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“Cooper Westerby, Landon Matherson, Micha Smith and Hudson Carmichael,” called out the buttery blonde nurse, reading from her clipboard.

“See you on the other side,” said Hudson, bumping fists with friend and swim teammate, Tyler. He rose from the waiting rooms comfy leather seating and joined his three fellow athletes and students in heading over to the young nurse.

“This way please, boys,” she said, shooting them a smile and spinning on white heels.

She led them not more than fifteen paces – though plenty enough time to take in the sexy wiggle of her hips – before swinging left into a small locker room.

“Clothes and any jewellery go in a locker. There’s a pair of fresh underwear waiting for you.”

Hudson opened one of the pristine silver lockers – as brand new looking as everything else he’d seen at the facility – and picked up the pair of white briefs.

“You want us to put these on?” he asked.

“Mm-hm,” hummed the pretty nurse like it was the most reasonable thing in the world. “Is that a problem?”

“No, no problem at all,” said Hudson, turning his back to the nurse and leading the four males in stripping. He peeled off his T-shirt, tossed it in the locker. Then took off his trainers, put them in too. As a swimmer used to competing half naked, there was no shyness about his body. Truth be told there was no reason to be. The others on the swim team didn’t call him the ‘Adonis’ for nothing. He was tall and muscled in that effortless looking way swimmers often are. Then there was the closely cropped dark blonde hair, the smooth defined jaw, the sharp good looks and smooth sex appeal that made him look like a model from a Paco Rabanne commercial.

He lifted off the gold chain around his neck. He removed the chunky Rolex at his wrist. He deposited them in the locker, then removed his tracksuit bottoms showing that his lean muscular physique extended to his long strong legs. There was a quick glance at the others undressing. There was a look behind to the nurse – Amy he saw on the nametag at the breast of her crisp white uniform – watching them.

“We don’t get any privacy?” he asked her.

“Trust me, I’ve seen it all before,” she replied, not retreating an inch.

I bet, thought Hudson, eyeing her a second before turning and facing the locker once more. He hooked his thumbs into his navy Calvin’s, he dragged them down in one swoop baring an ass every bit as toned as the rest of him. The irony wasn’t lost on him that merely moments ago he’d been ogling what he could of the nurse’s fine behind, and now here he was with his own backside entirely exposed for her inspection.

He dumped his boxers in the locker. He pulled on the pair of white briefs. They didn’t leave much to the imagination, but again as a swimmer, as someone used to competing in tight speedos, this phased Hudson little. He adjusted his manhood. He shut the locker. He turned back round to blonde nurse Amy. And now it was she eying him, her gaze dropping for an instant before rising with the hint of a smile. Hudson, not unused to such attention, responded as he so often responded, with a flirty smile of his own.

Amy looked from him to Cooper and Landon and Micha, shutting their lockers and coming forward in their white briefs. Her gaze scanned across them back to Hudson. “Looking good, boys,” she said with a smile, spinning on her heels and leading them back out into the corridor.

Ahead, Hudson saw four of their fellow athletes and trial participants in the same tighty whites following on behind an attractive redheaded nurse. She shot Amy the type of twinkly eyed look that said didn’t we just luck out now, before she was marching on with her small troop of half-naked boys behind her. It was into the room they’d just departed that Amy led her own foursome.

“I leave you in the very capable hands of Megan and Brooke,” she said, introducing them to two more nurses that looked like they’d stepped right out of one of those glossy medical shows.

Megan, who stood by some weighing scales, had neatly cut shoulder length black hair and the type of lightly tanned skin that made the white of her uniform zing. Brooke, with height rod ready, was fuller of figure and no less sexy for it, her wavy brown locks tumbling behind her.

“All right, boys, one at a time,” said the former, wasting no time in calling them forward.

Hudson glanced round catching Amy giving him one final once over, before she was spinning for the door. He gave a soft snort and joined the queue behind Micha and Cooper – Landon was already stepping up onto the scales.

Each of the four sportsman proceeded to be weighed and measured and made to perform a series of simple cognitive tests that included everything from walking in a straight line to hopping on one foot, to touching their nose with one finger while the other arm remained outstretched, then alternating.

Hudson couldn’t but wonder if it was all entirely necessary or if the two nurses overseeing their actions, and plenty more besides if their lingering looks, their roaming glances were anything to go by, were simply having some fun at their expense. It certainly wouldn’t have surprised him. Beneath their professional exterior was the same joyful disbelief that they were actually getting paid to do this that he’d seen in that exchange between Amy and the redhead.

More than once he felt a randy twinge whenever his eye landed on their glossy features, their soft lips, the smooth skin of their flawless complexions and of course those white uniforms that got him every time. Given the exposure of what he was wearing, a hard on was the last thing he wanted. And as was so often, he retained control – just – his mind willing his body to obey. Though that wasn’t to say all the boys managed to show such self-discipline. Landon for one looked like someone had stuffed a fat sausage down his briefs when the flame haired nurse – Scarlett – reappeared at the doorway. She shared a smirk with Megan and Brooke, then led them from the room.

“See you soon, boys,” the two nurses cheerful voices followed them out.

“Let’s hope so,” murmured Cooper.

On exiting, Hudson glanced left back along the corridor to see Amy leading Tyler and the last three college athletes in their tiny whites from the locker room. Her blue eyes fixed his and she gave a look that was half smile, half smirk, before swinging a right into the room they’d just vacated.

“Nice undies.” Tyler grinned, before similarly disappearing from sight.

“Keep up there at the back,” came Scarlett’s voice.

Hudson gave a shake of his head and caught up with his group following the redhead.

Nurse Scarlett marched them through a narrow glass walled corridor that looked out on both sides to squares of neatly cut lawn bordered on all sides by the medical centres modern silver exterior. Then the corridor was widening out again and she was pointing out rooms left and right without slowing much. There was a high-tech gym, a small cafeteria, a games room with a pool table and a big sports screen.

“This place ain’t too shabby,” said brawny football player Micha with some understatement.

“Happy trial subjects make for happy trials,” said the nurse sunnily as she strode on pushing through a double set of doors that opened into the main ward. It was a light, spacious room with big windows at its far end looking out onto the greenery of the facility’s private grounds. Spaced out evenly along two walls were twelve medical beds. Four of them being sat or lounged on by the group that had proceeded Hudson’s. Another nurse who had blonde highlighted curly brown hair and exotic green eyes, and was every bit as scrumptious as the others in her way, went between them with her trolley of medical equipment. The tag at her uniform said Riley.

“All right you lot, find your beds and sit,” said Scarlett, marching for her own trolley.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Cooper, quickly spotting his and diving backwards onto it.

Hudson found his own name at a bed nearest the window. Immediately to his right was Tyler and it didn’t take him long to realise the beds were arranged so the participants who competed in the same sport were next to one another. Order. Neatness. It’s built into the fabric of this place, thought Hudson, who as an athlete who lived by routine wasn’t fazed by this in the slightest. He stood a second gazing out at the tall pines bordering the facility’s grounds. It was hard to believe that less than five miles away was a bustling campus. But there it was, here they were.

He looked back round to his fellow trial participants. Most of them were messing around with their beds, tilting them backwards and forwards. He sat down on his own, his eye drawn to the two young nurses Riley and Scarlett. It was a pretty sweet deal. Nice digs. A few easy dollars in the bank. A bunch of super-hot nurses waiting on you hand and foot while you got fitter and stronger than ever. What wasn’t there to like? Not a lot, thought Hudson, a few minor misgivings about missing a month out the pool evaporating entirely. I mean, what could possibly go wrong?
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Dr Johanna Harper sat in her office at her computer making some last-minute checks; scrolling through spreadsheets, double checking dosages and datasets and timings. Heading up the clinical trial was a big opportunity for her and she wouldn’t see it undone by some administrative oversight. Satisfied all was as it should be, she shut one window for another profiling the twelve trial participants. Personally she’d pushed for an even split of genders, but higher powers, those that paid her wages and the running costs of the state-of-the-art-facility had decided differently. Which had hardly come as a shock.

Sexism was part and parcel of the industry, just like it was so many others. Johanna had lost track of the amount of creepy come-ons and unwanted touching she’d experienced in her relatively short career. But what was she going to do, throw up her hands and kick up a fuss? No, because she saw what happened to women that went down that road. They didn’t lead clinical trials. They didn’t work at the cutting edge of the drugs industry. Ultimately they didn’t make a difference for those that followed as she was determined she would. And so twelve males it was. Handpicked, recommended by coaches expecting results. Young men with the potential to reach the very top of their sports.

Scrolling down through her notes Johanna wondered what it was about them that was different to the thousands of others who’d kill to be in their place – was it simply genetics? A stronger work ethic? Or an innate drive that couldn’t be so easily explained? They were an example of just the sort of inquisitive questions that had been springing up in Johanna’s active mind since she was young. For as long as she could remember she’d wanted to know what made people tick, discover ways to enhance their strengths and subdue their weaknesses. And nowhere was she better placed to do that than right here.

A knock at the door pulled her from her musings.

“Yes,” she said.

The office door opened a wedge, and blonde nurse Amy poked her head inside.

“They’re all ready for you, doctor,” she said.

“Thank you, Amy. I’m on my way.”

Amy gave a nod and dipped back out, closing the door behind her. Johanna turned back to her computer screen and her list of twelve trial participants. Her soccer and football players. Her rowers and swimmers. Her track and field athletes. Strapping young men now completely under her authority. She couldn’t deny that power didn’t thrill her a little. She let the feeling simmer for a few seconds, then breathed in a deep breath, clicked off the computer and rose from her chair eager to meet them.

“Heart rate and blood pressure both normal, that’s a pass from me,” said Scarlett, unstrapping the cuff at Hudson’s bicep.

“Just a pass, whaddo I have to do for an A-star?”

The redhead’s eyes met his and he could almost see the cogs turning, the naughtiness of her thoughts, the truth of what she wanted to do with him.

“Behave yourself for starters,” she said with a flick of her eyebrows, a curl of her red lips.

“I’ll try, no promises.”

Scarlett gave a shake of her head, but that smile was still there as she pushed her trolley on. Tyler, lying on his bed, watched her pass, then scooted from it and slouched down next to Hudson.

“There’s some seriously hot sauce in this place,” he said.

“Tell me about it,” said Hudson, gaze drifting from Scarlett to tanned and untamed looking (in a very, very sexy way) Riley doing her rounds, then on to I’m-hot-and-I-know-it Amy chatting to knockouts Brooke and Megan. They were having their own conversation, eyes skimming the beds and the boys as they seemingly discussed their new patients. When they landed on Hudson he didn’t blink, didn’t look away. And neither did they.

“You think the coach pulled us a few favours?” said Tyler.

“Who knows,” said Hudson. “Who cares.”

“Maybe they thought we’d more likely see out the trial surrounded by hotties.”

“Maybe. Either way I’m not complaining.” And with that Hudson was turning to his friend as eye contact was finally broken with the three nurses. The two boys shared a big grin.

It was then that the click of heels, a voice – measured yet authoritative – turned their heads.

“Good afternoon, boys,” said Johanna, silencing the murmur of conversation and drawing every single one of the young men’s gazes her way. She stood between the first two beds, Amy, Megan and Brooke falling in slightly behind and to her left, Riley and Scarlett taking their position to her right. Slowly she came forward, glancing right and left to each bed and each gawping boy, the steady tap of her black heels marking her step.

“My name’s Doctor Harper and I’ll be leading this clinical trial,” she said.

“Hello, doctor,” said one of the athletes – a rower named Christian – in flirty undertone that had many of the boys chuckling.

Johanna brushed off the comment with an easy smile. “It would be wise of you to bear in mind that it’ll be me ensuring your well-being, monitoring your progress, reporting back to your coaches about attitudes and behaviour.” A pause had any boy still tittering falling silent. “A lot of money has been sunk into this trial for your potential benefit. There are many that can only dream of being in your place. I expect respect for me and my staff. I expect the same commitment to this as you show in your respective sports.”

At this point Johanna reached the wide windows at the wards far end and swivelled on her heels. Nearby, Hudson sat eying the toned legs that went on forever, took in the sleeveless navy dress, the slim figure, the doctor’s attractive features.

“If any of you don’t think you can do that, then stand now,” she continued.

Not one of the athletes stood. Most barely moved.

“Good,” said Johanna, glancing left to a soccer player named Mason, then right to her two swimmers. Her gaze remained fixed on Hudson a fraction longer than all the others, before she was striding forward in her commanding, confident gait. She returned to the spot in front of the nurses.

“As you can see, no expense has been spared in ensuring you’ll be stimulated and well cared for,” she said. “Make your time here a productive one. Any problems, any issues whatsoever, speak to one of my nurses or come to me directly. My door will always be open.”

She finished with another of those pretty smiles, then turned to nurse Amy. Hudson couldn’t hear what she said, but a second later the five nurses were coming round with their trolleys. The oblong capsule didn’t look like much – it could have been a painkiller or some type of aspirin for all Hudson knew – but down the hatch it went with a gulp of water. And the trial was officially underway.

There were no adverse reactions in that first twenty-four hours or indeed in the following days as the twelve trial participants adjusted to their new surrounds, fell into routines that consisted primarily of eating and exercising and sleeping. When they weren’t doing one of these things, they were playing cards on the ward, table tennis in the games room, or lounging on their beds catching up with study or watching a movie on tablets. Most likely, though, they’d be flirting with one of the five nurses that distributed their pills, monitored their vitals, made sure they were fed and exercised per the trials precise timetable.

“Which one of ’em would you give it to first?” asked Tyler in the cafeteria at mealtime of that third evening.

“Brooke, for sure,” said football player Brody like he’d already thought long on the matter. “I’d fuck her hard from behind. Make those big titties jiggle.”

“Hell yeah,” said Micha, holding up a hand and hi-fiving.

“It’s Riley for me,” said long jumper Cooper. “That girls begging for it.”

Landon chose Amy. “She could wrap those legs around me all day long.”

Rower Christian, Scarlett. Tyler, Megan. One by one they went around the table’s making their choice. It was infantile. It was disrespectful. It was just the type of thing boys of their age do.

“And you, Hudson?” asked Tyler, the only one not to have spoken.

“Gotta be the doc,” he grinned.

There was snickering laughter. There was a playful shove at his side from Cooper. “You sly dog, we forgot about her.”

But Hudson hadn’t, not since he’d first laid eyes on her, not every time he’d seen her since. What was the attraction? What wasn’t? There was the cool commanding authority, there was the way every gliding action seemed to have calm consideration and utter confidence behind it. The obvious intelligence and of course svelte figure and cover model good looks didn’t hurt either. It was some package. One Hudson was keen to unwrap. Though he didn’t know it, his bubbling desire had barely begun.

As for the athlete’s comments, it turned out they weren’t so different from those of the very nurses they’d been talking about. On several occasions Johanna overheard them outside of the staff room discussing the boys. A taster:

Megan: “Shame the doctor didn’t make them go naked then we’d have got a real show.”

Riley: “Maybe we should supervise their showers like we supervise everything else.”

Brooke: Do you think Brody’s cock is as cute as his face?”

Amy: “I don’t know but he’s got a very cute ass.”

But who was Johanna to judge – consciously or not hadn’t she wanted to objectify the boys in what she’d had them wear? Hadn’t she felt it would be good for them to experience a little of what her own sex had put up with for decades if not centuries? Create a little double standard in the females favour for once? Yes, yes and yes, and she wouldn’t apologise for it. And besides, it wasn’t as if the boys were in any discomfort. If anything they seemed to revel in showing themselves off – at least until the drug started causing their bodies to react in ways no one had anticipated.
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The first Hudson knew something was up (quite literally) was waking one morning with an erection harder than a baseball bat. Of course some morning timber was far from unusual – normal in fact – but this was something else. Along with it came an irresistible urge that he took care of in the privacy of a bathroom cubicle, and even then it was a good fifteen minutes before his hardness subsided enough for him to show himself without walking around looking like he was half boy, half tent.

He mightn’t have thought anymore of it. After all he was young and healthy and being around five gorgeous nurses and one beautiful doctor was enough to get anyone’s blood pumping. But later that day, rigorous gym session winding down, he slipped off the exercise bike and quickly made his way to the showers, the bulge at his briefs pointing the way. It turned out he wasn’t the only athlete experiencing such stiffness.

They laughed about it. They showered. They squeezed into fresh pairs of undies as best they could, then bit the bullet and alerted the nearest nurse, who was Scarlett, of their very specific problem. Within ten minutes they were lying on their backs in their beds on the ward. Any boy that hadn’t initially succumbed, doing so sooner or later, till all twelve trial participants had raging hard erections.

Dr Harper quickly arrived on the scene – which didn’t help Hudson one bit. He wasn’t just hard, but the horniest he’d ever felt and it took every ounce of willpower not to stroke himself there and then at sight of the sexy doctor. Some of the athletes – Cooper, Nathan and Micha – had found the urge too much and rubbed at their crotches almost unaware of their surrounds.

“Get their briefs off and let me get a proper look at them,” Dr Harper instructed the five nurses who quickly went about doing as ordered.

There was no complaint from Hudson as Amy yanked off his briefs, his hips rising in cooperation and his freed willy swinging from side to side. With it suddenly exposed, the temptation – the almost burning need – was too great and one enclosed hand followed the other in running down his hard shaft before restarting its journey from top to bottom in quick succession. Across the ward, on every bed, boys were stroking bulging cocks.

Johanna went to them each, taking pulses, checking for any sign of further concern. Her calm poise and leadership keeping the flustered nurses from losing their heads completely, and instead enabling them to fall back on their training in providing comfort and care in whatever way they could. But truth be told, the boys by now seemed barely aware of their presence.

Hudson felt like the whole purpose of his existence had narrowed to one essential need. He wasn’t aware of Amy and her soothing hand at his shoulder. Or Dr Harper when she pressed her stethoscope to his chest. His hands wrapped his slippery cock one after the other as he thrust up into them. There were grunting groans around him as others surpassed their pinnacles. But Hudson was still journeying upwards, scrambling to get there as the narrowness closed before him. There were two final frantic strokes and something suddenly softened within him. In the same instant his torso tensed and his head lifted off the pillow as an explosive heat swept through him and he blew his load in several streaming spurts across his chest and abs.

Awareness crept back slowly after that. He was aware of a dabbing touch, of Amy’s smile as she cleaned him up. Of Dr Harper suddenly there taking his pulse, having him lift his leg against the press of her hand.

“You’re going to be all right, Hudson,” she said, standing over him. Then looking to nurse Amy, “Give him some water and some aspirin.”

And with that he was turning his head, watching her stride away in clicking step. He looked out at the rest of the ward, at others being cleaned up, at others yet to blow on the brink of their own explosions. It all felt like a fever dream.

Johanna shut the office door and tilted her head back against it, closing her eyes and breathing in a deep breath one long moment, before marching towards the desk and her phone. It had been a full two hours and the last of the trial participants erections had finally waned, their vitals returned to normal, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have to follow protocol. The call was answered on the second ring. He sounded pleased – smug even – as he often did whenever she contacted him.

“Johanna, what a pleasure. How goes things?” asked Dominic Silverman, her boss at Nava Therapeutics.

“There’s been a hiccup,” she said, shutting her eyes again and gritting her teeth fearing the worst.

“Go on,” came that relaxed voice down the line.

Johanna proceeded to explain what had happened. An explanation that was greeted with laughter, which wasn’t exactly the response she’d been expecting.

“That must have been quite the sight,” Dominic chuckled. “Sounds like we might have gotten our hands on something to give Viagra a run for its money.”

“Which isn’t exactly what our sponsors were hoping for.”

“Lower the doses. See how they go. There’s no need to pull the trial,” said Dominic unfazed.

“My thoughts precisely,” said Johanna, which was a lie. She’d been ready to suspend everything right away, had been half assuming she’d be ordered to.

“I’m in town in a couple of weeks. You can give me the full debrief face to face.”

Johanna shuddered. She knew what that meant. Dominic was one of those handsy men. Perhaps the most inappropriately touchy of the lot. He might have been married. But that didn’t stop him trying his luck. “I look forward to it,” she lied again.

“Good girl. In the meantime keep monitoring those boys and those cocks.” There was one last chuckle and the line went dead.

Johanna put down the phone feeling a wave of relief that she still had something to oversee. It was only now in the calm of her office that the last two hours properly sunk in. It played like a highlights reel in her mind. The boys and their…tumescence’s. The way they’d uncontrollably stroked. The way they’d exploded over themselves. Her hand almost unthinkingly dipped beneath her skirt. She didn’t realise the heat there or the wetness till she was pinching her panties aside. With one barely there touch of her swollen clitoris she was sinking back into her chair with a gasp. That video in her minds eye still running, she slipped two fingers into her slick warmth while simultaneously encircling that enlarged nub, working out the days tension.
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“You’re sure we’re good?” asked Hudson.

“Doc says so,” said Amy.

Hudson stared down at the brown capsule in the palm of his hand a moment, then cupped it into his mouth, and looking the buttery blonde nurse square in the eyes, glugged it down with a mouthful of water from the cup she handed him. It had been three days since horny havoc had broken out on the ward. There’d been questions and reassurances. More questions and reassurances. But that didn’t mean there wasn’t some apprehension. That experience the other day had been like a possession – like some voodoo Indian shit. Sure it had felt like the orgasm to end all orgasms. But it had felt like one with a gun pointed at your head and your swollen balls locked in a vice. Hudson certainly wasn’t keen on a repeat.

“Feel anything?” asked Amy.

Yeah he did, the usual twitches and twinges he felt when she or the doc or the other nurses were around. But there was no spontaneous bursting out of his briefs, or frantic urge to whip out his junk and masturbate to ejaculation. Despite the knowing, I-wouldn’t-mind-so-much-if-you-did look Amy was giving. The same look all the nurses had been giving the boys since they’d well and truly got their show.

“Not like last time,” he said.

The blonde nurse failed to fully suppress a smile at mention of a day she’d no doubt never be forgetting.

“Good, take another sip of water and lie down for me.”

Hudson did so, joining Tyler and Mason and every other of the trial subjects in lying flat while the nurses hovered around keeping watch for signs of change. If they’d wanted another explosive show, they didn’t get it. Not that day or the day after that when the athletes returned to their workouts, dropped right back into their tailored routines. If there was an increase in libidos, and Hudson was sure there was – arousal simmered at his core like a hot stone – more unwanted erections, and the healthy need to jack off, then it was not so out of the ordinary to raise concern. You might even argue they were signs of positive changes. The athletes certainly didn’t think much of them as the days passed and they began to recover quicker, feel physically stronger and fitter.

Johanna strolled around the gym watching the boys on rowing machines, spin cycles, treadmills. She watched them lifting weights unable not to think of mice running around a wheel. They had faces and names but the truth of it was they were test subjects under her microscope. Every now and then she glanced to the tablet resting at her forearm – comparing speeds and times and repetitions. Noting pleasingly of the records being smashed. Two weeks they’d been here and besides one minor hiccup the drug was proving a roaring success. The boys didn’t know the extent of how so, but Johanna was pretty sure they’d sussed the improvements.

They gave off a super positive, highly motivated energy. Their behaviour in the gym and outside of it was exemplary. There were no muttering complaints, no slacking off, no shouting matches as she might have expected. They went to bed on time. They woke up on time. They did precisely what she or the nurses asked of them. Which would shortly raise its own questions. Right now though, all seemed in order as she sidled up to Landon, pressed a button on the tread increasing its speed and stood a moment watching him run. Mice on a wheel, that’s what they are.

She strolled on stopping here and there, dialling up machines, making workouts harder. She was aware of the tingling heat between her thighs. It was a pleasant feeling letting it build, knowing how blissful the sensation would be when she turned her attention to it later. In the meantime she took enough pleasure in watching the practically naked boys pushing themselves, getting all hot and sweaty.

“I’m telling you, something’s up with them,” said Brooke.

“I don’t know, it all seems pretty normal to me,” said Scarlett, peering in the games room at a group of boys lounging on seats watching some late-night football, a few others playing table tennis.

“Fine,” said Brooke. “Watch this.” She strode into the room and stopping in front of the big screen, declared: “Game nights over, boys. Turn off the television and go get ready for bed.”

There were no moans or groans. Despite the game being in its crucial fourth quarter, no attempt to persuade her to let them see its end. As the TV was turned off and the boys made their way out, Brooke swung to Scarlett with a look that said, don’t you think that’s weird?

Scarlett shrugged. “Maybe they’re just tired.”

Brooke rolled her eyes at the redheaded nurse, then turned to the last few boys heading out. “Not you Cooper,” she said, stopping the hunky athlete in his tracks. “Still don’t believe me, then get a load of this,” she whispered back to Scarlett.

Brooke proceeded to march over to the table tennis table, place her fingers on the white ping pong, leaving it there a moment as she stared at Cooper, before giving the ball a casual flick. It rolled off the table, it bounced once, twice, rolling to a stop and settling by the leg of a chair. Brooke’s eyes went straight back to Cooper.

“Pick it up,” she commanded.

There wasn’t the slightest hesitation. Forward Cooper strode, picking up the small white ball, staring at it second like he didn’t quite know why it was there in his hand, before he was seeing Brooke’s outstretched palm and handing it to her. She placed it back on the table and shot Scarlett a sly grin as her gaze swept back to Cooper.

“Why’d you just do that?” she asked him.

He looked momentarily baffled, then the reason seemed to come clear as day. “Because you told me to.”

“And if I told you to bend over this table and show me your ass, would you?”

“No, of course I wou—”

Cooper didn’t get to say much more because Brooke was rephrasing her words as a command.

“Bend over this table, Cooper. And show me your ass.”

Again there was barely a blink. Cooper bent over the table and pushed his briefs to the top of his thighs, baring his muscular buttocks. Brooke glanced to Scarlett, said with a whisper: “Convinced yet?”

But still she wasn’t done. She picked up one of the tennis table paddles. She placed it against Cooper’s firm behind. She gave each of his ass cheeks five alternating hits, having him count them out loud one by one. Cooper like so many of the athletes was the arrogant type that thought they were god’s gift to women. Certainly not one to accept such humiliation. And yet…

“Ten!” he cried aloud as the paddle swept across an ass cheek one final time.

“Turn around,” said Brooke.

He did so, sharing the comical sight of his white briefs stretched outwards as they struggled to contain the stiffness within.

“What’s this?” asked Brooke, giving the straining bulge a tap with the paddle.

“My cock,” answered Cooper.

“I know it’s your cock. Why is it so stiff?”

“Because of you.”

“What about me?”

“Everything.”

Brooke gave a derisive snort. “Pull these up and get to bed, Cooper. We’ll pick this up another time if you’re lucky.”

Cooper gave a nod, pulled up his briefs and walked from the room. A gaping Scarlett swung round to Brooke and let out a panting breath.

“I know,” Brooke smirked.

A day later and Johanna found Amy waiting outside her office.

“Can I speak to you please?” asked the blonde nurse.

“Of course.”

Johanna showed her in, then sat in her swivel chair by her stainless-steel desk pushed to the wall beneath a window offering a quiet tranquil view of the tall pines marking the facilities boundary. Amy took a seat in another office chair facing her.

“What’s on your mind?” asked Johanna.

“It’s about the boys,” said Amy. A pause, a brief glance down at her hands. “You’ve noticed it, haven’t you?”

“Noticed what?”

Amy shook her head. “The others didn’t think I should say anything, but it’s becoming more and more obvious.”

“Go on,” prompted Johanna.

Amy’s eyes returned to her hands. They stayed there this time as she spoke. “They’re different. More suggestible. They answer whatever we ask – honestly, I think. Do whatever we ask in some instances.”

It was then that her eyes rose and Johanna saw the tinge of amazement in her expression.

“Can you believe that?”

Johanna didn’t answer, but swivelled in her chair to her desk, taking a notepad and then turning back, positioning pen and pad on her lap. “Tell me everything,” she said.

Amy was only the first of the nurses the doctor spoke to that day. She’d suspected something – an eerie sense that everything was running too smoothly – but it was only now, hearing of the nurses first-hand accounts that the pieces were fitting together and she was thinking they were on to something. And even then there was a degree scepticism running through her mind. Were they imagining it? Were the boys playing some kind of practical joke? Or simply more responsive to young and attractive women – as many boys would be – in conditions hardly the norm?

Johanna mulled over these questions. But ultimately knew there was only one way to get answers.
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“Take a long look and weep boys…” Hudson grinned laying his straight flush down on the bed and scooping the pile of the connect four counters they were using as poker chips into his already healthy pile.

Tyler threw up his hands. Nathan blew out his cheeks.

“Lucky motherfucker,” cursed Landon.

“Not luck, boys. All skill. All skill,” And there was that charismatic grin again, irking the athletes as competitive over a game of cards as they were about everything else. It was then that Hudson heard his name being called across the ward by nurse Megan.

“Guess I’m up,” he said, rolling from the bed. “Don’t touch my chips.”

“Oh, I’ll keep a close eye on ’em,” said Tyler.

“Yeah, we all will,” added Landon with a less than reassuring smirk.

Hudson stood a second, hands on hips looking back at them, before giving a snort and striding on over to the waiting nurse. Megan gave him that once up and down he was well used to by now, then quickly turned.

“Follow me please,” she said.

Hudson did just that, leaving the ward and following along the corridor that was by now completely familiar to him; passing the cafeteria, the games room, the gym. His eye wandered to Megan and her shiny black hair, the lightly tanned skinned of her arms and legs, the slight sway of her slim hips – not as pronounced as the other nurses but there none the less. Sights that had that part of him more reactive than ever letting him know it was good to go with or without his say so. It had him clearing his throat, it had him doing his best to pour a bucket of cold water on a spark that could so easily become a blaze.

Megan glanced round at the sound, gave him another of those once overs, then was pushing through a door that led through a glass walled walkway that looked out onto squares of green lawn bordered by the facility.

“Any idea what the doc wants?” asked Hudson.

“Your guess is as good as mine,” said Megan, holding open a door, seeing him through into the corridor on the other side, before resuming her marching stride ahead of him.

The tip of Hudson’s tongue was now clamped firmly between his teeth as he tried to stop that spark from catching alight. Lucky for him they didn’t have much further to go. Megan stopped at an open door.

“Hudson here for you, doctor,” she said.

“Thank you, Megan,” came that smooth authoritative voice in reply.

The nurse stepped to one side allowing Hudson to pass, and as soon as he laid eyes on the doctor he knew the game was lost. Her long legs were crossed. She sat wearing a pale blue blazer and a form fitting cream dress, the hem of which reached no further than mid-thigh. From then on it was legs, legs and more legs, before ending in open toed black heels. The door shutting behind Hudson snapped him out of his trance like stare. He glanced round to the noise that had almost made him jump, then turned back to the doctor.

“Come sit, please,” she said.

Feeling brick after brick of his crumbling defences overwhelmed, Hudson came forward and sat in the chair not more than an arm’s length from the doctor. Her eye by now had returned to the notes at her lap. She looked to them slowly circling a heel in small circles out in front of her. It was hypnotic. It had Hudson again staring almost trance like. The fineness of her legs drew his gaze upwards, it lingered a moment at the point where creamy skin met the fabric of her dress, then journeyed up over her sleek outfit all the way to a face that was enough to wash away any remaining resistance.

She kept him waiting. They sat for what may as well have been an eternity to Hudson, very much aware of the rising bulge at his crotch. If there was any willing his body to obey it wasn’t listening. At last there was movement, but even then she didn’t look to him. She spun in her chair, dropped the notes of the folder she’d been reading from onto the desk, then picked up a notepad. She balanced it half on skirt, half on bare thigh, pen ready as her gaze finally landed. Hudson who could hear the pounding of his heartbeat, met her look and watched her eyes momentarily drop to his lap, then rise. A shadow of a smile passed across her lips, but there was no mention of that bulge.

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Good,” he replied, swallowing the lump at his throat. “I feel strong, healthy, fit.”

“You’re not aware of any noticeable side effects besides the obvious?” she asked, dropping her eyes back to his briefs as if to indicate what she meant.

“Uh-uh.” Hudson shook his head thinking back to that day in the ward when he’d been unable to stop himself. “Nothing to report.”

“Hmm.” The doctor scribbled something on her notepad. “Can you stand for me please, Hudson.”

He rose out of the chair and self-consciously stood one hand clutching a wrist in front of the big bulge that was impossible to hide.

“There’s no need for that. Hands at your sides,” said Dr Harper.

Hudson did exactly as she asked feeling a light and pleasant tingling at his scalp. He felt an eagerness to hear her speak again – not just speak, but give order which she duly did.

“Those briefs must be uncomfortable. Take them off.”

Once more Hudson not only followed her instruction, but did so with a speed and haste that would have surely shocked him if not for the tingling pleasure, no longer at his scalp, but running across what felt like were the very lobes of his brain. One second he was wearing his briefs, the next second he wasn’t. And there wasn’t much thought in between. He blinked once and looked down at his jutting erection. He glanced at the briefs bunched up in his grasp and across at the attractive doctor observing him studiously.

“I’ll keep those for you,” she said, holding out a hand.

Hudson passed her the white briefs and watched silently as she placed them on the desk behind her, then spun back his way.

“I’m going to conduct a few tests,” she said. “If at any stage you feel uncomfortable, say so and we’ll stop. Clear?”

“Yes, doctor,” said Hudson, nodding for good measure.

“Good. Then go stand by the door and face me.”

Hudson immediately strode off in that direction, baring his toned backside to Johanna who had a good look, before reaching the closed office door in ten or so strides and turning as instructed. Hudson watched Dr Harper glance down at her notes, leaving him waiting, a pause that if anything only heightened his deep urge to please, to obey, to wait as long as was needed. Finally she looked up, eyeing an erection that still pointed vertically, before giving her order: “Right foot, hop my way.”

Hudson didn’t so much as take a breath as he set off, covering the distance – stiff penis swinging and slapping his abs – in four long hops.

“Impressive,” said Johanna, half smiling. “Now go back to the door.”

Another ten strides and Hudson was once again turning to see the doctor looking down at her notes, scribbling something here and there. By now he felt like he was in some kind of flow state he’d never known had existed. His entire brain tingled. His pulse felt like it might run away from him. There was a thrumming need – deep and persistent and just right – that had him feeling like a piece of flotsam on a mighty current with no thought to challenge the strength of a force that could drown him in the depths. The doctor looked up, immediately zeroing in on that ramrod straight part of him.

“You’re drooling,” she said. “Clean it up.”

Hudson glanced down to see the thread of precum dangling from his cockhead. “Can I have something?” he asked.

“You’ve got fingers and a mouth. Use them,” replied Dr Harper.

It was a thing Hudson would never had countenanced, let alone acted upon, but down his hand went, scooping up that dangling thread, depositing it in his mouth a swallowing.

“And the rest,” said Dr Harper. “We don’t want sticky floors with you hopping about, now do we?”

“No, doctor,” said Hudson. Aware of the distinctive bodily taste of himself, he dabbed up some more of his seeping precum and under the doctor’s watchful eye, licked it from his finger.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now get down on all fours and crawl towards me like a cat.”

Those words, that voice, her command, had Hudson’s head tingling afresh and his body pulsing. He bent his knees to the floor, placed his palms flat on the floor beneath and padded over to the doctor in prowling crawl.

“That’s close enough,” she said, halting him an inch or two from those sublime legs.

Hudson made to get up, but she quashed any thought of that with one simple instruction.

“Stay kneeling,” she said, eyeing him as he positioned himself with his muscular thighs spread and his hard cock rising up as if straining to reach her. Her red lips gave the twitch of a smile and she dropped her gaze to the pad at her lap, silver ballpoint pen drifting across the page in languid stoke. Hudson’s own gaze fell to that heel making small circles in the air right before him. And so transfixed was he that he wasn’t aware of the doctor’s eye returning to him.

“Would you like to kiss it?” she asked, her voice seeming to come out of nowhere such was Hudson’s trance like focus on her foot.

He dragged his gaze from it with no small effort and met the doctor’s look. “Yes,” he panted softly, any question of where his normally cool-in-charge persona had vanished, not entering his conscience at all.

“Beg,” said the doctor.

Her command added lighter fuel to the fire already within and Hudson begged entirely sincere and sounding it. “Please, please, please can I kiss it?”

Johanna stretched the moment out, only after a dozen or so seconds put the boy out of his misery. “Go ahead.”

And down Hudson went, puckering his lips, dotting a smoochy kiss on the top of her foot. Then he was up and kneeling as keen and obedient as a dog to its master. Johanna scribbled something further on her notes, then reached down and slipped the heel from her foot wondering how much further he’d go. Hudson’s gaze drifted from her foot to her face and back again.

“My big toe. Suck it,” she commanded.

Hudson didn’t need to be told twice. He took toe – clear varnished nail and all – into his mouth, and sucked on it just like he was sucking his favourite lollipop. It was a full thirty seconds before the doctor was calling time.

“Enough,” said Johanna, stifling a chuckle as she pulled her foot free and slipped it back into her heel. She stared down at the naked, stiff athlete, kneeling before her, almost as convinced as she could be that there was no pretence, that the nurses’ suspicions hadn’t been make believe. Though that wasn’t to say she was done testing Hudson. Far from it.

“Doctor patient confidentiality means what goes on in this room, stays in this room,” she said, standing, reaching under her dress and hooking down her panties. She stepped out of them. She placed them on the desk beside Hudson’s briefs. Then she perched atop it. “Is that clear to you?”

Hudson nodded his agreement frantically. “Yes.”

Johanna parted her creamy thighs and beckoned him to her.
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“When they’re in a state of arousal like this, it’s like they barely hear anything but the command you give them,” said Johanna.

“And that arousal peaks after exercise?” asked Doctor Lydia Saint, friend and former mentor and the one person Johanna trusted to turn to.

“Found so,” replied Johanna, looking to the two strapping rowers Christian and Nathan, kneeling back to back on her office floor, naked and stubbornly stiff. “And doesn’t drop much thereafter.”

“But there’s not been another episode like the one you spoke about?”

“No, the boys have managed to control themselves. Just about.”

Lydia considered this, one finger tapping the elbow of her white medical coat. She was a slim woman with shiny straight white hair and of well-groomed smartly dressed appearance. The finger stopped tapping, she unfolded her arms and began slowly circling the two docile looking athletes, her sensible heels tapping beneath her.

“You say they respond only to female instruction?”

“Correct,” replied Johanna, struggling to withhold a smirk.

“How very fascinating.” Lydia came to stop, stood in thought a moment, before laying a hand on one of the athletes broad shoulders. “Can I?” she asked, looking to Johanna.

“Go right ahead.”

“You, Christian isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Stand up for me.”

He did so at once, towering over the doctor. Lydia had him turn around, then her hand was on the shoulder of his fellow rower; curly haired Nathan. She told him to turn to, but remain kneeling.

“These two are both heterosexual?” Lydia asked of Johanna.

“To the best of my knowledge.”

“I wonder,” said Lydia, gaze back on the two boys – one kneeling, one standing, “how far this obedience of theirs goes.”

“I’ve not had one disobey me yet when they’re so…excited,” said Johanna, having spent an immensely enjoyable past week conducting just such a study.

“Is that so?” said Lydia, placing her finger atop Christian’s erection and tilting it downward. Her gaze switched from it, across to kneeling Nathan. “Have you ever sucked a cock before?” she inquired of him.

“Never,” he answered, wide-eyed and nervous looking.

“Have you ever had a girl suck yours?”

“Yes.”

“Imagine you’re that girl. Lean forward. Open your mouth. And wrap your lips around this cock here.”

Nathan did just that, wrapping his lips around first the bulging head, then the shaft, swallowing it deeper and deeper till it had all but disappeared, before pulling back, returning forwards in gently rocking motion.

“Remarkable,” said Lydia. “Not even a flinch.”

Johanna watched as she had the boys change places, Christian return the favour. She couldn’t help but wonder what they were thinking. Was their arousal, was their need to obey so all-consuming that they were actually enjoying this? Or was it simpler, was it that they’d entered some kind of drone state in which their wants, their desires just didn’t come into it?

“Do they have any agency?” asked Lydia.

“Some. Though it appears not when they get to this point,” replied Johanna. It was an important distinction, one that Lydia was wise to make. A drug that turned boys into mindless nodding monkeys would prove not only a disaster but a non-starter. But one that was more nuanced, a drug that’s extraordinary benefits put in the shade any subtler faults, was a different story altogether.

“That’s enough, Christian,” said Lydia, having him slide his mouth from Nathan’s fat cock. “On your knees facing your friend. Keep playing with each other. But no coming.”

At that Lydia strolled back over to Johanna with the type of glowing satisfaction that she herself knew well. The two doctors observed the pair of rowers stroking each other’s glistening members.

“Have you ever known anything like it?” asked Johanna.

“Not in all my years,” replied Lydia.

“Dominic would shut it down in a blink if he knew.”

Lydia gave a mischievous half-smile. “Screw Dominic.”

“Crap, here she comes,” said Riley. She and Amy ducked back into the staff room, plonked themselves down on a couch and pretended to engage in casual chat.

A moment later and Dr Harper was peeking in at them. “Still here, girls?”

“We said we’d keep an eye on the boys another hour,” explained Amy.

“Doubt we’ll have much to do though,” added Riley. “They seem pretty pooped.”

“I like your commitment, girls,” smiled the doctor, work briefcase dangling from her fingers. “See you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight, doctor,” the nurses chorused as one.

They listened to the click of footsteps recede along the corridor. They heard the distant swoosh of a corridor door pushed open, then the faintest of thuds as it shut. They sat in near total silence a few seconds hearing nothing but the hum of air conditioning.

“I think she’s gone,” said Amy.

“Me too,” said Riley.

Yet still they sat, one, two, three more silent breaths before their twinkling eyes were alighting on the others, smiles slowly creeping across their faces as they recognised what that meant.

“Don’t think we’ll have much to do, yeah right,” snickered Amy, springing up and in quick excited step, hurrying over to a closed storeroom door and yanking it open. The three nurses crammed in the darkened space, stared out from within.

“Is she gone?” asked Megan.

“Coast’s clear, ladies,” said Amy, beckoning them out with a sweep of her arm.

“Thank god, I think I was about to hyperventilate in there,” said Brooke, stepping back into the light of the staff room with palpable relief.

“Are you sure there’s no one else?” asked Scarlett right behind her.

“Night nurses are due in at ten. Which gives us at least an hour,” said Riley.

“Plenty of time to have some fun.” Amy grinned.

Megan smiled back at her on exactly the same wavelength. “Why should the doc get to have it all.”

“My thoughts entirely,” agreed Amy.

“So we’re really doing this?” asked Scarlett.

“Twelve hot, horny, helpless guys,” said Riley. “It would be a crime not to, right?”

The nurses bright eyed looks said all that needed to be said on where they stood on the matter.

Back on the ward, oblivious to what was coming their way, the boys lay on beds, some listening to music, others scrolling tablets – a trio chucked a football back and forth. Hudson relaxed with his fingers laced behind his head staring up at the ceiling.

“It’s weird, man,” he said in conversation with Tyler adjacent. “I don’t know how to properly explain it, but it’s like this past month’s the first time I’ve realised what I’ve wanted.” And as he spoke the words he was seeing Dr Harper; the way her thighs trembled when he licked her to orgasm, the way she sat so straight backed and in control when he was anything but, that sliver of a smile flickering whenever he demeaned himself before her.

“I think I know what you mean,” said Tyler.

“You do?”

“Yeah, it’s almost like before we were in our pool, we knew its size and depth and what not, but now we’re in the deep ocean and it’s bottomless.”

“But it’s exciting right, thrilling?” said Hudson, turning his head to see Tyler staring up at the ceiling just as he had been.

“It’s exhilarating,” Tyler said in reply.

Hudson breathed a deep breath, dropping back and staring up in contemplation at what felt like a new world before him. None of the boys could truly express it. But they were aware of a change, something big, something seismic at the root of who they were. And they welcomed it, they embraced it, they never wanted it not to be part of who they were. You might say it was the magic of the drug. There was no wrench, no internal struggle or conflict or feeling of being made to do something they didn’t want to do. What there was, was a yearning, a warmth, like a pot simmering on a low heat. Hudson felt it in his belly. He felt it in his balls. A want, a need, hell a craving for the opposite sex to use him as they pleased. The strength of it gave a whole new purpose of being, reason for living.

As he stared up at the ceiling mulling such thoughts, feeling like a fog he’d never known was there had cleared from his mind, the nurses made their entrance. And what an entrance. They weren’t wearing their normal uniforms, these white uniforms were shorter, clingier, showing off acres of smooth skin, toned limbs and sexy curves. The ball that was being thrown around hit Brody’s chest and fell to the floor. Those listening to music picked earphones from ears. Jaws slackened. Mouths dropped. Eyes widened.

“Hey boys,” grinned a strutting Riley.

“Doc’s away, time to play,” said Brooke.

“Up and at the end of your beds,” commanded Amy.

Hudson, already propped up on his elbows and staring wide-eyed, did what all the boys did in rolling from the bed and stripping without a murmur of resistance. Inside there was now far more than just a simmer – it was suddenly like the dial of a cooker had been turned up to the max. The nurses walked round in a loop, brushing the boys cocks with their fingertips, fondling their balls. Within a minute they had twelve rigid erections straining in salute.

“Well they passed their first test,” said Megan.

“With flying colours,” snickered Scarlett.

“That would make some screensaver,” said Brooke, eying the two lines of boys. There was a silent pause as the other four nurses smirked her way. Then Riley was moving things along.

“Get on your beds and on your backs,” she said. “Time for your physical.”

And now it felt like something was approaching the boil inside of Hudson’s chest. He quickly lay down. He watched as each nurse surveyed each boy, some of them running their fingertips along the edge of beds from which stiff boys viewed them hopefully, others giving the soles of their feet a playful tickle. Riley went to Cooper. Brooke to Brody. Scarlett to Christian. Megan to Tyler. And Amy…

“Careful with that one,” said Megan as Amy approached Hudson. “That’s the doc’s favourite.”

“I promise to be gentle,” said the buttery blonde nurse with a saintly smile that was anything but innocent.

Hudson, looking along the length of his nude self, couldn’t stop his cock flexing as pounding desire beat hard. Amy delighted in the effect she was having, holding his stare as she kneeled up onto the bed and crawled over him. When she reached his crotch, she dipped and with a quick swipe of her tongue, lightly licked the sweet spot at his cockhead, crashing his head back to the pillow at the strength of the pleasurable sensation that rippled through him. He let out a panting breath, then was peeking forward and seeing Amy taking a wrapper tucked into the sleeve at her upper arm.

She tore it open. She rolled the condom over his truncheon hard erection, then resumed her cat like crawl. Face to face, strands of her blonde hair brushing his right cheek, she stared down at him, revelling for a good long moment in her position of power and dominance, and his of willing submission.

“Do want this?” she asked him.

“Yes,” Hudson panted.

A smile edging her lips, she lowered them to him and kissed him fully. Hudson was pushing for more when she pulled back, leaving him gasping.

“Let’s see if you fuck as good as you kiss,” she whispered at an ear.

And with that she was shifting back and guiding him into her tight, wet, passage. Hudson’s mouth hinged open and he let out a silent moan at how good it felt. His hands instinctively going to her hips as she began to ride him, only for Amy to swipe them away.

“No touching,” she said, rocking above him. But then a breath later – as if to emphasise the double standard – her own palms were pressing at his chest as she properly bounced atop him.

Bed rocking, mind whirring, Hudson briefly turned to the ward to see Megan riding Tyler and the other three nurses similarly atop their respective boys while those not being fucked could do nothing but lie and watch.

“Don’t worry, they’ll get their turn,” said Amy, turning him back to her with a palm at his cheek. Then it was slapping back on his chest as panting pleasure consumed them both.

Not one person in the ward was aware they were being watched by someone outside of it. Not one of them was aware of the miniature cameras mounted in the ceilings sprinkler system monitoring every square inch of the ward right this very second. But a certain doctor was.

Outside the building, across the lot, Johanna sat in her car looking down at her tablet. She hadn’t been fooled. She knew young women who were up to something. She’d observed the nurses entrance. She’d observed how the boys had stood and stripped at their instruction, hardened at their touch – lastly lied down like obedient fuck toys. And from then on continued to assume a position of submission.

With a widening of her thumb and forefinger on the screen, Johanna zoomed out from Riley grinding down on Cooper like she wanted the satisfaction of every last centimetre of him, and took in a wide overhead view of the ward. The athletes not with a nurse looked no less eager to be so. Johanna half smiled, withholding a chuckle at their rigid erections and the way they waited so patiently. Then her focus was being drawn to one of the two beds nearest the window and she was closing thumb and forefinger, and zooming in on Amy putting Hudson through his paces.

The tinge of envy that it wasn’t her in there fucking him silly took her by surprise. But didn’t distract. She retained her cool clinical eye, widening the viewpoint back out with a touch of the screen and, ignoring a fluttering arousal below, continued to watch the action as it unfolded, the scene play out like it was just the experiment she needed to put aside any doubt.
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“As you can see,” said Johanna, standing at the whiteboard, flicking from one slide to the next. “Performance indicators are up across the group without exception. Not just up, but drastically. The athletes are lifting heavier, running faster and for longer, and recovering quicker. This graph right here…” Johanna pointed at the lines upward curve, “shows where your boys were before we got them and where they are now. Their progress has been exceptional. In short, I’d say the drugs exceeded all expectations.”

“Hmm,” snorted coach Chuck Harkness a tad derisively in the ensuing silence. He was a brusque, bald headed man who sat in his tracksuit at the long conference table alongside a couple of suits opposite Nava Therapeutics very own head honcho Dominic Silverman. “All mighty impressive but with all due respect, sweetie pie, I’ll be the judge of that, and not by your fancy…” He gave a dismissive wave of his hand at the whiteboard. “Statistics. But real hard evidence.”

“As we would expect,” said Dominic, emollient as ever when needed.

“Yeah, yeah,” said coach Harkness like he’d seen enough slippery types like Dominic to last a lifetime. “When do I get my gym monkeys back doin what they should be doin?”

Dominic tilted his head to Johanna. “A week?”

“I’d really like to keep the boys a little longer,” started Johanna before seeing the coaches frowning face. “But a week’s plenty enough time to see the trial through.” Though truthfully she’d have liked another six months studying the boys.

“Good, cos they wasn’t ever meant to be lab rats,” said the coach rising from the table like he could barely sit in the university’s meeting room a minute longer.

Dominic stood with him and offered his hand across the table. “To the fittest, finest, most successful college athletes America’s ever seen.”

Coach Harkness shook his hand with a raised eyebrow. “You sure as hell talk a good game, Dominic, but time’ll tell.”

Dominic gave a nod, smiling his self-assured smile. “You bet it will.”

Coach Harkness didn’t nod, certainly didn’t smile – the corners of his lips were curved downwards as they always seemed to be – as he withdraw his hand. “Pleasure as always, doctor,” he said with a glance at Johanna as he bounded from the room.

Dominic spent a little longer talking to the moneymen in the doorway in hushed tones while Johanna returned her slides to her briefcase. There were further handshakes, there were slaps on the back, a squeeze on the shoulder, a little laughter that had Johanna looking up and across at the three men; understanding that for all that had been said, this was where the meat in the meeting went down. And that that little boys club right there said so much about why the world was how it was. Feeling more than a slight prickle of disdain, Johanna turned away just as Dominic strolled over.

“Not so much as a smile,” he said.

“I’m sorry?” said Johanna not following.

“The old battle-axe, looked like he’d been sucking lemons as always.”

“That’s his way I suppose. Still, a thank you wouldn’t have hurt.”

There was a silence as Johanna put the last of the slides in her briefcase, then she was feeling Dominic’s touch at the base of her spine.

“Is someone feeling a little unloved? Because that can be remedied.”

“Dominic,” said Johanna with a hint of warning in her tone. It went unheeded as his hand slid a little lower and copped a feel of her behind. Johanna clicked her case shut, spun and faced him, brushing off that hand. “Enough,” she eyeballed him.

Dominic stared right back, smirking all the while. He wasn’t an altogether unattractive man; salt and pepper hair, a roguish charm – and yet in that moment Johanna felt nothing but disgust for him and all the men like him. The sense of entitlement reeked. The sense – his sense – that he could have her at the drop of a hat like he was rumoured to have had so many others, appalled.

“Feisty,” he said, softly right in her face. “I like feisty.”

“Please,” muttered Johanna, letting out a breath and bumping past him. She’d walked all of two strides when she felt his grip tight at her wrist. Her eyes flashed down to it, then immediately up to Dominic.

“Don’t forget why you’re leading this trial,” he sneered. “I can end things for you as quickly as I started them.”

“Let go, Dominic,” said Johanna.

He didn’t just not like go but marched her back against a wall so forcefully it had the briefcase falling from her grasp.

“You think you’re special?” he snarled in her face. “You think you’ve got where you are because of that brain of yours?”

“I said let go!” squirmed Johanna.

As athletic as she was, Dominic overpowered her. He kept her pinned to the wall, his hands sliding up under her skirt, grasping both of her ass cheeks as he whispered at an ear: “You’re a fine piece of pussy, Johanna. That’s all.”

It was then that she brought her leg up and delivered a swift knee to his groin. Dominic gave an animalistic grunt fading into a suffocated whine as he staggered back. Red faced and still making that pathetic noise, he dropped to a knee, clasping his genitals.

“Not any pussy you’ll ever be getting,” spat Johanna. She smoothed down her skirt, straightened her blouse, picked up her briefcase and strolled from the room more convinced than ever at what had to be done.

“In you go.”

Hudson glanced at nurse Scarlett, then stepped into the type of spotless examination room you’d find in any high-end clinic. “Where’s the doc?” he asked.

“Attending to important business,” said Scarlett, striding past him and drawing back a curtain on a medical bed. “But don’t worry, you’re in safe hands. I don’t bite unless you want me to.” She gave a smile, patted the bed. “Sit.”

Hudson did so watching as she walked to a table, flipped open a folder, looked down at it rubbing a heeled foot against a milky white calf.

“How we feeling today?” she asked without turning.

“Same as yesterday. Same as day before that,” answered Hudson, gaze drifting up over her uniform to her shiny, fiery red hair.

“No problems sleeping? No change in bowel habits?”

“Nope, all good.”

The young nurse scribbled something down on the paper, then spun his way. “Let’s have a proper look at you,” she said, coming to him with a small torch in her hand. “Eyes open as wide as you can. Good.”

As she leaned in close Hudson caught a whiff of rose scented perfume that brought to mind a sunlit field filled with the blooming flowers. There was freshness. There was sweetness. There was Scarlett’s red lips a whisker from his own as she shone the torch light in one eye then the other.

“And look left for me. Right. Down. And up. Perfect.”

Her close proximity, her delightful voice, her delicious scent had an inevitable and instantaneous effect. And no sooner had Scarlett clicked off the torchlight, and glanced down than it was giving her reason to smile.

“Is someone playing peekaboo,” she said, giving the head of Hudson’s cock poking up and out of his briefs the lightest of tickling touches. A touch that had a tingling shiver sweeping right through him.

“Crap,’ murmured Hudson, biting his lip, looking down in embarrassment at his lack of control.

“No need to apologise on my account,” said Scarlett, strolling over to the table, picking up a small thermometer and strolling back again. “Open your mouth.”

Hudson did so, allowing her to place the thermometer in his mouth.

“And shut,” she said, having him hold it there between his teeth while she stood right there before him, one palm resting on his knee, the fingers of the other tapping his thigh marking time. She knew what she was doing to him, didn’t she? He wasn’t just stiff but beginning to thrum with desperate hot need.

Scarlett casually picked the thermometer from his mouth and looked at it like she had all the time in the world. Hudson wouldn’t have been surprised if it was flashing a temperature hotter than the sun. As it was Scarlett showed no alarm. She returned to the table, noted something down while once again running a foot against the milky white skin of her calf – an action Hudson found so exceptionally erotic that it alone was winding the wheel of his arousal a couple more full turns.

He was staring with all the coolness of a dog panting in the midday sun when Scarlett told him without turning to stand. He slipped off the bed and stood for what felt like a good minute while she kept her back to him, sliding that foot against the back of her lower leg, driving him wild. When she finally turned and came towards him, there was no attempt to hide what she was about to do. She took hold of the top of his briefs with both hands, eyed him with a wicked little smile, then slowly tugged them downwards, springing his stiff cock free.

“Left foot, and right foot,” she said, crouching, having him lift each foot so she could pick up the underwear from beneath him. She dropped the briefs on the bed and grasped hold of his balls, not tightly, but enough to make him straighten. “Some of the girls think you’re the start of a revolution. That the doc’s stumbled on a way to enslave the whole male race. What do you think about that?”

Hudson could have told her about the dreams he’d been having – of female dominated worlds. How they aroused and flustered him. How they made his insides turn to goo. But in his hyper arousal, with his balls held so, he could barely speak, let alone think.

“I don’t know,” he answered lamely.

Scarlett scoffed. “Of course you don’t, because it won’t be your job to know anything. Just obey.” She encircled her thumb and forefinger around his scrotum and gave his bulging balls a playful spank that for all its lightness still had Hudson emitting a grunt as he tensed. Immediately she followed this up with a swiping slap of his cock that had him tensing again, grunting too.

“Sorry, couldn’t resist,” chuckled Scarlett. “Hard cocks like that are just so darn slappable.” She eyed him a moment maybe expecting some kind of comeback. Hudson didn’t have one, not with his thoughts galloping two to the dozen. “You want me to kiss it better?”

“Uh-huh,” he said, instantly forgetting any soreness.

“Too bad. Now get down on your hands and knees, I wanna see just how obedient you can be.”

Hudson dropped with no thought to do anything but. He had that sensual tingling at the back of his scalp, that needy urge to be given command. He gazed up at Scarlett as she gazed down at him, eagerly waiting on her word. Not remotely caring how humiliating it was to be on his hands and knees, naked and stiff beneath her.

Scarlett started forward. “Worship,” she said, “kiss the ground I walk on.”

And once again there was zero hesitation as down he went, quickly pecking one kiss, then a second, then third and fourth and so on as he trailed the nurse’s white heeled step across the tiled floor. Scarlett looked down and behind, smiling at him following doing exactly as she’d asked.

“Come on now, keep up,” she all but chuckled, increasing her pace, having Hudson scurrying to stay with her.

At the far wall she arced back round the way they’d come, tittering here and there, letting Hudson know exactly how amusing she found his blind obedience. It billowed his insides hot. It fed the furnace that blazed at his core to please her. His focus remained entirely fixed on Scarlett’s white heels, her sexy stride as they lifted then landed in almost hypnotic rhythm; leading him, clicking their command for him to; kiss, kiss, kiss.

At last they came to a stop back by the medical bed and Hudson snapped out the horny funk he’d fallen into, gaze rising over milky calves, her narrow waist, then up to see her scooping her glossy red locks over a shoulder, peering around and down at him over that same shoulder.

“I enjoyed that,” she said, “but I think I’d enjoy something else a lot more.”

And with that she was hitching up the hem of her white uniform to reveal that not only was she not wearing panties, but an ass that’s plump white pertness was as irresistible as freshly fallen snowfall. Hudson went to dive right in, only to be stopped by the heel of Scarlett’s hand at his forehead.

“Manage to impress me and I might just give that cock of yours something to do,” she said.

Hudson’s smouldering look, his sizzling intensity, had Scarlett tugging him forward with a handful of hair. He buried his face in the crack of her delicious ass, and licked under her in one long scoop that had her gasping. This was followed immediately by another long stroke of his tongue, then another. Within a handful of seconds, she was slapping her hand to the wall, cocking a knee to the bed and purring with pleasure.

Hudson went on licking, swiping, manipulating his tongue in rippling wave after wave just as Dr Harper had taught him. Till finally Scarlett was stamping that heel back down on the floor and crying out in almost moaning shriek. Her ass thrust back in trembling quiver, suffocating Hudson for a good ten seconds at least, before sliding down and up his still outstretched tongue, before giving him room to breathe.

Scarlett remained standing, clasping the edge of the bed, head tilted upwards for one long moment, before she was smoothing back her red hair and tugging down her uniform.

“Good job,” she smiled down at Hudson. “You got you’re A-star. Now hop up on the bed. I’m not done examining you. Not by a long shot.”
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A hand loosely clasping a wrist at her spine, Johanna slowly circled her two brawny, naked football players, Brody and Micha.

“Eyes straight ahead, boys,” she said as they each snuck glances at her out of the corners of their eyes. She stopped a moment behind them, taking in their exceptionally muscular backsides, before circling round to their fronts and standing right in their eyeline. She allowed her gaze to drop, linger on their healthy sized cocks beginning to lengthen and thicken and rise, then snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. “Down,” she commanded.

Knees bent to the tiled floor, eyes remained fixed straight ahead, cocks continued their upward ascent. Johanna stood to one side, observing the two athletes kneeling for her. There was no change in their behaviour. There was no change in any of the boys behaviour. They remained quick to arouse, they remained entirely willing and obedient in the right conditions – most conditions – to do exactly as they were told.

“Hands on each other’s cocks,” said Johanna without so much as blinking. Brody’s left-hand wrapped Micha’s stiff shaft. Micha’s right, Brody’s. “Now stroke, very, very slowly. That’s it. Back and forth, back and forth. Doesn’t that feel good?”

The two boys nodded, said as one “Yes, doctor.”

Johanna snorted softly. She remembered football player sorts exactly like them from her own college days; cocky boys, entitled boys, boys who believed in their own superiority and considered the opposite sex nothing more than sluts and hoes to be used purely for their own gratification. Watching Brody and Micha doing what they’d no doubt never dreamt they’d be doing in a million years, brought a smile to her lips. It amused her and excited her and if she was completely honest, aroused her.

The fluttering feeling settled low in her belly as she strolled over to the window, looked out at the branches of the pines swaying in a gentle breeze. It wasn’t too late, she could end the trial, bring a halt to the whole shebang with one phone call. Did she want that? Wasn’t a world in which men, young and old, were more persuadable, suggestible, outright obedient to women, a better one? Hadn’t the patriarchy outstayed its welcome? Thought of Dominic and Johanna had her answer.

She turned from the window to the two boys slowly stroking cocks that glistened all the way from the base of their shafts to the swollen heads with precum.

“Stop,” she said.

And with that one simple word, they did. Johanna, walking a little more purposely now, went to her office chair and sat, not leaning back, but sitting straight-backed, knees together, black skirt hitched up slightly. “You first, Brody,” she said. “Get over my lap.”

The well-built football player positioned himself accordingly without so much as a peep. It was thought of Dominic and how he’d treated her in that conference room three days ago that had done it. Relit a spark of irritation and anger that suddenly needed venting.

She parted her thighs just enough for Brody’s slippery erection to nestle between them, then brought them together, trapping him in place before delivering the first of what would be ten walloping hits.

“How does me spanking you make you feel?” she asked, gently running her fingers over an ass that had taken on a pleasing pinkness.

“Humiliating,” answered Brody.

“Anything else?”

“Incredibly arousing,” he said softly, sounding like he’d swallowed a stone.

“What was that? Speak up now,” said Johanna having heard well enough.

“Arousing, incredibly arousing,” Brody repeated louder.

A smile widened Johanna’s lips and with blurring swipe of her hand she was turning Brody’s ass from pink to a deeper rosy red. When she was done – and she really was feeling better for it – she had him lick up the trail of cock juice he’d left on her legs, then it was Micah’s turn. On his third whopping spank – as her hand hovered in the air about to descend – she had her lightbulb moment.

Dominic. The drug. All the women he’d angered. The idea was so simple she didn’t know how she hadn’t thought of it before. It was simply a matter of connecting the dots. Seeing how things fell. What was there to lose – her job? In a week or two – when Dominic was done with her – she most likely wouldn’t have one anyway. She unleashed several hard spanks across Micha’s ass cheeks, then pushed him off her lap.

“Remember this feeling of humiliation,” she said to the two athletes before her. “Let it burn into your conscience. Let it forever remind which of the sexes is in charge. Now put on your briefs and get out. Nurse Amy outside will take you back to the ward.”

Johanna watched with some amusement as they struggled unsuccessfully to squeeze their stiff cocks back into their tighty whites. By the time the door opened and closed shut, she’d already swivelled round to her computer, ready to start putting her plan into action.

The last week went by in a flash.

“Will I see you again after this?” Hudson asked Dr Harper after she’d given one last speech wishing the boys well, thanking them for their time and commitment and contribution to sports science.

“Most likely. I’ll be keeping a close watch of all of you,” she said with a smile that made Hudson’s heart thump.

He watched her stride away, stop and turn at the door and give the ward and the boys a final sweeping glance. There was a satisfied nod, then she was gone. And Hudson was feeling the air go out of him like a balloon pricked with a pin.

Ten minutes later and he was following behind nurse Amy in the same group of four he’d been in when he’d walked the same corridor all those weeks ago. Then they’d been arriving. Now they were leaving.

“Briefs in the wash basket, please. Retrieve your possessions from your lockers,” said Amy, leading them into the locker room.

And just like that Hudson and Landon, Micha and Cooper, were stripping out of their underwear, dropping it into the basket already half full with those that had gone before them. They walked over to lockers baring their backsides to the blonde nurse one last time. As Hudson opened his, he was aware of whispery voices back over by the doorway and turned to see Amy had been joined by her fellow nurses in having one last good ogle. Their objectifying stares, gleeful smiles, didn’t bother Hudson in the slightest. If anything he actually enjoyed it a little. Had that been the case before? He really couldn’t remember – how long ago that first day seemed now.

As it was, he put on the clothes he’d arrived in along with his wristwatch and gold chain, finding it weirder covering himself up given how commonplace his nudity or half nudity had become. The nurses saw the final four boys through to the waiting room, where there were goodbye hugs, pecks on cheeks, reminders to stay in touch and longing looks that spoke of the fondness the young women had grown to have for them.

“It was a pleasure, boys,” beamed Riley.

“You bet it was,” said Cooper.

Hudson held up a hand to the five nurses waving them off and stepped out into a cloudless clear day that’s brightness had him wincing. There were fist bumps with the other boys as they headed their different ways to their rides. Tyler was leaning against Hudson’s yellow wrangler when he reached it.

“I’m almost going to miss it,” he said.

Hudson glanced round to the squat sprawling medical complex. “I know what you mean.” He looked to a window from which he thought she might be watching. But there was no one. “Come on,” he said, hopping in the wrangler.

“So that’s that,” said Tyler.

“That’s that,” said Hudson.

The two of them looked to one another, breaking into big grins at the craziness of the past month. Then Tyler was jabbing on the radio. Hudson reversing out. And with Bon Jovi blaring, the roof down and the breeze in their hair, they were tearing out the lot entirely unware what trailblazers they and their fellow volunteers were.
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Two Months Later…

“Check it out, look who’s here,” said Tyler behind Hudson as he and the other eight all-star college one-hundred metre swim finalists walked out into the cheering, packed arena.

Hudson looked to the crowd, breath catching as he spotted Dr Harper seated next to Coach Harkness.

“Guess she’s been keepin’ a close eye on us after all,” said Tyler. “Try to keep up, buddy,” He clapped Hudson on the shoulder on passing and strode over to lane seven.

At lane four Hudson stared out at the light blue water of the pool stretching out ahead, almost glimmering under the spotlights high above. He removed the headphones at his neck, he stripped out of his tracksuit, kissing his gold chain for good luck, before dropping it onto the pile of his clothing in the white basket. Then he was walking to the pool, bending down and splashing some of the water on his chest and shoulders as he liked to do to get into race mode.

He stepped up onto his block between the other swimmers. There was another glance to the bleachers. Coach Harkness nodded. Dr Harper smiled. Hudson turned back to that rectangle of blue, shaking out his arms, loosening his limbs.

“Take your marks,” came the call.

And he like every one of the ten swimmers was positioning himself on the edge of the block, one leg slightly bent behind the other, body tilted forward, long arms gripping the block below. The crowd had fallen silent. Hudson could feel the slow beat of his heart. He controlled his breathing. He felt an icy calm come over him as his vision narrowed to his lane of blue. Then the whistle sounded, and he was diving for it.

Arms and legs tucked in at his sides, legs and feet motioning like flippers, he cut through the tranquil stillness submarine like, the momentum of the dive carrying him forward, one, two, three seconds, then he was breaking the surface, gasping in a quick breath as his strong arms reached out and legs kicked powerfully. Had he ever felt more right, more at home than whenever he was doing this? There was something now pushing it – but nothing else.

He gulped in another half breath seeing the competitor to his right, level. In no time at all he was at the far wall, turning artfully, pushing off its side to propel him forward. He rode the momentum a beat, then his arms were again sweeping out in front of him, dragging back, legs and feet kicking for all they were worth, slicing him through the water. The crowd were up. There was a cacophonous roar. Hudson heard nothing but the pounding pulse of his own heartbeat. In the ruthless heat of competition, everything faded but that single need to win.

There was no stopping him now. He was a heads length, then half a body’s length, with the gap still growing he tapped the wall and gulped in a massive lungful of air, seeing his record time at number one on the monitor high above. There was a look to Dr Harper – one of the few still seated – clapping demurely like she’d expected nothing less. There was a look to coach Harkness, standing with his fist clenched before him. Then Tyler, who’d squeaked in second, was pushing up onto his shoulders in celebration.

Ten minutes later – medal presentation over – they were under showerheads washing the chlorinated water off their skin.

“So I was thinking drinks at Benny’s, then we hook up with Megan and her tasty colleagues and hit the clubs.”

“Kinda have to take care of something,” said Hudson.

Tyler raised his eyebrows. “Wow. All-star state champion and you’ve gotta take care of something. Do you know how big a deal this is? It’s huge. It’s massive. It needs a wild, epic fucking night to remember it.”

“We’ll celebrate, Tyler. Just not tonight, okay?”

Tyler let out a deflated breath. “Is it a girl? Because if it’s a girl I dunno what the big secret is.”

Hudson smiled a you’re-no-getting-anything-from-me smile and switched off the shower.

“Tomorrow, buddy, and I’m there.”

“Okay Champ,” came Tyler’s call from behind.

“I gotta admit I was sceptical.”

“You don’t say,” said Johanna, walking with coach Harkness from the aquatic centre back through campus.

“But there’s no doubt about, it’s a gamechanger.”

“As I said it would be.”

“As you said it would be,” chuckled the normally surly coach. “I was stupid, pig-headed.”

“Close minded,” added Johanna.

“Close minded. And I owe you an apology, Johanna.”

Johanna glanced at the previously miserable, crotchety coach, half smiling to herself. The change in attitude and demeanour in her presence was quite something. And she knew exactly what it was down to. The coach was well aware of the drugs many beneficial effects, he’d seen them in his athletes. Was it any wonder he’d wanted a little of what they were having?

“Shush now,” she said, silencing him and turning her attention to her surrounds. At first glance you might have thought the bustling campus was like that of any academic institution of its kind. But of course Johanna knew different. The signs were subtle, barely noticeable, but if you looked for them they were there; boys carrying girls bags, a boy taking a girl’s empty coke bottle and putting it in the trash, a plump girl seated with two boys – the same fit, sporty types who belonged to a community in which the drug was being passed around like catnip – either side, hanging off her every word. Johanna saw another boy lifting his shirt, showing his chiselled abs to a smiling group of girls. She could only imagine what was going on behind closed doors.

Inwardly beaming a big smile, she stepped through the door the coach held open for her and into the main building. Inside she was greeted warmly by the university’s president, a tall rake of a man with slickly parted grey hair. She was schmoozed and thanked and awarded a framed certificate in honour of her contribution to the university’s sporting prowess. It was made clear in a spacious office – her office now apparently – that she had full support in pushing the programme through so that not one athlete at the university did not benefit. Johanna nodded and smiled and of course said all the right things, thinking how clueless they were.

“Shame to hear about, Dominic,” said coach Harkness on the way out.

“Really? I thought you hated his guts.”

A raspy chuckle. “Can’t say we ever saw eye to eye.”

“Then don’t pretend you’re not glad to see the back of him.” Because I’m not, Johanna might well have added. Her plan to oust him had gone about as smoothly as it could have done. A few samples of the finished product wrapped up all nice and pretty and placed in his office, and much like the coach he couldn’t resist. Then it was just a question of the right person asking the right questions. And there’d been plenty of women wanting to even a few scores. It hadn’t taken long for the affairs, the abuse – Johanna was far from the only colleague he’d forced himself upon – to become public knowledge.

The implosion was swift. Not only had he been stood down, but faced the collapse of his marriage and a criminal investigation. Who said creeps don’t get their just desserts.

“If there’s anything you need,” said the coach walking Johanna all the way to her car, “don’t hesitate.”

“I won’t,” she replied, pretty sure she had everything she needed and more.

The two bedroomed house – a comfy lock up and leave – ideally suited Johanna what with her working so often. She eyed the yellow wrangler parked up on the sidewalk, then rolled past it and swung into her driveway. She was clicking off the seat belt when her phone buzzed. The message was from Dominic’s replacement, one Trisha Goodridge, officially informing her of the many more millions that would be pouring into the programme. There’d been something of revolution at the top of Nava Therapeutics. A distinctly female one that Johanna was pretty certain wasn’t coincidence.

“Excellent news,” she texted back, her already upbeat mood bolstered further. She picked her briefcase from the passenger seat, giddy of spirit got out the car and crossed to the house. Inside she glanced at her radiant reflection in the hallway mirror, then made her way to the living room where, as had become a common occurrence, her swimmer was waiting for her.

Hudson knelt on the grey carpet, hands clasped behind his head, gold medal dangling at his chest, not so much as a stitch of clothing on him. His arousal at being kept waiting in such a submissive position, obvious from the semi he was sporting.

“There’s my champion,” said Johanna unable to stop a full white toothed smile spreading across her face at sight of him.

His tongue flicked out, brushing against a lower lip in hungry desire as his gaze swept up and over her long slender legs. Johanna let the moment stretch out; her clothed dominance, his naked submission. She sauntered over to a nearby table where he had a bottle of Merlot open and a wine glass ready. She poured some of the deep maroon liquid into the rounded glass, then turned Hudson’s way, casually leaning back against the table, seeing him watching her. He no longer sported a semi, but a big full hard on.

Johanna took it, him, in, sipping her wine. “I saw you today,” she said.

“I know.”

“You were sensational.”

“Thank you.”

“The perfect example of what can be achieved.”

Hudson gulped, seeming to get her meaning; that she wasn’t just talking about the pool and the drugs ability to enhance physical performance, but the here and now and him so visibly demonstrating his willing obedience.

“Makes you think, doesn’t it?” Johanna had been doing a lot of that lately. She wasn’t naive enough to think the world would change overnight. But new links with sports teams were being established, in varying strengths the drug repackaged as an alternative to Viagra or an all-round health elixir to boost wellbeing. One way or another it was going to find its way into more and more people’s lives.

Then there was the female angle. Further clinical trials – this time involving her own sex – showed they didn’t just get all the physical benefits males did, but what you could say were none of its drawbacks. There was zero sign of any susceptibility to becoming more persuadable, suggestible or obedient. If anything the women on the trial had become more dominant, more forthright.

Joahanna couldn’t help but wonder what it would mean to have those forces working in tandem across a large population group. She felt she’d had a glimpse of it at the university. A start of something that had her insides feeling like they were wrung tight with jittery excitement. She held that feeling down. She calmly had another sip of her wine eyeing her swimmer kneeling with his hands behind his head, and his truncheon of an erection projecting upwards.

“Aren’t you going to show me your medal?” she asked.

He dropped his hands and immediately shuffled forward on his knees, cock bobbing ahead of him. Johanna picked the gold medal at his chest, weighing it in her hand.

“What a talented boy you are,” she said, revelling in her superior tone and complete command over him. She lay the medal back flat against his smooth bare skin, and tenderly stroked his cheek. “Would you like some of my wine?”

Hudson nodded with a look that suggested he wanted anything that had come close to those lips of hers.

“Open up then.”

Johanna took a slow sip. She swilled the wine in her mouth, then leaned down and keeping her hair from her face, opened it, letting the red liquid flow into Hudson’s gaping mouth. She gave a snicker, watching him shut his mouth and swallow. Then he was staring up at her entirely transfixed, lips parting.

“Maybe some more later.” She scooped up a droplet that had run down the side of his chin, had him suck it from her finger. “Good boy, very good sucking,” she said, smiling devilishly.

She brushed her wet finger against his upper arm, and strolled over to the couch, where she sat, crossed one leg over the other and tapped a thigh. Hudson came to her like a well-trained dog to its master.

“You know what to do,” said Johanna, circling her heel.

Hudson delicately removed her shoe and began massaging her foot.

“That’s it,” murmured Johanna, putting her wine glass down on a side table and sinking back into the couch as any tension left her. She stretched her arms out either side along the back of the couch, luxuriating in Hudson’s subservience. “Hmm,” she hummed, eyes closing, losing herself to the kneading, massaging, relaxing sensation rolling upwards and through her. “Such a good submissive. Just how I like my boys,” she said, half smiling down at Hudson.

She had him slide the heel back on, then re-crossed her legs so her other foot was there before him. He didn’t need to be told what to do. He slipped off the heel, began massaging her right foot as he had her left. Johanna looked down at his worshipping devotion, her thoughts returning to a future in which every woman had a boy like him. It wasn’t long before she was feeling a hot and horny urge as insistent as an itch that needed scratching. She had Hudson put her shoe back on, then rose from the couch.

“Let’s go, Champion,” she said, having him remain on his hands and knees crawling behind her as she left the living room and headed upstairs – convinced it was only the beginning.
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