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Chapter 11


The Medical Spa’s lobby was empty during the day except for the four seats that were occupied by Chase, Steph, Tina, and Trish. Trish’s eyes wandered to the receptionist sitting behind a glass divider, then to the various beauty magazines scattered across the coffee table and even a dusty Pac-Man machine in the far corner near a potted mini palm tree. They’d been waiting ten minutes already since check-in. This is crazy. Steph is actually getting lip fillers? she thought anxiously.

“Are you getting anything done?” Tina asked. It was the first time Trish had met the girl. The vague goth aesthetic came off looking a bit strange when she kept such a chipper and bright tone, and she was all smiles sitting beside Chase, leaning on him. Steph was sitting on the other side of him, and Trish was on her own. She shook her head vehemently.

“I’m not. I’m just here to support a friend. How long have you known Chase?”

“Oh, less than a week.”

“What?” Trish looked at her in utter disbelief, then caught Chase’s eye. He winked at her, triggering her to quickly turn and look back down at the magazines. Ridiculous… it’s like he’s got the touch or something. How good must he be in bed for a girl he just met, and for Steph to get lip fillers for him. Maybe it’s not too bad. Just a bit bigger? Even I’ve thought about it, she admitted to herself, looking up as the door opened. Steph stood up as the Doctor called her name.

“Wish me luck,” she waved. Chase gave her a firm smack to her rear as she left to follow the Doctor into the back. He smirked at Trish.

“That’s how I say good luck. Feeling lucky, Trish?”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t need it.” Both he and Tina laughed. Trish sank back in the padded lobby chair and crossed her arms. Looking down at her phone, she could see one missed call from Keith. She stood up and walked out. “Grabbing some air.”

“You don’t need to ask,” Chase teased.

“Whatever.” She blushed and called Keith back once she was out the door and in the hallway of the building. “What’s up, Keith?”

“Hey, where are you at? I’m starting to think that there’s actually some weird psychological manipulation going on. It’s not good, Trisha.”

“What do you mean?” She stepped away from the door and lowered her voice.

“I mean, the watch, in combination with whatever tests they’re running, is leading to psychological changes. They should. I also managed to dig into the code for the trials and it’s Dopamine, Trisha.”

“Dopamine?”

“Yeah. It’s what is being injected by the bracelet and the triggers on the trials for certain stimuli.”

She looked down at her own. “That’s fucked! But even if that’s true, even so, what can it actually do…” She tried to think. “Even if you’re manipulating dopamine…” Trish racked her brain.

“It’s Steph’s program. She’s combining psych trickery with the use of the drug. But it’s being usurped by Chase. In the beginning, the code was looking innocent enough, like she planned to do basic tests, but then updates were pushed live recently which add insidious stuff. Mind games, manipulation, all backed by the dopamine being released to reinforce it all.”

She clenched her fist angrily. “Shit! So he tricked us? But that’s fine, we got him. He’s going to get in shit for this.”

“Is he?” Keith sounded nervous.

“What do you mean?”

“That’s the thing. We both know Chase is responsible, but that fucker manipulated Steph into doing all the work. That means that even if we turn them in, nothing that was done will actually make it back to Chase.”

“You’re right. He’d get away with everything and stick Steph with the consequences. Fuck…” She rubbed her head as she concluded. “We need to get him to admit it all—that it was done by him and she was just doing what he said.”

“Yep, you got it. I hate to suggest this, but if you can record him incriminating himself on your phone, we might be able to get him.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

“Where are you at right now?”

Trish winced. “I’m with him, Steph, and his other side piece.”

“Sure. Find any opportunity to get him to admit to something, but don’t do anything that would put you in danger, alright? Chase seems like bad news.”

“Thanks, Keith.” She smiled warmly. “You really did something good for me here. Maybe…” She’d been ignoring Keith for a long time. As she trailed off, she considered that he obviously liked her, he was smart, and he was always helpful to her.

“Trisha?”

“Maybe after this we talk about ‘us’ and what that can mean.”

“Sure!” he said excitedly.

“Bye.” She hung up. Dammit. Chase has been manipulating Steph. She felt a pang of pleasure as she thought about Steph, as clever as she is, submitting and letting herself be used. Ugh… What am I thinking? This is disgusting. I have to get a recording of him admitting it was all his idea. She returned to the lobby just as Steph was coming back and Tina was being taken in. Trish’s eyes widened. “What the f—”

“How ooh I wook?” Steph asked. Her lips had been blown up so big that they couldn’t even close. They were soft and plump.

I thought this was going to be subtle. She looks like a porn star! Chase convinced her to look like that? Trish felt a mix of horror and arousal as she watched Steph walk to Chase, who stood up and poked her lips.

“Oh wow, are these a bit swollen? Gonna take some time to go down, right?” he asked, enjoying how the blonde was drooling over her bottom lip without noticing.

“Ewey umb,” Steph said.

“Hah! I can’t understand a word. Maybe it’s better that way, though, right Trish?”

“What the hell? I didn’t even think they did this to people. What did you get?”

“For both Steph and Tina, I got them the Cocksleeve adjustment.”

Tina’s face flushed bright red. “There is NO WAY that is a real thing!”

“I mean… it’s the package we ordered. People are more free sexually these days with that DTF app and other shit going on. Ask the receptionist.”

Tina turned around to look at the woman. She had quite big lips and bolt-on fake tits. She looked up politely at Trish. “Hello. Sorry, it’ll only be a few more minutes.”

“No, I’m asking about the supposed ‘cocksleeve adjustment’?”

“Oh! Another one? Lip filler, saliva promotion, and throat relaxant. Allows you to take and please the biggest cocks with ease.”

Tina’s mouth fell open. When did the world get so crazy? She looked back to see Steph on her knees between Chase’s legs. He shouted to the receptionist.

“Hey, mind if we test her out here?”

“That’s fine, just make sure to clean up after yourselves.” Trish was almost hypnotized by the ridiculousness of it all, and as Chase drew his cock from his pants, she looked around for hidden cameras. When she didn’t spot anything obvious, she looked back just in time to see Chase’s almost foot-long hard cock disappear down Steph’s throat while her soft, thick lips stretched around his length and kissed right down to the base with her eyes shut.

“Incredible. Look at that, Trish, it all disappeared. Didn’t know my girl knew magic.” He chuckled.

I feel like I’m gonna go crazy… As she was going insane, Tina emerged from the back, drooling with the same huge, drooling lips. She spotted Steph sucking down Chase’s cock. As she dropped down beside Steph, Chase pulled free and unceremoniously stuffed his entire length down Tina’s throat, too. The girl’s eyes rolled up as she moaned audibly into his cock. This is crazy…

“Trish?” the Doctor called. She turned around.

“Waaait wait wait. No no. Chase, what the hell?”

“I paid for you. You can choose whether you want to get it done or not,” he said, staring at her with that triggering smug smirk, punctuated by the sucking sounds of Tina as she gagged silently on his cock.

What am I doing… Trish followed the Doctor into the back. “How does this work? Is it an injection?” She shuddered. Am I doing this? She didn’t want to admit it, but she’d never been so horny in her entire life. I shouldn’t be making decisions when my brain's like this, she thought guiltily. When my brain's like what? A woman's? When’s it not going to be like that? She shook her head. What is wrong with me? Thinking I need to make decisions. She felt very nice as she thought that and smiled subtly. Chase paid for me… He decided before I came here that I was… It’s just kind of… It’s just so hot~

“We actually use a different method. A lot of clinics are using this, but you’re probably not interested.”

“Oh, I am. I’m interested in this type of thing.”

“Oh! Well, that’s a new one. Alright.” The graying man chipperly directed Trish’s attention to a machine with a latex rod. “There’s been kind of a sea change in the industry. The focus for a long time has been around the comfort of the subject, but more and more over the past five years we’ve been getting an outcry from women that the procedures need to take the man into account.”

“Wait… what? What does that—” He pressed a few buttons. Trish stopped as she watched the latex rod fill with something, expanding and shaping out into what must’ve been a perfect replica of Chase’s cock. She’d just seen it. “That’s—”

“That’s that man, Chase’s member. We took scans of it. Basically, for this procedure, instead of asking the woman what she wants, we scan the man’s member and just blow up whatever we need to as big as it needs to be for optimal pleasure for the partner.” He guided her in front of the rod. “Now, please fit your lips around this. Open wide, Trish.”

“Uh—” Her eyes widened as the Chase-shaped rod slid between her lips. She felt a bit panicked as it just kept sliding back, feeding more and more inside. Her eyes crossed watching it and she tried to shake her head.

“So, you just need to relax. The loosening is being applied so you’re going to feel a pressure, but it shouldn’t hurt.” Trish wouldn’t have noticed the cock was balls-deep in her unless she looked. She felt her throat. The Doctor, while smiling warmly, said, “Yeah, you can actually feel it in there. What we’re actually going to do is tighten your throat up while we’re blowing up your lips. That way Chase gets a really nice, snug fit when he’s using you. I’m so happy that more girls are opting for the cocksleeve package. We’re kind of leaving the era of pretense and now we’re finally in a field where we can be honest with patients.”

This psycho… Then again, I’m here, getting my mouth turned into a cocksleeve for Chase… Why? Did I think this would help me record him? She blinked. Wait, yeah! That’s it. She felt mildly satisfied by that, then looked left towards the Doctor as he continued.

“Alright, now we’re going to start with the filler. There’s no set size, Trish, we’re just going to keep making them bigger until there is a set desired pressure around the base of the rod. You didn’t notice it, but there was a small prick inside along your gums and now you’ll be drooling constantly from now on.” Trish felt weird. She could feel her lips getting bigger and bigger and the seal around the rod growing tighter. She crossed her eyes to try and see.

“Do you like crossing your eyes, Trish?” the nurse beside him asked.

“Oh, good question,” he complimented her. Trish looked at her, then him. He asked, “We were given a blank check which means he must really appreciate you. We have a bit of an injection that we can do into the corners of the eyes. It’ll relax the muscles on the outside, causing your pupils to drift inward. The cross-eyed look is very cute these days. Blink once, anytime, if you’d like that.”

“Mmmf!” She blinked without trying to.

“Great. I got that right here…” He grabbed the injector. She couldn’t protest because she was still throating the rod. He injected into the corner of her left then right eyes, then slowly she began to feel her eyes drift inward, crossing without any strain. As she tried to fix her gaze, she got the strained feeling that one gets when trying to cross their eyes. She gave up, allowing her eyes to fully cross cutely. “Are you a happy girl, Trish?” he asked cheerfully.

She tried and failed to glare at him. “We’re gonna give you a little extra here. Just a tightening injection at the corners so that you’re constantly happy and smiling. Most girls want this since it’ll be hard to control your mouth after this. Oh! Looks like your lips are a bit over-pressured since I wasn’t looking, but that’s fine.” As he tried to draw the cock back, her lips latched onto it like twin suction cups and made an embarrassing sucking sound and a pop as the cock finally pulled free. “But hey, that just means you’re even prettier than your friends~”

“Miwwow,” Trish tried to say as she was stood up and led out of the office. She turned and asked again. “Mewow?”

“That’s cute. Meow. Sure, sweetheart. Try not to speak, you don’t really need to,” the doctor advised. Trish slumped as she was dropped outside the door in the lobby. She was immediately greeted by Chase’s smug grin. Her heart fluttered as he waved her over.

I’m—I’m not in my right mind… I look stupid, I can’t talk… She dropped to her knees and looked up, feeling a sense of pure submission as she felt his cock squeeze tightly between her fuck-pillow lips. He blinked, trying to pull out only to feel her lips keeping him sucked in.

“Holy shit, Trish, baby, this is so tight! I’m proud of you.”

She narrowed her eyes. Proud? Her crossed eyes couldn’t really roll. Whatever… That feels nice. Chase is proud. She shut her eyes and shuddered as his massive cock slid cleanly down her throat. He tried to pull free.

“Holy… This is like dropping one bucket into another, the suction is too good.” As he pulled back, Trish thought he was joking, but she looked down, eyes wide, and saw her big plump fuck-pillows being stretched out into the lewdest blowjob face anyone present had ever seen until finally, Chase pushed a finger under her drooling lips and broke the seal.

She stared up at him strangely, obsessively as she thought with her weakened mind. According to the doctor, my lips, my throat… everything my mouth is is perfectly designed for this cock… She licked her lips and waited for more, but Chase stuffed himself into his pants and stood up, leaving Trish wanting. “W-wuuh?”

“Come on, Baby, we gotta get back and you still got more trials to run.” He grinned.

“Buhh…” She lowered her head and stood up. It’s for the best…


Chapter two






Chapter 12


It was still sinking in after they left the clinic. Trish couldn’t stop touching and feeling her lips. They were ridiculous, and her mouth just wouldn’t stop producing saliva. I can only imagine how stupid I look. She looked around. “Whe- are we going?” Chase looked at her and placed a hand on the small of her back. She glared at him. “Ey!”

“Trish, baby.” He lifted a brow.

“Uat?”

“Put something in perspective right now,” he said cheerfully. She glared at Chase through crossed eyes as he spoke down to her. “Your mouth is literally designed, from your lips to your throat, for sucking down my dick.”

Trish’s eyes widened. He’s not even exaggerating. My mouth and throat… the doctor said they were reshaped around his cock. That’s… She relented. Her mouth was hanging open, but the moment her swollen cocksuckers opened wider to speak, Chase continued. She stopped to listen.

“Think about this, Trish. Your mouth is designed to please me already. It’s not that far of a stretch for the rest of you to be like that, as well. I can tell behind those cute, dopey crossed eyes, in that little brain of yours, there’s a normal Trisha thinking thoughts and trying to figure things out rationally—” She nodded.

Damn straight. I’m not different. I’m just a bit—

“Sweetie—” he said bluntly, looking at her with an expression she had never seen him make before, not even in her dreams. It was similar to the smugness he portrayed often, but it was different. In that moment, she saw no hint of bravado. Chase was assured. A shiver ran down her spine as Chase looked upon her as her genuine, unambiguous better. He rested a sympathetic hand on her shoulder. She shook her head and put her hands up between her and him.

No no. Don’t look at me like that! It’s— It was arousing, incredibly arousing.

He continued. “—no one will ever take you seriously ever again.”

No way… She knew it was true.

“No one is gonna look at you, past those thick, cock-sucking lips, drooling mouth, and fleshlight throat, and think, ‘Huh, I wonder what she’s thinking about?’ They’re going to think about me. Not directly, but they’re going to wonder, Who is she sucking and fucking? They’re never going to have a thought about what your career is, what you went to school for, or even if you finished school; they’re gonna wonder which strip club you work at, baby.”

Trish’s crossed eyes became glassy. She knew it was true. “N-no…”

“There you go, baby. Looks like the swelling’s gone down. Now you can speak like a human, more or less, right?” She nodded. “You don’t have to worry about the future. You picked the right guy’s cock to redesign your mouth and throat around.” His hand fell to her ass. She didn't say anything. He led her back to his car, the Cadillac SUV, and opened the door for her. Trish looked down. Chase smiled warmly.

He can smile like that, too, I guess…

“Baby, I’m the only one in the world that’s gonna know what you were. But hey, I get it. Big, strong, independent girl~” He chuckled and gave her ass an encouraging pat. “Tell you what, though.”

Trish looked up. “Uat?”

“Hm… Words still hard, huh? That’s fine, it’s cute.” She blushed and glanced away from him. He turned her by the chin to look at him. Steph and Tina were getting into the driver and passenger seat of the black SUV with its dark-tinted windows. “I’ll call you a ride and you can go back and try and figure things out on your own. I’ll do what I can to pay for you to get as close to normal as you want.”

She blinked. “Really?”

“Of course! I’m only a bit of a monster.” He laughed. “But I know, and you know, baby, that even if you leave, your brain is still gonna be spinning constantly, thinking about me, getting distracted. So, baby, what I think would be best is if you get in the back with me and let me take care of you.”

“Take care of me?” Trish’s eyes were wide. This prick thinks he can? That’s so— Her eyes moved left and right as he wagged his finger in front of her. “Uat?”

“You were using that little brain of yours, weren’t you?”

“Hou—”

“You furrow your brow when you’re thinking too hard, which means you’re usually furrowing your brow.”

I do?

“Doing it again.” He pressed a finger to the center of her brow. “Relax. You furrow your brow when you’re thinking. Relax your brow. I’ll know if you’re thinking, so just relax. Good girl. Focus all that limited brainpower on keeping your brow nice and relaxed.” It was surprisingly consuming to focus on not using a muscle as he said it over and over again. She looked up at him, relaxed. “Trish, you’re doing a lot of work without even knowing. Stop trying to control the muscles in your face. Furrowing your brow to think, trying not to smile—even though you got those injections and I know you’re trying so hard to close your mouth to stop yourself from drooling. Focus on letting go.”

Letti—

“Your brow is furrowing.”

She jumped and relaxed her brow, then let her face go. Her thick lips curled into an unnatural but cute smile, and as her mouth hung open, a constant string of drool fell out over her bottom lip. The entire process was punctuated by Chase clicking the button on the app to trigger dopamine upon the giving and following of each suggestion, until Trish looked completely relaxed. “Trish, your face is gonna get wrinkles from trying too hard. You look really cute like this, anyway. It’s adorable.”

She stared up at him with wide eyes. “Adorable…”

“Think about how hard it is to keep your brow furrowed. Do it now, just try doing it.” She did as he asked and forced her brow to furrow. “Hold it…” Her face began twitching.

“It’s hard…” she admitted, relaxing.

“You’re doing that all the time without thinking, while thinking.”

“That doesn’t make—” He put a finger to her blown-up lips.

“Trish, baby, we’re gonna try something. Think what I tell you and I’ll tell you if your brow furrows.”

“’Kay…” She stared at him with a skeptical expression that looked comical with her crossed eyes and big lips. He whispered in her ear, then hugged her to his chest warmly. She thought what he whispered. I’m thinking what Chase tells me to. Thinking my own thoughts is hard and strains too many muscles. Thinking what Chase wants is easy.

“Look at me.” She looked up. “Your brow isn’t furrowing.” He grinned.

“Wow.”

“I need your help in another trial. One more just to see if something’ll work. You can go home and opt out, or you can get in with me. Trish, if you get in, nothing’s gonna be difficult for you ever again. I’ll take care of your grades, I’ll take care of your day-to-day, I’ll take care of you and your life.”

Trish was shaking. I—

“Your brow’s furrowing, baby,” he said smugly, leaning over to whisper in her ear. Her brow relaxed and she thought:

I should just stop being stubborn… My mouth is designed to suck his cock. I’m… his…

She got in. Chase stepped in after her, and when she looked over, his cock was already out. All it took was for his hand to reach up, fingers weaving into her smooth brown hair. She bent down as the SUV started and rolled out onto the road. She stared up at him while her wet lips kissed the tip of his monster cock slippily. She licked around it, pressing her lips to it and sucking on it all over while drool trickled down between her tits. “Mmmn,” she moaned. “Ssk. Ssk. Mpch…” A pop sounded as her lips left it. She was feeling very hot and relaxed. She went back in and just started fully sucking his cock in the back of his Cadillac. Her brow furrowed, but he wouldn’t notice. She could think anything. I… really love this. The taste of his cock, the warmth, the feel of it. With her hand around it, stroking while she sucked, she let go. She could think anything. My lips are so tight around it. I was made for this. I— Her eyes widened as he took a hold of her head with both hands and pulled her down over his cock. Trish’s eyes rolled up, still crossed, as it went all the way down. I swallowed his cock so easily; it wasn’t even hard. It actually feels… it feels really good. Her throat muscles tensed around his dick as her soft lips tightened around the base. She kissed the base of his cock lovingly while it buried deep in her throat. Then, she was pulled up off of it with some effort and noticed her phone in Steph’s hands in that moment.

“Smile, sweetie~” Steph giggled. Trish giggled and flashed a peace sign. She wasn’t sure what it was for, but she also didn’t care. She pushed her lips to the head of Chase’s cock and made a show of circling around it with her tongue and making lewd noises with it.

“How much do you love that cock, Trish, baby?” Chase asked, keeping a firm grip on her hair.

“I love it! Your cock is awesome. I’m so glad I had my lips redesigned to suck you off; this is so much fun, Chase.”

“Hah! Good girl, right into the camera, too.” He took her head again and forced it down. She jolted a bit, then relaxed, looking content as he fucked her throat. “Send that. No need for editing.” Chase winked at the camera. “’Sup, Keith.”

Still on campus, Keith was shaking, tears in his eyes and cock in hand. “This… this is insane. There’s no way that’s Trisha. That’s a deepfake or something, it’s gotta be AI… but then why? Why is it coming from her number?” He sniffled and came as Chase pulled Trisha down over his cock in the video. “Dammit… what the fuck is wrong with me.” The bracelet released happy chemicals into his head as he watched his dream girl suck off the worst guy in class.


Chapter three






Chapter 13


Professor Smith was already having a bad day. She had been denied for publishing within another journal and her personal life was a mess. Teaching felt like it was always the one refuge from the problems in her day-to-day, but this day was different. When she looked up at the section of the lecture hall where her two brightest students typically sat, she saw they had both moved. Both Stephanie and Trisha were now sitting around Chase, her dimmest student. He stared at her with an undeserved confidence as she noticed that, on top of the new seating arrangement, both girls had blown up their lips to the point of looking ridiculous and were drooling. Wait… are her eyes crossed? She squinted at Trisha, trying to simply continue her lesson. She couldn’t help but be distracted, thinking: A bit much for a fling. It’s not like them at all. Is something happening? Blackmail, extortion? I know they were working together but it’s just… it makes no sense. They aren’t the types to be taken advantage of; they’re clever like I wa—like I am. She exhaled through her nose, frowning while trying not to stare directly at them during her lesson. You would think that if they had an issue, they could come to me. Maybe I should try and talk to them.

Before she even noticed, while going through the motions, the class had ended. Smith cleared her throat and finished by saying sharply, “Thank you, everyone. Remember, you may show me your projects before the due date. I will comment on your work. This is a valuable resource; use it.” She waited to see who was going to take her up on her offer. No one? All of these people are basically adults, but they lack any sort of confidence and I don’t think there’s hope for— She stopped, her eyes following Chase as he walked down the stairs towards her. Everyone had just finished filing out save for Steph and Trish, who were waiting near the door. Him? He’s going to pass off this plagiarized— As he grew close enough, she smiled amicably and said, “Mr. Calhoun. Would you like me to comment on your work?” she asked skeptically.

“Yeah.” She watched his hand as he reached into his satchel for a folder filled with printed notes. “But first, I had a more personal question.” He leaned towards her and asked coyly, “I heard that your name is Tiffany.”

She stared daggers at him. “For you, the only two words you need to refer to me as are 'Professor' and 'Smith'.”

“If I was someone else, would I get to call you Tiffany? It’s cute. Professor Tiffany. Were you in a sorority?”

Talking to him gives me a migraine. She sighed. “Your work? Or what you are claiming to be your work.”

Chase shrugged. “You can ask the girls yourself. All the credit is mine, but they were incredible little helpers. Great thing about them… they’re so good at following directions.”

He is trying to get under my skin and it’s working. She eyed the folder as he held it up.

“Maybe in here you’ll see how exactly I managed to secure their cooperation. Might be interesting to someone that’s never produced a unique observation.”

“You—” She gritted her teeth. Calm down. He is all talk. She smiled warmly, taking his notes from him. She opened the folder and began to read the introduction and abstract. It is a university project. Not even Harvard or Yale or MIT. As smart as those girls are, this is the UWC, University of Wintergreen, California. What could possibly— Her expression grew solemn as her eyes quickly read through the abstract. She narrowed her eyes, not at him, but past him towards the two girls waiting. The looks in their eyes and the bracelets around their wrists. Her plush burgundy lips fell open as she shut the folder and said frankly, “This is unethical and immoral. This isn’t even an experiment; it’s a—if I read this in a historical journal from you-know-when, I would say it’s a war crime.” Looking at him seriously, she asserted, “You can’t turn this in. Hell, you’re lucky if I don’t call the cops.”

Chase let out a sharp, amused exhale through his nose. He stood with his hands in his pockets as he argued, “The cops wouldn’t know what to do with this. They’d need someone smart like Professor Tiffany to explain it to them. Even then, in the eyes of the law, what they’ll see are five consenting adults.”

“Five?”

“I fucked a tattoo artist.”

“That’s… insane.”

“Also, you.”

“No,” she said bluntly. “No. That’s not happening. You can’t—”

“Tiffany,” he said calmly.

“—you can’t just experiment on people with chemicals, even if they’re—”

“Tiffany!” he said a bit more sternly.

“What!?”

“What if your name was at the top of this experiment?”

“I’m—I’m sorry?” She immediately stopped, the wheels turning. She looked at it again.

“Tiffany, if you set aside your own personal dislike of me—”

“Hatred, now. I hate you after looking at this, Mr. Cal—”

“Chase, and that’s fine. Perfectly fine.”

She took a slow, long breath. “If I set aside how much I hate you and the moral and ethical implications…” She shook her head and sat down. “I can’t believe I’m even humoring you. Give me a moment to look over these results and the methodology.”

“Take your time, Tiffany.”

She rolled her eyes, then continued reading. “This isn’t your work. It’s obvious. I know how—”

“None of that matters right now. Just read it and give me your honest, unbiased commentary.”

“Fine.” She sighed, finishing her quick read of the experiment. “It is… very promising. I can see the original premise in the work. Fixing bad habits. It does just flow naturally from that, and it is what any pragmatic person would take from that, which is that it could also be used to form stronger habits using the exact same methodology.”

“Stephanie made an ‘ethical’ experiment, but you hit the nail on the head, Professor Tiffany.”

“Ugh. Stop calling me that.”

“Relax, honey. A man is talking.” He winked. The woman fumed as he continued. “The logical outcome, and what others would use this research for, is what I did. I just fast-forwarded to the tests that would have been commissioned by some corporation later, anyway. This has vast applications in the business sector, both as a product and a method of delivering a product or products. When Mr. Corporate CEO number twenty-five takes this, gives it to some no-name scientist and elevates their name, are people going to care that it’s unethical?”

“What are you suggesting?”

“I already suggested it. Whether it's ethical or not, this is an A for everyone involved, even that poor cuck Keith, just to throw the guy a bone.”

“So you just want an A?”

“I wasn’t done. For this course, with one of their names on it, it’s an A. But it’s not going to stop there, because when you take this and put your name on top and my name under yours, what’ll it be?”

She looked him in the eye and asked, “I don’t believe in heaven or hell, but if I did, I might actually believe you are the devil.”

Chase ignored her comment, took the folder, and placed it flat on her desk. He put his pointer finger over where the names would be listed, then looked back at her with unbroken eye contact and said firmly, “Your name here—” he moved his finger down, “—my name here.”

Smith winced. “What about them?”

“Tiffany, they’re test subjects.”

Her lips pursed. She stared down at the page with a thousand-yard stare. It is morally questionable, but then you would just add it to the long list of similar projects. Like it or hate it, professors that come after me could be teaching this, and even if it is mentioned in the same breath as the Milgram Experiment, everyone knows the name Milgram. Nobody knows Tiffany Smith. I could have my name on something like this? Her eyes widened. The temptation was intense. But if I do this there is no going back, and there are no half-measures. I would be tied to Chase Calhoun, this candidate for being the literal devil. She frowned, remembering how her day started. She thought about how it could end, and how other days could end if she just gave in. “Yeah,” she said, almost surprised that she said it. “Let’s do it exactly how you said.”

“I knew you could do it, Tiffany.”

“You have to stop, though! Treat me with a little respect, or—” When she looked up, she realized her mistake in Chase’s dark, calculating eyes. This man wasn’t intelligent; this man wasn’t even really that witty or clever. This man had nothing on her… before she said yes. Her mouth fell open and her fire died a little as he spoke, interrupting her shamelessly.

“Tiffany, Tiffany, sweetie.” His head tilted to one side. He sat on the side of her desk and looked down at her. “Or what? You’ll give this up? You already did all the math in that big brain of yours. You made all the moral calc, and you made your bed—and when you did that, I was in it. Tiffany, how much respect do you think you deserve from me?”

She swallowed a lump in her throat as she looked down and just shook her head, stammering. “I—I don’t—” She looked up at him. “Some? Please? Chase?” That is what Chase had: he was amoral. He had all the mean bones in his body that others didn’t have. He could do things and say things shamelessly without caring or worrying about the consequences. Just as she began to feel incredibly pathetic before him, his expression turned cheerful.

“I’m messing with you, Tiffany.” He chuckled. “Come on, Professor. Did you think I would do something like that to you?”

“I—I—Heh…” She smiled and laughed along with him. “I guess not.”

“What do you have to do?” he asked.

“What?” She was like a deer in headlights. He pointed down to the notes. “O—oh! I need to touch this up. I need to re-write it as my own. I should also pore over the experiment and we may want to consider a bigger trial. I know how to put out feelers throughout the campus; I’ve obviously done it before. We can get a good sample size and then present it to a journal, but after that—”

“Let me worry about that, Professor Tiffany.”

“What do you mean? How—”

“You’re so curious. If you wanna know, what are you going to do for me?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Besides this?”

“This is for you,” he said dismissively.

“It’s also my reputation on the line!”

“Not even a downside. If you were worried about that, you wouldn’t have said yes, Professor.” He smirked smugly at her. She immediately became angered by that face. She hated the fact that he could look at her like that. He continued, seeming to be in thought. “You’re really, really beautiful; I’m sure you’ve been around the block.” Her face began to turn ripe red as he spoke about her like a floozy. “I want to go to your apartment, and when I get there, I want to see a different side of you. If you show me that, I’ll tell you. If you can’t, I’ll just go home. Does that make sense to you, Professor?”

“What… does that mean to you?” she asked.

“Interpret it however you like.”

She looked past him subtly at the two girls. Ugh… so it’s going to be like that.


Chapter four






Chapter 14


Even though she had already made her bed with him in it, Tiffany was still having a difficult time coming to terms with her deal. As she sat at home in her apartment staring at the clock, she mulled over what exactly she was doing. Shamefully, she knew it wasn’t even for any good, moral, or ethical reason. She wanted her name on something that would last, something that would have her be remembered. No, she thought about the humiliation of conceding to Chase. She thought about the ridiculous way Stephanie and Trisha looked standing behind him and, in particular, Trisha’s ridiculous, vacant expression. It is fairly obvious what he wants… for my name on a page that could make me infamous but remembered, am I going to dress myself up like a harlot for him? She sighed and looked up into the mirror in her room. Obviously. It was already done. She turned.

Tiffany knew she had a good body. She knew she struck a good figure for a woman in her early thirties. It was through hard work and good genetics that she was able to maintain such a healthy body. She stood in her room, high heels shaping the way she stood on her hardwood floors. Deep violet lingerie, a little thong, and a lacy brassiere that lifted and pushed out her tits. She stepped into a little red dress and turned back and forth to get a good look at herself. She was smiling, but her smile faded. No, she thought. He’s not the type to appreciate class or elegance. She massaged her temple with one hand as she stepped out of her dress and inspected her closet. She identified one piece and felt mortified. Am I really going to do this?

An old Halloween costume that only barely still fit her. A schoolgirl outfit, exaggerated in every part. She remembered buying it one Halloween years ago, and that it was based on some pop singer's music video from her youth that she remembered. It resonated with her. I was still trying to play the field back then… Humiliating time. Now it’s coming back like this… I’m positive he’ll appreciate it. She blushed. But why do I care? She stared at the dress crumpled on the floor, then back at the ridiculous costume. Tiffany gritted her teeth. I am already in this. I would be even more humiliated if he decided not to at this point.

When Chase arrived later, he was surprised by what answered the door. Tiffany in a pleated plaid skirt, white stockings, and black heeled shoes. The skirt was incredibly short, falling just under her ass while standing. It sat low on her hips, low enough that he could easily see the straps of her thong. Her belly was showing. She had a white blouse, tied up under her tits in a loose knot. He could see her deep purple bra through the white fabric, and with the V-neck, her huge tits were clearly obvious. More importantly, it made him smile to see that Tiffany was blushing furiously as she welcomed him.

“Is your mother home, young lady?”

Her eye twitched. “Shut up.”

“Heh.” His brows lifted.

“What?” she snapped at him, stepping aside.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I see this adorable young lady come to the door, probably about my age, and I’m wondering where Tiffany is.” He stepped into the apartment, hands in his pockets. The single-bedroom, single-bath dwelling had a modern design with clean, sharp edges. It had a grey-blue and off-white interior theme that she kept to even down to her furniture and the granite countertops. He blinked as she theatrically slammed the door behind him as soon as he stepped through. He looked at her curiously, still taking in what she’d put herself in.

“It’s Professor,” she corrected him sternly, then faltered as he looked at her so incredulously that she felt a bit uneasy. “What?” She bent back at the waist as he got closer. “Say something.”

“I can see the resemblance, but I know the professor is a pretty classy woman. You can’t be her, because all I see right now is a bratty fuck-doll.”

“Stop messing with me, Chase,” she asked firmly.

He sighed. “Tiffany—” When her face contorted, he asked, “You don’t like being called Tiffany?”

“It’s… it is not like that. Yes, it is a bit of a Barbie-doll name, and it never did me any favors, but I don’t ‘hate’ it. What’s more important here is that I worked very hard to become a professor at my age. I’m not Mrs., I’m not Miss, and I’m not Tiffany. I am Professor Smith.”

“Cool,” Chase said instantly.

“Just like that?” She was surprised, of course, that he would let that go. I thought he would keep being an asshole about it.

“But I’m confused,” he feigned.

“What are you confused about?” she asked skeptically.

“My professor dressed up like a slutty schoolgirl for me since she knew I’d be coming?”

Her mouth fell open, eyes widening. “Uh—”

“Because I like that, but I’m wondering if maybe you want to have my image of you solidified in this direction.”

She frowned. “You already don’t respect me at all.” Tiffany looked up as Chase leaned closer.

“You’re wrong.”

“What?” She squinted at him quizzically. I know he doesn’t respect me. What is he—

“Professor Smith said it herself. She’s not Tiffany, she’s not Mrs. or Miss. She is Professor Smith.” He grinned at her dumbfounded expression. “So, with that in mind, who’s standing in front of me in this silly costume right now? Is it Professor Smith or is it—”

“T-Tiffany!” she shouted instantly, heart thumping. “It’s Tiffany—” She understood what he was getting at. “—so long as you agree that it is Professor Smith everywhere else.”

“Fun. Yeah, I agree. So, then I ask again: Tiffany, where’s Professor Smith right now?”

“She’s… not here right now. She’s out.”

Chase feigned a sigh. “Even after I told her to be here, she decided to leave me with you.” He eyed her very obviously, especially around her chest. “Still, I didn’t know she had a daughter.”

Tiffany blushed deeply. He wants to roleplay? She stared him down. “Do you promise that you’ll treat P—Professor Smith with respect?” Chase laughed. “What?” She eyed him.

“Your mother makes you call her professor?”

Tiffany rolled her eyes at him. I guess I need to play along. She let out a small sigh, then nodded and said, “Yeah, she’s super strict.”

“Yeah, I can see it. She’s quite the hard-ass.”

“I’m sure she has her reasons,” Tiffany said defensively.

“Oh yeah? She’s really got you, huh?”

“What? No.” She felt a reflexive tinge of rebelliousness that she hadn’t felt in a long time. Her mother had always been restrictive, right up until Tiffany left the house to live on her own. “I’m not,” she argued.

“Oh! Well, that’s good. You’re not a robot, Tiffany. Just because Professor Smith tells you to do something doesn’t mean you have to do it.”

“Yeah! I know. Obviously.” She scoffed. This feels weird, but there is no way this idiot Chase is smart enough to get to me. I know every trick he could pull. She stopped and relented. But I do still need to play along a little bit.

“You know, I bet she would have a fit if she saw you with a guy like me. I’m kinda infamous.”

“Really?” Something inside of her, without her even knowing, fell into place. After so many years stuck under her mother's roof, she felt herself naturally thinking back and likening his words to herself back then—in her college years when her mother would still constantly be trying to exercise control over her, and she still foolishly let her. All that frustration somehow boiled to the surface when he asked that. Tiffany smiled weakly and let out a small laugh. “Yeah, she would go completely wild.”

“Why?” he asked curiously while he effortlessly closed the distance. They were standing together in her living room. Her back was to the wall.

“No offense, but… you are a prick.”

“Oh? Have you heard of me?”

“I—” She sighed. “Yeah. My… mother… talks about you. You are kind of just…” She smiled without knowing as connections were made automatically in her head. Chase was the type of man her mother warned her about. He was the type of man that she could never work up the courage to bring home just so that she could drive that woman crazy. She’d thought about it, but she never did it. Every single thing her mother did, she just took it until that woman passed away. Everything Tiffany’s mother did was then taken to the grave, and any type of closure went with it. “You’re a nightmare to her,” she blurted out. “You don’t even try to hide how smug you are. You’re vain, you objectify women, you have no loyalty to your partners, you’re… a villain, basically.” She was getting excited without knowing why.

While bringing his face close to hers, he said, “Well, maybe we shouldn’t disrespect Professor Smith.” Saying that was intentional. It was all coming together for him. All of the work done by his fuck-toys in the background. The research from Trisha and the implementation from Steph. The irony of their relationship was that he functionally was exactly what he brainwashed them into thinking they were; nothing without them. As predicted, Tiffany’s face twisted in disdain. The name Professor Smith, after all the little triggers and conversation branches, connected back in a loop to her title and last name, like a snake eating its own tail. With that trap already sprung, Tiffany snapped and said:

“Fuck her! Fuck my mom and—and fuck you!”

“Fuck me?” Chase smirked at her. She averted her gaze, cheeks flushed.

“Yeah… stop talking about my mom,” Tiffany begged. Emotions and thoughts rose to the surface. She wanted me to be something. She pushed me to enter this field, to follow in her footsteps and do all the things that she couldn’t. She judged me so harshly just because she wanted me to be better than her… until now it didn’t click that she didn’t even add up to half of the expectations she had for me!

“Tiffany. I know Professor Smith, and I’m starting to know you. Maybe we should talk.”

This isn’t even fun roleplay… I feel strange. She shook it off. “Talk about what?”

“Talk about what you’re doing for her. What does she want from you? Maybe there’s still a chance to change course and really stick it to her.”

She gasped, mouth falling open. Tiffany already had those full lips. Not as big as Trish’s, but still amazing for being natural. He wanted to get started, but he held himself back. “You’re right. My m—”

“What does Professor Smith want for you?” he corrected quickly, laying it on a bit heavier. Behind Tiffany’s eyes, connections in her mind were being made stronger. Her subconscious was a mess.

“She—”

“Who?”

“Professor Smith has it in her head that I should become this… amazing Professor of Psychiatry. She’s got this entire big stupid plan laid out. A lot of schooling. A lot of money. Then I have to try and make a name for myself.” She gritted her teeth. Fucking bitch. Still trying to control me. I should—I—I should—

“What does Tiffany want to do?”

She relaxed. That question was something she wished she’d been asked. If her dad had been around to ask that, or if anyone around her cared, maybe things would be different. She could’ve lived a different life. But with that question came the unfortunate truth. As Tiffany stared into the void and considered what she wanted to do—with so much of what her mother wanted taken out—a hole was left, and it was deep and dark. She had filled it with so much of what was expected of her that so little of herself was in there. She shook her head and sounded numb as she admitted, “I—I don’t know. Chase, I—”

“Relax,” he said calmly. She breathed deeply. “It’s fine. Forget about Professor Smith. What do you want to do most? Not your mother. Dig deep. Past what she wants.” A nice question, but in reality, the question that hit her was hidden within what he actually said: What is the opposite of what your mother would want?

The thing that she would hate most would be to give it all away. No, the thing that she would hate most would be to give it all away to a man. No, the thing that she would hate most would be to give it all away for a piece of shit man. The thought process, the culmination of the conversation, was like the bear-trap snapping shut finally as Tiffany looked at Chase, no longer looking through him. She saw him for what he was: a way to completely and utterly shame her mother posthumously. Tiffany smiled enticingly. “She might be home any second.”

“Wanna suck me off on Professor Smith’s couch?”

She stepped forward, a playful wag in her step as she corrected spitefully, “Mrs. Smith. Fuck her.”

“Didn’t she work hard getting to where she is, Tiffany?”

She scoffed. “Doesn’t matter if you can’t accomplish a single thing in your whole life. She wasted her whole life and then pawned her failure off on me. So I’m going to suck your dick on her couch and hope she comes through that door in time to see.”

“You think Mrs. Smith’s never seen a dick being sucked? Why not take it a bit further, Tiffany?” He offered, winding his hand back to smack her ass assertively. He enjoyed her little yelp as he stepped back and plopped down at the end of the couch. Chase drew his cock from his pants and rested with it in his hand, his other arm stretching over the back.

“What do you—” She was actually stunned for a moment as she saw that his cock was this incredible, thick, long, and powerful thing. Even while flaccid, it dwarfed anything she’d had. It was almost frustrating, in a sense. Is it true? Do the worst guys have the best dicks? She shook it off and knelt down on the other side of the couch beside him. How do I even approach this thing? She licked her lips, then remembered. Fuck, I was saying something! She shook it off. “What do you mean?”

I've processed Chapter 5, converting the backticked internal thoughts into italics and refining the grammar. I specifically corrected the typo "not raise your hands" to "now raise your hands," adjusted the capitalization of "mom" where appropriate, and ensured the punctuation flows naturally with the dialogue.

Chase made good use of visualization all throughout the conversation. It was a method Steph had described for him, which he was decently good at since he was a bullshitter and a salesman, essentially. “Imagine your mom’s front door, Tiffany.” Not her front—that was important. “Imagine her walking through it. When she walks through it and sees us doing this on her furniture that she doesn’t even like having your feet up on, you want her to see you with a look.”

“A look?”

“Yeah.” He reached his hand up to her head and guided her down. “But you also need to get started. She could be back any minute.”

“Right.” Tiffany bent down, her ass lifting up into the air as a byproduct. He looked and saw her tiny costume skirt pooling around her hips, showing off her big round ass eating a thin violet thong. She got down, face-to-face with it. Her hand took the place of his at the base of his cock, and it was at this point that she could smell it. The strong musk of a man—a smell she’d forgotten and never quite liked—but in this moment it was nice, because she was thinking about how much it might fill the room for Mrs. Smith’s arrival. As her all-natural porn-star lips finally smooched Chase’s cock for the first time, he continued, stroking her reddish-brown hair.

“You want her to see a look in your eyes, Tiffany. If she gets in and sees you looking at this cock like it’s your goal, she’ll lose her mind. She knows that look. She’ll know it when she sees it.”

“Mmmn.” She made soft sounds as her lips pressed against the head of his cock around the side and sucked on it briefly. Then, for the first time, her tongue lapped out around it, sliding along the ridge sensually. This taste is really nice. Savory. She found herself beginning to salivate as she planted another, wetter kiss on a new part of his hardening cock. Hard to believe this thing gets bigger. Her hand rolled up and down it. She clenched around it and marveled. It’s so strong that it’s actually stronger than my grip. I’m too weak to even do anything to it. She took in a deep breath through her nose. “Mmng.” She moaned into it.

“Tiffany, she needs to know when she sees us. This cock is the career-ender, and you are falling in love with it. Everything she wants for you, it stops here with you worshiping it.”

“Oooh, fuck yes.” She shuddered. As soon as she said that, his hand traveled from her hair to her back, then down her back to her ass, where Chase just took a firm handful. He played with her, toying with her. Groping her and smacking her playfully while her slick lips suddenly felt more passionate. She lovingly kissed the underside of his cock while inhaling its wet scent. Whatever it had before mixed with her saliva. If she sees me worshipping Chase’s cock, she might genuinely have a heart attack. A wide smile had crossed her plump lips. The career-ender? I love it. In a moment of passion, she finally just closed her lips around his dick and started sucking on it—gently at first. “Mmpf pf Mmhp.” Soft, lewd sucking sounds. Noises she didn’t know she could be making. His dick was actually almost too big to handle. As she kept her lips closed tightly around his crown, she rotated around it, sucking the wide head from different angles while moaning. She could feel his hand on her ass, toying with it. She didn’t care; he could have that. She had this. She was using both of her hands to handle his cock at this point.

“Yeah, I don’t think you’re going to university, Tiffany. Not college and not even community college. There’s a rule.”

“A rule?” She looked at him quizzically.

“You’re too good at sucking dick and shaking your ass. You love it too much.”

She laughed, speaking while sucking and kissing his cock. “What are you talking about?” She smirked. I have to admit, he is funny. It wasn’t until she saw his cock that she realized how funny and witty Chase could be. It was amazing.

He smiled and explained, “That’s right, Tiffany. We’re rewriting history right now. You got out from your mom’s thumb after meeting a funny asshole.”

“Mmmhm.” She licked him from base to tip, then kept working on the head, polishing it to a sheen with her tongue and lips. “Oh yeah?”

“That’s right. Instead of studying, you started seeing him whenever she wasn’t looking. You’re getting bold, baby. Sucking me off in her living room when she could be back any minute?”

“Fuck her. I hope she sees.”

“That’s my girl. You stopped studying completely; the dick was too good. Eventually, you just kept being rejected from one school after another and another, and you pretended to be hurt when she scolded you, but you loved it, didn’t you?”

She shuddered. “That look on her face. Oh my god.”

“Becoming what she hated most was satisfying, wasn’t it, Tiffany? What was that?”

Her heart nearly thumped out of her chest as she said, “An empty-headed bimbo. Her daughter, who she had all—”

“Tiffany, baby.”

“What?”

“All those big words. That smart way of talking. Is that you or your mother talking?”

It suddenly clicked. He’s fucking manipulating me! He’s trying to make me like those sex-dolls that used to be my top students by invoking my mother… How did he learn so much about me? But… That was a big "but," because despite knowing what he was doing and being able to guess how he was doing it, she felt good. It felt nice and cathartic, like she was righting all of the wrongs of her mother, even if it was bullshit. Then it hit her fully. Oh, it’s like therapy, isn’t it? She looked at his cock, then up into his smug face and just kept going, driven by her own desires. But… am I actually going to purposefully humiliate myself just to feel some sense of catharsis? She knew the answer. Her voice lifted to a higher pitch as she said, “Sorry, Chase.” She gasped as he rewarded her with a smack to both cheeks.

“Good girl, Tiffany. You stopped using big words a long time ago, didn’t you?”

“Totally. That’s, like, so true.” She gasped again. His hands were all over her while she sucked him off. This feels so good. She smiled wide.

“Honestly, I dunno what that bitch was thinking. It should be illegal to go into academics with this body.”

A giggle came from Tiffany’s lips that she didn’t think she could pull off. Was that me? She blinked, then set that aside to continue the act. “It’s like… how’s your brain gonna be big if your body looks this good and stuff?” she offered vapidly.

“I think that might be science, Tiffany. IQ is correlated with how big your tits, ass, and lips are, and I think, looking at you, you might be completely retarded.”

H-holy fuck. Why is that hot? She exhaled deeply.

“Baby, have you ever used your tits to get someone off?”

“Nuh-uh. Haven’t,” she remarked. He immediately guided her off the couch and onto her knees. Seeing his cock from a different angle was something. While looking up at it, she thought, Kneeling before it with it over my head like this… It makes me feel small. She couldn’t help but feel incredibly aroused as she pulled her top off and undid her bra. Her huge tits were freed into both of her hands. His cock was already slick, so as she leaned forward into his lap, she just closed her plump tits around his cock and began squishing them together. “I—I think it, like, goes like this or something,” she said uncertainly, sheathing the top quarter of his rock-hard cock poking out from her cleavage.

“You’re a natural. And Tiffany?”

“Uhm… what is it, Chase?”

“Daddy.”

She giggled. “What is it, daddy?”

He grinned at her and teased, “You might actually, no joke, have a sub-eighty IQ.”

“Huh?”

“Baby, you figured it out a while ago and you’re still playing along.”

Her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open. Steph had predicted in her notes that Professor Smith would figure it out quickly. It was impossible to trick someone to such an extent, especially someone in her position. She suggested, however, that she might still play along—and if she did, he should keep playing along as well. Chase was a different breed of asshole, however. There is a certain level of psychology that goes into the reasoning behind why women love assholes, and that small pie-slice of psychology was Chase’s wheelhouse. “W-what?”

“How much of my dick did you suck before you realized what I was doing? And after that, you kept going… why?”

“I—I mean… I like—”

“Oh honey, that’s so cute. You’re even talking the way I asked you to, still.” He grinned down at her. It was very hard to argue while her tits were squished around his dick, so she let go. They were still resting there on his lap. Her face had gone bright red with embarrassment, but strangely, she wasn’t less horny than when she started. In fact, her lust had only gotten worse as he started shit-talking her. She finally collected her thoughts enough to speak.

“Listen, I—”

“Tiffany, sweetie. Roleplay aside, I'm going to give you the three qualities a girl needs to succeed. Follow along, alright? Do you think you can?”

“I can!” she huffed.

“First. It’s ‘I can, Daddy,’ got it? Say it.”

“I can…” She looked away and mumbled the rest. “Daddy.” A sense of shame welled up inside, alongside her intense arousal. Why am I listening to him at this point?

“Second, smile, baby girl. Nice and wide.” Tiffany swallowed hard, her pride sinking down deep into her gut as she forced a bright smile. “Good girl. Now raise your hands up in the air and shake your tits.” She felt a shiver of excitement as she lifted her hands up and wiggled her body, causing her tits to bounce and shake in front of him. “There we go. Look how smart you are? You can do every single thing a girl needs to succeed. If a guy like me had come along before you decided to waste your life trying to be smart, you’d be having the time of your life fucking some prick for the rest of your life. But there is an upside.”

“What’s that, daddy?” she winced. What am I doing playing along?

“Because you wasted your life, you found a better dick than you would’ve had otherwise.”

“Huh?”

“Do I need to spell it out for you, sweetie?” She looked up at him cluelessly and waited for him to answer. He stared down at her and derided, “That was a question, Tiffany.”

“O-oh.” She blinked. “Please spell it out for me, Daddy.”

He chuckled. “Nice. It means your whole life wasn’t wasted, Tiffany!”

That surprised her. Why’s he trying to build me up? She stared at him, wondering what the catch was.

“Weren’t you listening? All the mistakes you made in educating yourself and pretending to be smart for your mom actually led to you getting a better dick and a better man later. In a way, you made all the right choices.”

“Oh.” She suddenly felt very warm and fuzzy inside. She was still humiliated and shamed, and she was still extremely aroused, but in that moment she also felt vindicated, like everything happened for a reason. She was completely sucked into his reasoning, which gave her a happy, bubbly feeling as her lips curled up a bit more naturally into a cheerful smile. “Really?”

“Yeah, baby. You were such a good girl waiting for me. Don’t worry, you can stop pretending to be smart. Keep putting those tits to work, by the way; they’re your main feature.”

“S-sure, Daddy!” she said brightly, squeezing her tits around his cock enthusiastically. Seeing the upper quarter of it poking out, she used all of her analytical powers to wonder, What if I— She was amazed as she found the right angle to bring her lips down to suck on the tip of his cock while her tits massaged it. She was able to just barely peek up at that angle to see how proud he was of her. No smugness. Her eyes widened and she thought, Daddy looks so happy. Terrified by the thought that crossed her mind without any prompting, she wondered, Did I just..? Her heart pounded. And did I… like it? She felt a warm feeling all over, all the while her tongue was sliding around the head of his throbbing cock. What if I just let go? She tried again. What if I just, like, let go? She shivered and tried again. Oh fuck, Daddy. What if I just, like, totally let go~ She felt like she could cum in that moment just from the thought of what they were doing, what she was becoming, and the movement of her tits around his cock and the tip of his cock in her mouth. O-ooh god!

As he came, she tried to hold it in her mouth, but it filled her up so quickly and her cheeks puffed out. W-what the— With nowhere else to go, it spurted out and dribbled down her face. As his cock was released from her lips, it began to plaster her face, creating almost a full mask as she sat there, stunned, panting. This is amazing.


Chapter five






Chapter 15


Some time after Tiffany was allowed to finally wipe her face off, she was sitting, leaning up against Chase with his arm around her in just her underwear. She had only sucked him off a bit and given him a tit-job, and it was still one of the most exhilarating experiences in a relationship she’d had. But he was a student. “So, like, what’s the plan? Because how am I gonna help you out if I’m an idiot?” She was half-serious and half-just trying to poke the bear. She shifted comfortably as his hand rolled up her side, from hip to breast.

“Baby, it doesn’t work too well if you question it. The answer’s obvious. You’re some dumb bimbo that’s good at science and organizing experiments. If you try to wrap your little head around the logic, you won't be able to.”

She looked at him incredulously, a wide smile across her plump lips. “Because I’m just, like, a silly girl, I totally won't get it?”

“See? Girls like you can be smart, Tiffany; it’s just about rubbing those few brain cells in the right direction.”

“Mm. Thanks, Chase.” She nuzzled up to him. It’s almost, like, charming and stuff. After a long pause without her saying anything, he continued.

“You’re going to pass us all, obviously. Then you’re going to run the experiment, and Tiffany is going to be on it, at the top.”

“But—” She looked at him, a bit surprised.

He smirked and added, “But, Tiffany, you’re gonna know that I’m the real brains behind this.” Chase let out a small sigh before finally admitting, “My mom’s in VC—a Venture Capital Director. I floated what I’ve got to her. She packaged it as a hypothetical business around our patent and pushed it out to a number of possible buyers. She says she got a bite. That company that owns and runs the DTF app.”

“Them? The dating app? I thought this was gonna be big…”

“Once we’re a company, DTF is gonna acquire us for 6 billion in shares. That gives me enough to have a spot on the board for the company. I have an office, employees. That means you all can come along. How much do you make now, Tiffany?”

“It’s, like—”

“Bleak, and they’re not considering you for tenure, honey. Sorry.” She frowned, her cheeks flushing as he continued. “But when you work for me, you’ll be given six figures.”

Her eyes widened. “Six!? Why?”

“Because you’re one of my girls, Tiffany. Look, I may be a piece of shit, but I’ll take care of the bitches I ruin. Steph, Tina, Trish—all those bimbos are going to have high-paying salaries that they can take home to show their overprotective parents. Might even justify the crossed eyes and blown-up dumbass lips I got them. Speaking of, yours could be a bit bigger. They got this procedure now that makes them thicker, based on a model of my cock.”

“O-oh. Okay.” She stared at him, and something occurred to her. “It’s kinda funny.”

“What?”

“You’re, like, big man and stuff, but all it really comes down to is that Mommy is taking care of you, right?” She giggled.

Chase grinned. “My mom is a brilliant woman and a saint, and I’ll hear nothing bad about her, Tiffany. What you worry about is making all of it look good. It just has to look real. It doesn’t matter if it works or not off-paper; DTF already wants to acquire us, we just need to make it look good enough for them to justify the public acquisition.”

“Deal.” She thought about what she stood to gain. Six figures and all I gotta do is be a big hot dummy that works for him and does what he says? Did I, like, get good karma in a past life or something?

One Year Later

The acquisition went off without a hitch. DTF acquired the shell of a company that Chase’s mother created for him for the stated amount, and he was instantly brought onto the board and hired. At the end of his first year, he had been given a hefty bonus for the growth in his department that was related directly to his product. He had his own office and his own team, which he stipulated was under his complete control. It would’ve been easy to be a prick, but he was satisfied. His girls helped him, so he wanted to help them.

Tina, officially, worked as one of his many Executive Assistants, but with sponsorship from the company, her artwork was given an audience and a gallery. Her work even featured on parts of the website and the app itself. That being said, her two-hour days of coming in for a bit of desk work weren’t all that bad. Chase looked down to see her earning her sizeable salary. He enjoyed having her during the off-hours of Trish and Steph, because it was hard to get through that block in his schedule without getting his cock sucked. He leaned back, hands behind his head, making eye contact with her dopey gaze as her thick, black, drooling lips stretched around his dick. It was no secret to anyone who worked as a normal employee under Chase what the lewd sucking and moaning sounds under his desk were at any given time of the day. It was an open secret.

“Thanks, Tina, baby. You’re gonna want to finish up here soon so that I’m not rock-hard for my meeting.”

“Sure thing, Sir.” She sucked down his entire length, which was his signal to grab her with both hands and just start using her. His desk was spotless because, although he came numerous times per day, he had a gorgeous cum-receptacle to empty out into. He sighed happily as she gulped down his load.

“Good girl…” He didn’t need to look to see that she was staring up at him proudly. Tina had an incredible and fulfilling life with everything she could’ve asked for. Being Chase’s office bimbo was not only fun for her, but it was easy and paid the bills so she could focus on her art the rest of the day.

His office phone beeped. He pressed the flashing red button. Trish’s sweet voice came through on the line. “Sir, the numbers are in.” The second of his Executive Assistants, Trish, had become a more full-time counterpart to Steph because she was just too fucked up in the head to do anything else that wasn’t related to him. She wasn’t as smart as Steph and didn't have a thing on the side that she wanted to do like Tina, so Trish served a role as his permanent silicone gargoyle keeping watch in front of the door to his office. She liked numbers, she was good at her job, and she was good at pleasing him when Tina wasn’t around.

“That’s great, Trish. Come in.” He watched the door, smiling wide. He loved the sight of her coming through; it never got old. As it swung open, the thing of his creation that was Trish almost qualified as an artificial being due to the sheer amount of work done on her body. Her giant fake tits, her lifted and filled-out ass, and of course, those drooling lips. The office went through a lot of tissues. His eyes drifted down to her pencil skirt, which didn’t even cover all of her ass. “What do you got for me, sweetheart?”

Her lips were curled into a permanent, bright smile, and he never had to guess what she was thinking. Nothing. She read from a piece of paper while standing in front of his desk. Tina’s eyes were closed as she focused mostly on sucking down every last drop from his cock. When her lips dragged from his member, it needed to be clean and dry, even if she had to use her body or her clothes.

“The ad engagement since your product left R&D is super high. Totally, very, very big numbers. Bigger than the last numbers. Almost, like… this big.” She held her hands apart as if measuring a fish.

“The last numbers?” he asked curiously, as if this was a spurious conversation.

“This big.” She held them closer.

“Wow. Sweetie, that's almost a twenty-five percent increase. Is that what it says on the paper?” She showed it to him. He read them over quickly with a wide smile. “You know, anyone that looked at you and heard you talk would think you were a complete idiot, but the things you can do with your hands… it's art.”

Trish giggled. “Thank you, sir.” Just a moment later, she looked a little worried as she asked, “Do you, like, need to put your cock in me? It’s my job to make sure you don’t get hard before the meetings and stuff.”

Chase peered at her quizzically from a relaxed position. “Is that the truth, Trish, or do you just want me to fuck you?” She blushed, showing the obvious answer in her cheeks. “Sweetie, I’ll destroy your cunt after the meeting. You know that I have Tina taking care of me from 10:00 a.m. to 12:00.”

Trisha lowered her head and pouted. “Sorry.”

“You’re fine, baby girl. It’s my responsibility to fuck the shit out of you a few times a day ever since you got that procedure.” With a bit more money, that same clinic where she’d fucked up her face was able to tighten her pussy and ass perfectly around Chase’s cock-shape, upgrading Trish to a head-to-toe genuine fleshlight as every part of her was literally designed to please him.

Trish brightened. “Thank you, sir! I’ll be patient.”

“How is R&D?”

“Steph and Tiffany miss you. They don’t like that they’re in a different office.”

“I don’t like it either, but they’ve got actual work to do. But Steph knows I’ll always be around to feed her ideas.” Steph had become a fiercely loyal force to be reckoned with in DTF’s Research and Development department. She kept and reinforced the idea that Chase was actually responsible for feeding her all her thoughts and ideas. She somehow managed to even get a lot of the other girls on the floor to drink the Kool-Aid, giving him a few good, new fucks. He loved brainy girls.

Tiffany was another animal entirely, because she did not want anything to do with working. The woman was technically the highest-ranking member of the team, but behind closed doors, she just wrote her name at the top of Steph’s work and signed off on anything that needed to be signed. Functionally, she was doing what she loved, and that was being Chase’s full-time blow-up doll housekeeping companion whenever he got home after a long day. They weren’t married… but effectively it seemed to be the case.

“With you girls and my support, I can already tell that DTF is going places~”


Chapter six
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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