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Ice.

That was the best word to describe Dr. Roberta Jensen. Pure ice. I sometimes wondered if she ever had any feelings at all- if she did, she played them very, very close to the vest. Every day in the lab with her was a day of tedious communication, as me and Jim, the other grad student, worked to fulfill all of her little, miscellaneous demands. 

It wasn’t so bad, really. The work was interesting, at least, and Jim was a nice enough guy, and those two combined were usually enough to weather the often-withering criticism I received from Dr. Jensen, who seemed to think that everyone should be as impeccable as her and did not tolerate minor mistakes lightly. We were both pretty good at our jobs, however, and for the most part we were able to avoid most of the scathing criticisms she was able to dole out.

It was a shame that she was such an efficient automaton, too, because she was a bombshell. Norse goddess would be the way that I would describe her- long, blonde hair that reached almost to the middle of her back, legs that went on for days, nice full 36C tits and a nice butt to boot. She always looked her best, which was strange for someone that (as far as I knew) never even once had gone on a date. I asked her about it one day.

“Because I am, by societal standards, extremely attractive.” She said, looking at me with that tough, inquisitive gaze. “For this reason, I optimize my appearance in order to more easily manipulate males and maximize their value to me.”

I had nodded dumbly to that. I was 100% sure that it worked- hell, even knowing her I was always still tempted. I guess my lizard brain made sure that I thought that there was even the smallest chance in hell that she would go out with me. She wouldn’t, of course, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have his fantasies of the long-legged Dr. Jensen and her sultry smiles. 

A guy can dream, right? Little did I know, however, that my fantasy would turn to reality one day…

We had received a top secret weapon contract from the military, owing to our status as one of the foremost biochemical labs on the planet. The military wanted a crowd control drug, something that could be aerosolized to affect behavior. Not just a peace-keeping drug, though- they wanted something that would enable full-fledged control for soldiers and police, something that would enable them to effectively dispel resistance.

Officially, it wasn’t a mind control drug. Unofficially, well…

Anyway, we got to work on it. It turned out to be a very, very difficult nut to crack, especially since we weren’t allowed to use human trials. Dr. Jensen was one of the world’s foremost researchers on the subject, however, and she made some pretty impressive progress. The initial working formula was a cocktail, a veritable mélange of pheromones, hormones, and drugs that most people can’t even pronounce: lorazepam for inhibition. Oxytocin for trust. Scopolamine for docility and obedience. The list went on and on.

Well, finally we got the drug to work on monkeys pretty much just fine, and all of the trials on the simulations on human brains indicated that it would work without an issue, but there was no way around the fact that it simply hadn’t been field tested yet. Additionally, we still hadn’t been able to aerosolize it- the chemical required contact with skin in order to be effective. Not terrible, I guess- they could put it in a hose or something- but definitely not meeting the requirements we were given.

That is, of course, until that one fateful day in the lab. The day that Dr. Jensen made her only mistake…

We were synthesizing the latest round of the chemical (dubbed, jokingly, MK-ULTRA) for further simulation on some of the more advanced primates we’d gotten. There was this huge bucket of the stuff that we had to move from the lab bench to the primate testing tank. As per lab regulations, the whole shebang was sealed up, hazardous materials, blah blah and all that. There was no way that anything could go wrong. 

Except it did. I don’t know if we didn’t seal the lid of the thing correctly, or what… but Jim and I were moving the container, the same way we always had, when he slipped on something on the floor. I don’t know what it was, but the thing tilted… and splashed all over Dr. Jensen.

We kind of gaped at her for a moment, not realizing what had just happened. There she was, covered in all the blue, kind of goopy fluid that we had been rubbing on chimps for the past few days (a swell part of the job, to be sure). We simply stared at her.

“Uh… Doc…” Jim started. “You… ah…”

“Have been immersed in batch #46. I am aware.” She said, almost as devoid of emotion as if she was discussing some sort of… I don’t know. Clothing choice, or something. She moved over to her book of experiment results, flipping through it.

“If batch #45’s results on primates is any indication, initial indications of chemical intoxication should start to present within 180 seconds of immersion.” She said.

“So that means you’ll… er…” Jim said, unable to find the words for the predicament.

“It means that, given current machine simulations and extrapolations from primate data, I will start to become docile and tranquil. Extremely likely my capacity for independent thought will be diminished, if even present.” She said. “My brain pathways will re-route to imprint on you, making me subservient and obedient to you as an authority figure.”

“So that-“ Jim said. She cut him off.

“Please, James. Do not waste this opportunity for our first human clinical trial.” She said, still in complete efficiency mode. “Mark, turn on the video cameras. I want evidence of this. James, once the intoxication has completed please run the same scans that we ran on the primates on me. You both also have my full permission to run any other tests or practical exercises you deem necessary for the acquisition of data.”

“Er… okay.” James said, still kind of in awe of all this. I moved over and turned on the lab video camera, motioning to Dr. Jensen that it was on.

“This is Dr. Roberta Jensen, date 08-24-2014.” She said. “Laboratory accident has exposed me to an extremely high dose of batch #46. Expected symptoms to present in under 40 seconds. Laboratory assistants Mark P. Johnson and James R. Leyder supervising research process due to my impending inability to do so. The…”

It was incredible. Almost instantly, it looked like she… well, like she froze or something. She stopped in mid-sentence, and her eyes all of a sudden became glassy and unfocused. She stared ahead at the video camera, silent, unmoving, looking for all the world like a beautiful blonde doll that had been turned off.

Neither one of us moved for a moment. To be honest, I wasn’t sure what to do- it’s not like we had any sort of research procedure for this. 

“So… what do we do now?” Jim whispered to me, almost as if he didn’t want to wake her up. I shrugged.

“Uh… Dr. Jensen?” I said softly, looking over at her. “How do you feel?”

“Good.” She said. Her voice was completely different- gone was her icy, efficient tone of voice. It had been replaced by… well, by a robotic tone of voice would be the easiest way to explain it. The word came out of her like some sort of robotic monotone, the kind of voice you’d expect a computer to respond with.

“Oh.” I said dumbly. I wasn’t really sure what I had been expecting, and I wasn’t at all sure how to respond to an equally easy response.

“How… er… how should we proceed with the research experiment?” Jim said. He looked at me askance, as if letting me lead.

And that's when it hit me. That's when the full import of what was actually going on hit me full force, like a smack in the face. Dr. Roberta Jensen, the object of my wildest dreams, my deepest, most perverted fantasies, was standing motionless, obedient, docile... subservient.

Well, what was a man to do?

“Dr. Jensen.” I said, in what I hoped was the most clinical tone of voice I could muster. “For the purposes of the research experiment, please take off your shirt.”

“I will take off my shirt.” Dr. Jensen said, still in that same monotonous, robotic tone of voice. She began to unbutton the shirt she was wearing- slowly, methodically, emotionlessly, until she finally finished unbuttoning it. She let the shirt drop limply to the floor, and placed her hands back to her side, awaiting her next command.

We both kind of gaped at her for a second. I knew she had great tits, but... wow! They were amazing, even fuller than they looked beneath her loose button-down shirt. She had them in a nice black demi-bra, and they filled it out rather nicely, let me tell you.

“I... that's...” Jim said, spluttering. “For Chrissakes, Mark! Dr. Jensen, put your shirt back on!”

“I will put my shirt back on.” Dr. Jensen said motionlessly, reaching down and beginning to put her shirt back on.

“No! Stop!” I said quickly, and she stopped, her arms dropping down to her sides again, the shirt on but not buttoned, exposing her nice little bra to the world.

“Dude!” Jim hissed at me. “What the fuck are you doing?!”

“Experimenting!” I hissed back at him. “Listen, this drug is supposed to make people compliant, right? So we should be asking her to do things she wouldn't normally do, right? She did say to do any other tests or practical exercises that we could think of. And what's a better test of whether this drug has made her obedient than to ask her to touch her tits a little in front of us, something she'd totally never normally do?”

“Yeah, but... dude!” he said. “You know what I mean!”

“Relax, you goody two shoes.” I said, rolling my eyes. “Fine, no more of... y'know.”

“Good.” he said, slightly mollified.

I had no intention of keeping to that word, however- I knew exactly what I was going to do with my newly obedient, Nordic blonde goddess of a boss. And I knew exactly how I was going to get Jim to go along with it.

“Dr. Jensen.” I said carefully, thinking about my next words very, very carefully. “I am your Master. You will take commands from no one but me.”

“You are my master. I will take commands from no one but you.” she said, still impassive.

“Whenever I give you a command, you will make sure to respond with yes, master.” I said. “And… Dr. Jensen, take off your shirt, take off your bra, and then go press your tits up against Jim.”

“Yes, master.” she said, emotionless, shrugging off her shirt and unclipping her bra. She then swiveled with laserlike precision, locking onto Jim, and moving towards him.

“What?! No! Don't do this. Dr. Jensen, stop. Stop!” he said, backing up as she advanced on him like some sort of big-titted Terminator. She resisted all of his commands due to my first one, which surprised me a little- I hadn't really known whether or not that would work, if she'd continue to obey any commands or if she'd obey them in sequence.

See, who said science couldn't be fun?

Finally Jim had nowhere else to run, his back up against the wall. Dr. Jensen moved up closer to him and, with no hesitation, pressed her creamy, smooth tits up against Jim's chest. Jim's breath caught a little, and I smiled.

“Feels good, doesn't it?” I said.”

“I...” he said. He swallowed. “No. This is wrong. This is done. This is-”

“Dr. Jensen.” I said, cutting him off. “Is Jim erect? Can you feel him through his pants?”

“Yes, master.” she said monotonously. “I can feel his erect phallus through my pants.”

“Stop! Okay, yes, she's hot as fuck.” Jim said. “But dude! This is wrong! This is-”

Maybe he thought he was done. But I wasn't done. Not by a long shot, no sirree.

“Dr. Jensen, kiss Jim, would you? And rub his cock through his pants while you're at it.” I said, smiling wickedly at him. His eyes widened even as Dr. Jensen leaned in, putting her mouth on his, locking her lips with him even as she started to rub his cock through his pants.

I heard his deep moan even through Dr. Jensen covering his mouth with her hot, full lips. She continued to rub his cock through his pants, and I could see him reciprocating even though he insisted he didn't want to. Finally, though... he started to get a little into it.

He brought his hands up from his sides and started to run them up her back, her toned, flawless, pale back, reaching the top of her shoulders. And then slowly, ever so slowly, he brought his hands down to the top of her tits.

“Oh... Oh god...” he managed, in-between breaths, rubbing her beautiful, round tits. He brought his hands down to her nipples, squeezing his hands between her tits and his chest, thumbing her nipples, making them hard through his touch.

“So, Jim.” I said, looking at him askance. “Are you going to stop being an idiot and participate in the experiment? Remember, I'm going to participate in this experiment whether you like it or not.”

“I...” he said, looking at me. He looked at her, looked at his hands on her firm, round tits, looking into her empty, expressionless face and those piercing, diamond blue eyes, dull and glassed over. “Alright. Let's do this.”

I grinned. Who could say no to a proposition like that?

His inhibitions gone, the devil's deal made, he began to explore her body in earnest. His hands went to her tits, kneading them, squeezing them, playing with her nipples.

“God, she has amazing tits.” Jim said breathlessly.

“Doesn't she?” I said. I grinned. “But I bet you don't just want to touch them, do you?”

“What do you...” he said. He trailed off, and then he looked at me, grinning and shaking his head. “Oh yeah.”

“Dr. Jensen.” I said, looking at her. “For the purposes of the experiment, would you be so kind as to put Jim's cock in-between those beautiful titties of yours?”

“Of course, master.” she said. She laid down on the cold laboratory floor, pressing her tits together, waiting patiently.

“Oh. Right.” Jim said. “Uh... take off my pants.”

Nothing. I slapped my forehead.

“Uh... you can obey Jim again.” I said. I shrugged. “Sorry about that. Also, take off his pants and his underwear.”

“Yes, master.” she said dully, taking off his pants and his underwear. His cock was rock-hard- I mean, so was mine- and she laid back down again. Without any hesitation whatsoever, he got on top of her and began thrusting his cock in-between those beautiful, luscious tits. 

God, I couldn't get over the sight. I mean, here she was- that blonde, ice-queen, Nordic goddess boss of mine- laying there, motionless, her tits pressed together while Jim thrust his cock in-between them. His every thrust made her tits jiggle, made her body rock slightly as she absorbed the force of his thrusts. And her eyes...

It was so hot. Those eyes, glassed over and unfocused, looking for all the world as though nothing much was happening. It seemed as though she didn't even know what was going on- she wasn't even reacting to Jim thrusting his cock in her cleavage. Just a dull, blank, faceless expression, those normally piercingly intelligent eyes completely empty.

She looked pretty much like a mindless fuck doll. And I guess that's what she was.

I couldn't take it anymore, I really couldn't. I could feel my cock, throbbing and hard, aching to get in on the action.

“Hey, Jim.” I said. “Mind if we switch it up?”

“Unh... yeah.” he said, grinning, getting up from off of her/

“Dr. Jensen.” I said. “Get on all fours.”

“Of course, master.” she said monotonously, tonelessly. She got up off the floor and got on her hands and knees, awaiting her next order.

“Alright.” I said. “I've always wanted her to blow me... so how about you get the back and I get the front?”

“Sounds good to me.” he said, grinning. We rearranged so that he was behind her and I in front. Another wave of pure, unadulterated lust moved through me as I looked at her, on all fours there, motionless, ready to obey any command. I almost came right then and there.

“Dr. Jensen.” I said. “Suck my cock while Jim rails you from behind.”

“Yes, master.” she said again, the same exact tone from before, that monotonous, dull, mindless affirmation that kept making me hard again and again. Without any further delay, I took my cock and shoved it into her mouth. She took it without complaint, making the entirety of my shaft disappear completely between her ruby-red lips.

“Ooooh, god, yes!” I said, almost without thinking. Having my cock in her mouth was almost too much to bear. I snaked my hands through her golden hair, pushing her mouth towards me even as she took me all the way deep into her throat. I felt a light rocking of her body, and I realized Jim had started pumping from behind.

If you had asked me if I ever had a shot with Dr. Roberta Jensen, I would have told you there wasn't a chance in hell. In my wildest, most dirty dreams, I would never have imagined she'd be sandwiched in-between me and another man, two of her holes stuffed with cock, and her without a complaint in the world. I had a great view of her body rocking as Jim slammed into her behind as well as my cock disappearing between her ruby red lips.

I continued to grip her head, my fingers in her hair, guiding her movements even as she rocked softly from behind as Jim fucked her. The girl could deep throat, that was for sure- she took my entire cock into her mouth without hesitation, without gagging, and I groaned in renewed pleasure every time my cock disappeared completely down that beautiful throat.

I could feel the rocking of her body growing more and more frenzied, and I realized that Jim was thrusting into her faster and faster. I could tell from his ragged breaths that he was getting ready to blow into her- and I couldn't blame him. Who could last fucking that tight little pussy of hers? I bet she hadn't slept with more than a half-dozen men in her life- and even then I bet it was only to further her own research goals.

His harder, more frenzied thrusts inspired me to do the same, and I could feel my lust building as I continued to shove my cock down her throat. She was no longer sucking my cock- I was fucking her throat, hard, fast, ramming my cock in between those beautiful red lips just as hard as Jim was pounding her tight little pussy from behind.

I heard him groan and shudder finally as he came inside her, finally letting go of all the tension. And still she didn't react to having him shoot his load deep inside her without a condom- she simply took it, placidly, obediently. As she had been commanded to.

I felt myself on the verge too. I felt myself ready to cum, ready to cum deep down her throat. But that's not what I wanted. I knew what I wanted.

“Stop.” I commanded, as Jim pulled out of her from behind, completely spent. “Kneel and press your tits together.”

“Yes, master.” she said blankly, obeying my command without any hesitation. She kneeled on the hard, cold stone floor, pressing her tits together, staring forward unfocused and vacantly.

The sight was too much. That glassed over look, my mindless little fuck doll, devoid of any independent thought whatsoever, patiently awaiting my every command... well, it was too much. I came. I came all over those creamy white tits of hers, those tits that she had pressed together for me, those tits that I had always longed to touch, to feel, to cum on.

She kneeled there motionlessly, vacantly, as I came on her tits, and even after I had done she stayed, motionless, my cum running down her tits and her cleavage, still staring ahead without a single care in the world.

“Clean me.” I commanded, and she did, bringing her mouth to my now semi-flaccid cock, taking it in her mouth and making sure that she got everything.

“That...” Jim said as I motioned her over to him to clean him off as well, something she did with nary a complaint.  “That was- unh!- incredible, dude.”

“Yeah… yeah it was.” I said.

“Er… is she going to remember any of that?” Jim said.

“I don’t know.” I said. “We should probably hang around… and make sure that everything turns out all right.”

“I… er, yeah. That sounds… unh… good…” Jim said, his eyes rolling up, a smile appearing on his face as his cock began to come back under her careful, efficient ministrations…

***

Research Log. Date: 08-25-2014. Reporting researcher: Dr. Mark Andrews (supporting: Dr. James Braddock)

Batch #46 appeared to be a success. Unfortunately, subject exposed to over 10L of substance, far more than recommended 500mL application for optimum effects. Subject seems to have been rendered completely docile and obedient due to overexposure. Unknown at this time if effect is permanent: effect still extremely powerful 24 hours after overexposure. Commands to act as normal seem to bring Dr. Jensen close to her original personality, but still highly susceptible to suggestions and commands as per multiple, exhaustive experiments performed since yesterday, 08-24-2014.

Further practical experimentation needed.
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