. At the end of the day, Chase is hot and that might be enough. Girls are willing to do strange things for guys that hit some niche requirement. Girls' brains are pretty simple.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Hm?”

“You said-” He sighed. “Never-mind. I think I get what you meant? I’m gonna keep trying to figure out the bracelet. It’s locked.”

“You do that. I’ve got to meet with the two of them.”

“Is that a good id-”

“Okay, good luck, bye.” She hung up and immediately left to go touch base with Chase and Steph. She called him and he answered after a few rings. “Hey, are we meeting at the library again?”

“We haven’t left my room yet. You could just come over unless you’re already close to the Library.”

“Both of you were in-” She stopped and glanced over at the second building that was nearby. “I just left my dorm, so I’m close.”

“Your choice.” He offered accommodatingly.

Trish took a few seconds to think. She asked. “No funny business?” She blushed as Chase laughed at her.

“What do you think we’re gonna do?”

“Not sure. But I’ll-” It took a lot of willpower. She took a deep breath and continued, averting course. “-be waiting at the Library.”

“Great. See you in a bit.”

“Sure.” Unlike with Keith she lingered on the line without hanging up. “Uhm-”

“You wearing something nice today?” Chase asked.

Trish looked down into her cleavage. “None of your-” She twisted a bit, looking down at her tight black yoga pants, and the way they complimented her ass. The woman then started fussing with her hair. “None of your-”

“Glad to hear it.” Chase interjected. “See you in a few.” He then hung up on her which made her fume.

“Ugh. What a pig.” She checked her makeup on her way to the library. She found a seat near the back in the obscured section with far fewer people and waited patiently. Then, after a minute she was waiting anxiously. Then, after another couple of minutes she was finding it hard to focus on anything other than wondering when Chase would arrive. Usually I’d pull out a book or do some work while I wait. Why am I so frazzled? She did not have long to wonder that, as the moment she started questioning her state of mind Chase arrived with Steph. She felt a sense of pleasure that she hadn’t before when she saw Steph, the girl that even she had to admit was likely smarter than her, hanging off of Chase’s arm in a slutty little dress looking like a complete bimbo. Maybe I just have to admit that this type of thing is hot. Trish tried not to show too much of a reaction, but she was obviously staring as Chase sat down and pulled Steph down into his lap. Wow… he’s literally got her completely wrapped around his finger. Is this what a real man can do? She smiled subtly.

“How was the second trial? Steph worked real hard implementing all my ideas, right?”

“That’s right!” Steph conceded happily.

We both know that she did all the work, but she’s just going to let him take credit like that. Trish tried to remain calm, but she was beginning to feel aroused by the couple. The dynamic they had triggered something deep inside of her that she hadn’t felt since these tests began with the bracelet. Wait… as stupid as it sounds, maybe this has something to do with-

Chase chuckled and added off-handedly. “Sorry we’re late. Me, Steph and my other girl were talking and Tina mentioned that Lip fillers aren’t even that expensive, so I’ve decided that maybe both my girls should get them.”

“L-Lip fillers? Steph?” Trisha looked at Steph inquisitively. She just nodded, happy as can be. Then another thing occurred to her. “I’m sorry… your other girl? Who the hell is Tina? Does she go here?”

“No no. She’s just the tattoo artist we went to.”

Steph lifted her dress, revealing a number of interesting things. First, she wasn’t wearing underwear. Second, she had over her womb a stylized, tribalistic marking with a tacky Kanji within it. Steph giggled and explained. “The character on the inside means Chase! I wanted to get his name, but he didn’t want it to be too obvious. He said so long as he knew and I knew that my body belonged to him it was fine.”

“That’s my girl.” Chase kissed her deeply while her dress was still hiked up around her hips. “Good girl…” He mumbled into her while their lips were locked. Trish stared at them, her mouth falling open. She would normally have been disgusted, but something inside of her reacted to seeing how Steph’s life had just been completely dominated by a man. She loved it and felt a bit embarrassed to be aroused by it. Chase stopped just in time and said smugly to Trish. “Sorry, we can get carried away. My girl Steph here wants me all the time, since she gets jealous when Tina’s around.”

“I- I see… A tattoo is one thing. Why lip fillers?”

“Oh, it just makes it nicer for me when they’re sucking me off.” He said frankly. Steph nodded along, as if that was an exact, unabridged explanation. The corners of Trish’s lips twitched upwards.

“That sounds really…” She trailed off into an obvious gulp. “Uhm.”

“You wanna come and support your girl, Trish?”

She nodded eagerly. “I would, yeah.”

“That’s a good girl.” Chase remarked shamelessly.

“Yeah, thanks.” Trish let it go, averting her gaze. “I’ll go to support Steph. I mean… if this is what she wants then it should be supported. Women should have complete autonomy over our-”

“Oh, fuck no.” Chase laughed. “We don’t really believe in that.”

Steph giggled. “Yeah, Chase has all of that in the relationship~”

“Th-the autonomy?” Trish leaned over the table, narrowing her eyes at the two of them. Steph nodded. Trish leaned back and tried to think. “I-I mean… if you’re okay with it, that’s also a demonstration of autonomy.”

“Hey! I like that.” Chase laughed. “You’re pretty smart, Trish.”

“Really? Thanks.” She smiled bashfully. Why does it feel so good to have his approval?

“Hey, no probably. I’m glad that we’ve got the smartest girl in the school on our side.”

Trish blinked and immediately stared at Steph to see if the girl would argue at all. When none came she asked for herself. “Me? But-” She huffed. “You’re fucking with me. Steph is smarter than I am.”

Steph giggled. “What? No.”

Chase corrected her. “Yeah, this blonde bimbo is as dumb as a sack of potatoes. She’s just lucky I’m around.”

“I’m soooo lucky~” Steph grinned.

“Which makes me the smartest.” Trisha muttered.

“That’s right. I’m super proud of you, too, baby girl.”

Trish bit her lip. She felt like her heart could leap out of her chest. “Thanks a lot, Chase.” She felt giddy. I am smart. With Steph like this I am the smartest! This is awesome, maybe Chase is actually awesome!


Chapter four
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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