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Chapter 1

Professor Diane Kinsley peered down the lens of the microscope at the red blood cells. Something didn’t sit right with her. She just couldn’t work out what. The pretty blonde switched her focus from the microscope to the computer. The reams of data from the drug trial suggested nothing untoward. Then what? thought Diane, taking off her reading glasses, holding the tip of them to her lips in silent contemplation. What?

The trickle of laughter out in the corridor vaporised her train of thought, had her stiffening. She knew it was intentional. She knew who it was and why he was doing it.

“Hold on,” his voice came from outside. Then he was pushing into the office. “Someone’s working late,” said Andrew.

Diane put on her glasses, returned her gaze to the screen. “You know I don’t agree with the dosages.”

She heard the dismissive exhale of a breath pass through his teeth. Then he was stepping closer.

“That’s the difference between you and me Diane. You’re safe, boring, vanilla.” His hot breath past over her cheek as he leaned in close. “You ever taken it up the ass Diane?”

“That’s enough!” she said, swiping off her glasses, glowering up at him.

Andrew smirked. “You know I’ve got a PHD student waiting outside. You could join us.”

The nerve astounded her. Breathing heavily, glaring, Diane was lost for words.

“No? Oh well,” smiled Andrew. “Your loss.”

With that he waltzed out, leaving the door half open behind him. Diane heard the laughter again from the corridor, then it was gone and she was left sitting, stewing. Who the hell did he think he was? His behaviour had been beyond unacceptable this past month. Ever since she’d put an end to their relationship (if you could call it that) he’d been behaving like a child. It was she who’d caught him cheating. Did he think she’d just take it?

Ten minutes later Diane was striding across the university car park. She got in her car, slammed the door shut. For a moment she sat in the dark trying to still her racing pulse. She could quit. She could find another high paying job at a different university. But why should she? Why should she run away like a little girl? Why should she let Andrew win?

Turning on the ignition, pulling out the car park, she already knew she was going nowhere.

The tight black leggings left little to the imagination. Fuck me, thought Luke, eyes lingering on Amelia’s juicy behind as she leant over the bar. She must have sensed his look, because she glanced behind his way. Luke didn’t look away. He let his gaze drift down then up, letting her know just what he was finding so interesting. Bouncy dark hair, gleaming brown eyes, oh and that body – Amelia was a ten all right.

She turned back to the bar, whispering something to a tawny haired girl at her side. This girl snuck a look Luke’s way. Luke raised his bottle of beer, tilted it in her direction smiling. Then he was watching the two beauties – drinks in hand – heading back to their table.

“Those girls,” he muttered, feeling a randy throb at his loins.

“It’s almost time,” came Oscar’s voice to his right. “We doing this?”

“Yeah we’re doing this.” Luke took swig of his beer, pushed up. “Come on.”

A noisy murmur filled the student union bar, the tables were full, the sheets of paper for the pub quiz being handed out. Luke with Oscar alongside him, stepped from his table of fellow rugby players to Amelia’s table of all girls.

“Evening girls,’ he said letting his gaze drift down the table, purposely letting it settle on Amelia last.

“Is there something you want?” she asked in a slightly dismissive, condescending tone.

Luke knew it was bluff. There’d been sexual sparks between them this entire semester. “How about we up the ante?” he said.

“How?” asked Lauren, Amelia’s tawny haired friend.

“A little bet. We win – when we win – you girls clean every one of our rooms.” Luke glanced around at his fellow rugby players.

“And if we win?” asked blonde Amy.

“We do the same for you.”

A couple of the girls smiled. A few shook their heads. A few rolled their eyes. “How do we know you won’t cheat?” asked Amelia.

“How do we know you won’t,” replied Luke, as quick on his feet as ever.

That mouth of Amelia’s that always looked on the verge of a smile, pouted in consideration. It was the type of smile that had Luke wanting to slap her and fuck her at the same time.  “Come on,” he said. “Let’s have some fun. Unless you girls are chicken.”

Amelia’s gleaming eyes locked on his making his pulse race a little quicker, then she was looking to the rest of the table. “We in?” There were nods, smiles. Amelia turned back to Luke. “I hope you boys aren’t sore losers.”

Luke smiled, but not too broadly. He didn’t want to give anything away after all. As he spun, Oscar’s hand found his shoulder. “We got them.”

Now the broad smile came.

A few minutes later the quiz was underway, an hour after that it was all over and scores were being tallied, then read out. “Team Wonks fifth,” announced the host into his microphone. “Fourth team University Challenged. Third team Sith. Drum roll people.”

The quickening beat of hands slapping tables filled the bar. Luke looked at Amelia. Amelia looked at Luke. This was about far more than some silly quiz. This was about bringing her down a peg or two, showing she wasn’t as clever as she thought she was. The fact that Luke had fixed the whole thing didn’t matter a jot to him. Here it comes.

“The runners up…team Not just a pretty face. Which means team Ballers take it.”

The girls table slumped. The boys table erupted in rowdy celebration. Luke’s eyes stayed on Amelia as he was pulled into a headlock by Oscar. She shook her head, swung back to her table. A moment later Luke and Oscar were striding over. “So how’s tomorrow for you girls?” asked Luke, not disguising his glee.

“How’d you do it?” asked Lauren.

“Do what?”

“Cheat,” said Amelia.

Luke fixed her with his triumphant gaze. “Who’s the sore loser now?”

Amelia pushed back her chair, the others followed.

“Give us a time, we’ll be waiting.” Luke watched that perfect pert ass disappear out through the door, then he and Oscar were returning to their victorious table. A boy who’d been behind the bar had slipped into their celebrations. “Good job,” Luke whispered to him. “Good job.”

That heads up on those questions had worked a treat. Luke was already thinking about tomorrow.

The pretty blonde lab coated professor turned a few heads as she strode purposefully into the science building. Diane didn’t notice the lustful looks. It was a new day. Which meant another chance to find out what exactly was going on in this drug trial of theirs. Her focus had narrowed to nothing else this past month.

She headed straight for her office, put down her briefcase, turned on the computer. A second later there was a knock at the door, and for one awful moment she thought it was him. But then Tessa poked her head round the door. Her lips were pressed tight.

“What is it?” asked Diane.

“He’s already got things up and running.”

They were supposed to be equals. This was supposed to be a joint enterprise. Irritation rumbling, Diane stepped into the main lab to see a couple of topless boys jogging on a running machine, Andrew flirting with one of the young female technicians. She aimed a killer look his way, then strode past him and taking a seat, began examining the latest data.

The trial was all about intensifying athletic performance, speeding recovery. The university was sports mad. Any breakthrough would be hugely advantageous, not to mention enormously prestigious for whoever made it. Andrew knew that. Which was partly why he was shutting her out. Luckily for her she knew something he didn’t.

“Morning,” came Andrew’s voice behind her.

“Morning,” said Diane, without looking his way.

There was a pause, then his hand was at her shoulder squeezing. Painfully so. Diane turned with a frown. Andrew smiled. His dark hair, blue eyes, handsome face that had all once been such an attraction, only made her bristle. All she saw now was smug arrogance.

“Don’t forget who’s running this study,” said Andrew.

“Please.” She was about to turn when his finger found the underside of her chin, forced her eyes back up to his.

“You’re a clever girl Diane. You don’t want to make an enemy of me.”

Me! He was the one behaving like a child because she’d ended things. She swiped his hand away, spun her chair back to the work bench. Still he wasn’t done.

“I want you back Diane,” he purred at her ear. “I want that pussy begging for it.”

Diane let out a breath, felt her body draw tight. Then he was gone.

“Are you okay?” asked Tessa.

“I’m fine,” lied Diane, noticing one of her female subjects stepping into the lab. “Get things set up for Hannah please.”

Tessa nodded, showed the girl to a treadmill. As she did so Diane swung back to the microscope, placed a different slide beneath it. It was through her trials of the girls – trials Andrew wanted nothing to do with – that she knew there was something going on with the boys. What was she seeing in their samples that she wasn’t seeing in the girls? Was it background noise? Was it even important? She was determined to find out.

The day had crawled by; there’d been the gym, a few lectures, drop in with Professor West and sexy Professor Kinsley, but now the moment Luke had been waiting for was finally here. The girls tread on the stairs of the student block was laboured, reluctant. They didn’t want to do this one bit, which made it all the sweeter.

“Here they come,” said Oscar, voice cracking a little with glee.

Luke didn’t need to be told. He saw Amelia’s pretty pink cheeked face leading the group. He saw the haughty, above it all expression, and felt that quickening of his pulse, that thickening at his crotch.

“Pick any girl you want,” he said to the other boys in the doorways to their rooms. “But Amelia’s mine.”

His gaze swung back to the approaching girls, back to Amelia. He didn’t realise it, but he was wearing a big grin. The boys each claimed their girl with the subtlety of a vulture descending on its prey. Luke let Amelia watch, see where that ‘I’m too clever’ attitude had gotten her. Then he was nodding her inside.

“Why am I not surprised,” she sighed.

“Did I say you could speak,” said Luke.

Amelia rolled her big brown eyes. “Fine. Where would you like me to start?”

Luke flicked his chin to a pile of sports crap on the floor. “Over there. You can work your way round.”

Amelia got to it, cleaning the mess, tidying the room. And as she did Luke lounged back on the bed, popped some gum in his mouth. “Do a good job and you might just get a reward,” he said popping a bubble.

Amelia shot him a less than impressed look, then she was back at it, cleaning. Luke didn’t bother stifling his laughter. This felt good, so good seeing Amelia as his own personal maid. It wasn’t just her attractiveness, it was her self regard. Girls like Amelia thought they were going to undo the patriarchy, change the world. Maybe they would. But right now, right in this moment, she was his bitch, which was all that mattered as far as Luke was concerned.

“You missed a spot,” he said, blowing out another bubble.

This time she didn’t look around, so this time Luke took the opportunity to let his gaze linger on that tight little ass. The only thing that could make this any sweeter would be if she was dressed up in one of those frilly maid outfits. The thought had him stiffening. By the time Amelia had circled the room, neatening things up, his hard on was tucked into the waistband of his shorts.

“There. I’m done,” said Amelia.

“You’re not done till I say your done.” Luke flicked his head sideways. “The bathrooms over there.”

“You’re joking.”

“A bet’s a bet.”

Amelia gave him one of her moody pants and stomped for the bathroom. Chuckling Luke rolled off the bed. He couldn’t contain his urges any longer. This entire semester Amelia had been teasing, taunting. Now he was going to take. He stepped into the bathroom behind her, found her bent at the sink. That ass just asking for it. So he grabbed.

“Hey!” Amelia shrieked. “Get off!”

Luke who was pressed up against her, both hands clasping that juicy behind, felt a tingling strangeness pass right over his scalp. His hands let go enabling Amelia to squeeze out between him and the sink. Then she dashed from the bathroom, on out the bedroom leaving the door swinging. Luke looked down at his hands. What had just happened?

It’s chemicals, all chemicals, thought Diane, gaze drawn to the table of boys laughing boisterously. She watched as they snuck glances at a table of girls nearby. They’re hostages and they don’t even know it.

“Diane…?”

Maybe it’s simply testosterone that explains the difference. Maybe the drug interacts with it in some way. Maybe…

“Diane!”

Diane’s gaze snapped from the students to Asma across from her. She was smiling slightly, looking at her intently. There was a hint of concern in her look. “Is everything all right?” she asked.

Diane noticed Tessa next to her. She shared the same look of concern as Asma. “I was just thinking…” What exactly was she thinking? That testosterone was a law unto itself. That it explained so much about the world. And what was wrong with it. “About the study.”

Asma’s dark features softened in sympathy. “It’s Andrew isn’t it?”

“Andrew’s Andrew,” said Diane.

“You know you could always lodge a formal complaint if his bullying gets too much.”

“No,” said Diane. “I can handle Andrew.” But could she? Truthfully, she wasn’t really sure.

Asma gave Tessa a look that said ‘I tried, I asked.’ Diane meanwhile was sipping from her coffee, gaze directly back on the students. What was she missing?


Chapter 2

They called the red open topped sports car the beast. It was Greg’s pride and joy. And as friend of Greg, unspoken leader of the group, Luke got dibs on the seat in front beside him. Sam, Oscar and Josh were in the back in what the boys referred to as the gimp seats as the car sped through the green countryside.

“Woohoo!” yelled Luke, feeling the wind in his hair, seeing the hedgerows and fields flash by in a blur.

Before long the car was slowing as they returned to the streets around campus that they so often cruised. A couple of beauties went by and the boys were whistling, hollering. The girls hurried on and Luke chuckled. This place was pussy central and none of the boys could get enough of it.

“Hey look…” Luke thumped Greg on the chest with the back of his palm. Amelia.

Greg saw the group of girls all right. He smiled, lurched the car forward.

“How’s it going girls?” Luke called as the car crawled the kerb beside them. A number of the female students looked his way, but not Amelia. “What’s up Amelia? Still sore about yesterday?”

The others probably thought he was referring to the forfeit, not his wandering hands. Again, Amelia didn’t acknowledge him. He glanced at the other boys with a smile. The inference in the look was that this uptight bitch needed lubing up. Perhaps he should have left it there. Told Greg to drive. But he wanted to see those pretty cheeks blush pink, wanted her to look at him. And besides, his horniness was off the charts, just as it had been of late. There was no way he was leaving it there. And so he pushed a little more.

“Don’t be such a frump Amelia, lighten up.”

“Leave her alone,” said one of the other girls.

Luke ignored her. “I know what you need. How about you come back to mine and we finish off where we started?”

Now she swung, pink rising. “Bite me!”

The it happened again, the same tingling sensation over his scalp. Not only that, he was hopping out of the car, dashing towards her. Then he was lurching head first, biting, actually biting her arm.

“Ow! You animal!” Amelia screamed, pushing him away.

Luke watched the girls form a protective ring around her as they hurried away. He stood momentarily dazed as the light wispy sensation tingled itself out. Then he was hearing the laughter of the boys behind.

“Way to go Romeo,” said Oscar.

“That was some crazy shit,” said Greg as Luke hopped back in next to him.

Luke half smiled, flicked his chin upwards pretending it had been meant. But behind the front, there was real concern. What the fuck is happening to me?

“Please, take a seat,” said Diane, showing the angular woman into her office. The psychiatrist sat, folding one leg over another. Diane crossed her own. “Well, what’s so urgent?”

The woman named Amanda Fielding, eyed her a second longer like she was still weighing up whether she should have come here at all. “This is confidential Diane. But it’s something I have to share. Something I have to investigate. However crazy.”

Diane had the strong sense she was about to hear something she’d been waiting an awful long time to hear. “Go on,” she said.

“It relates to some of the boys in your study. A few of them have come to me displaying, well, what you might term cognitive agency disruption.”

“I’m not sure I follow,” said Diane, heart racing a little more quickly, breathing becoming slightly heavier.

“Suggestibility. Obedience.” Dr Fielding shook her head. “The two boys that have come to me – and I believe there must be more – are unable to maintain control of their actions. Put bluntly they do whatever a female voice command’s them to.”

Diane stared at the psychiatrist before her. This statuesque woman was distinguished, intelligent, but it couldn’t possibly be right what she was telling her, could it?

“It’s true Diane. I’ve witnessed it with my own eyes. I’ve had the boys reveal things they wouldn’t possibly…” Dr Fielding trailed off. “Well the short of it is, I’m certain it’s no trick. And if I’m right—”

“The implications would be…”

Amanda smiled a taut smile. “Now you understand why I’m here.”

Diane sat for a moment feeling like the walls of the office had shrunken out of existence and the university beyond them too. “Have you spoken to anyone else about this?”

“No. Nobody but you.”

“Good, good,” said Diane. The thought that she might have already gone to Andrew with this had her heart jolting.

“I’d like to run some further tests,” said Amanda. “Some brain scans and the like. Given the boys permission.”

If it’s all true she should have no problems in that last regard, thought Diane. “Do what you need to do. But this stays between us.”

“Of course,” smiled Amanda. This time showing her teeth.

Where are u?

Something’s come up.

What? What could be more important than training?

You’ll see.

This last message was followed by a smiley face emoji. “What the fuck?” muttered Luke, and that’s when he looked up from his phone to see Amelia sauntering his way. She looked happy, far happier than she did yesterday, that was for sure.

“Wondering where the rest of the gang are?” There was an amused glint in her eye. A look that suggested she was in on some big secret. Just what was she up to?

“Don’t try to be clever Amelia,” said Luke. “It doesn’t suit you.”

Amelia folded her arms across her chest, narrowed her eyes. And Luke suddenly felt a little uneasy in the girl’s stare.

“Hope on one foot,” she said randomly.

The dismissive “tsk,” passed between his teeth. Had this girl gone completely bark…The tingling sensation swept over Luke’s scalp and suddenly he was hopping. In front of him Amelia smiled, uncrossed her arms, placed her hands on her hips.

“Oh, would you look at that, looks like you’re as helpless as your friends.”

“What the fuck is going on?” said Luke. His head was swirling trying to make sense. He was still hopping. “How the hell did—”

“Shut up and follow me,” said Amelia, cutting him short. Then with a snicker back. “Oh, and you can stop hopping.”

They walked on through campus, Luke trying to speak, trying to stop, trying to do anything but what this girl had told him to. It was beyond him. Eyes wide at passing students, they didn’t clock his struggle. How could they? To them he was simply a guy following behind a girl. Probably checking out that firm ass of hers. Perhaps thought he’d gotten lucky. They couldn’t have been more wrong.

The modern student block that was Amelia’s halls came into sight ahead. Then she was walking him inside, leading him upstairs. At each and every stage Luke tried to break free of whatever this was. Beneath the shock he had a bad feeling. A real bad feeling. He was right to. As Amelia slowed, he slowed with her, and they were peeking in each passing room, seeing Oscar, Sam, Josh, Greg and his other rugby buddies cleaning and tidying a girl’s room. Then Amelia was stopping, spinning, flicking her head to an open doorway. “In you go,” she smiled.

Luke stepped into the pink perfume scented room. When he looked around, Amelia was already lounging on the bed. “I think you know what I want you to do.”

Of course he did, but that didn’t mean he was going to do it.

“Clean,” commanded Amelia. “I want this room spotless.”

For half a second Luke just glared, then he was moving, folding clothes, spraying and scrubbing with the cleaning products Amelia had left out for him. This shouldn’t be happening, thought Luke, with flustered desperation. Why was this happening? He shot a look round at Amelia, found he could speak. “What is this? What have you done to us?”

“Me?” she snickered. “You think…? Oh Luke, you’re even stupider than I thought.”

He felt his insides curdle.

“Think about it. What have you boys all been up to lately. Wait don’t answer that.”

But the answer was already flashing clear and bright. The pills. Professor West and Professor Kinsley’s study. It must be some side effect. It has to be.

“There you go,” said Amelia, obviously seeing his look of realisation. “That wasn’t so hard now.”

Luke gulped as he continued cleaning, mind racing with questions. How long was this going to last? And just what would a girl like Amelia make him do in the meantime?

“I know you cheated in the quiz,” her voice came from behind him. A voice that now so much rested on it, he’d never heard with such clarity before. “Oscar’s already spilled the beans, so don’t try and deny it. If you could.” The girly laugh had him wincing. “A few of the girls think it requires another forfeit.”

“Come on Amelia. This isn’t enough?”

He should have known better than to ask.

Diane stepped out of the main science building. She needed some fresh air. She needed to clear her head. The questions were many, there implications potentially enormous. At front and centre of her mind was the question could an obedience drug ever be a good thing? And what if that drug only worked on half the population? The male half?

The questions had Andrew popping into her head. He was another issue. It wouldn’t be long before he’d know. And then what? She wouldn’t be surprised if he ended the study early. Perhaps prematurely so.

She was wrestling with these thoughts when the boisterous cheer sounded somewhere off towards the car park. Diane strolled towards the growing clamour. It indeed came from the car park. A big group had gathered. Many of them female students. Just what were they gawping at? Just what were they finding so—

Diane’s heels clicked silent as she came to a stop glimpsing what was at the centre of the gathering. Oh my. She let out a breath. The seven boys down to their boxer shorts dripped wet with soapsuds. They clutched sponges, had the red sports car twinkling. A group of girls led by a dark haired beauty were directing the action.

Diane froze a second longer, seeing the boys, seeing the girls, feeling something hot and animalistic and pleasant swell her insides, then she was striding forward. By the time she made it to the centre of the gathering, the girls had already seen her coming, they and the boys already scattering.


Chapter 3

“I know you’re angry, I know you’re hurting boys,” said Andrew, attempting to calm, attempting to provided reassurance. “But I assure you we’re doing our utmost to get on top of this situation. As for yesterday, yesterday was unacceptable, totally unacceptable. The girls involved will be punished. But as of right now we need you to remain calm while the drugs naturally work themselves out of your systems.”

“And how long’s that going to take?” asked one boy. It was all it took for the angry shouting to start up again.

Diane who up until this point had let Andrew take the lead, decided to step forward. “Quiet,” she said. And just like that the boys were. How many teachers, how many women would love to be able to do that? Silence a male whenever they felt like it. Plenty, thought Diane, savouring a feeling of power the likes of which she’d never experienced in her life before. It felt intoxicating. “Professor West is right, you all need to stay calm.”

One boy who looked about to blow, sprung up.

“Sit down and stay seated,” said Diane. She held back a smile as the boy retook his seat. So many of them strutted around like they owned the place. Secretly Diane was coming around to the idea that this might actually be good for them. Experience a little vulnerability. Learn some humility. Of course it went deeper than that. Even if she didn’t realise it yet.

“You stay on campus. You don’t tell anyone about the drug trial and it effects.” Diane was well aware what she was saying and the way she was saying it. She glanced round at Andrew. He didn’t look happy. But he’d go along with this. Self-preservation was his modus operandi. And this was too big to get out. For both their sakes.

Her gaze returned to the boys and their glowering stares. She wondered what would happen if she ordered them to look happy, feel happy. Could mood be influenced as easily as actions were? Such experiments hung tantalisingly out of reach. It would be breaking every rule in the book to try. Still, she wondered, there were ways…

“I’m aware this is all terribly difficult for you,” she continued. “But I believe you can come out of this as better boys, better people.” Now she smiled. A smile that came naturally and easily. She held the smile a few seconds longer, then made for the door. “Oh, and you can speak and get up,” she said, poking her head back around it.

Diane was halfway down the corridor when Andrew caught up with her. “I want answers Diane,” he hissed. “This! Whatever the fuck it is, cannot go on.”

“No,” she said, glancing down at the crushed coffee cup in his grasp. “It can’t.”

Andrew eyed her a second, leaned in close. “Don’t try and play clever with me Diane,” he whispered menacingly. “I know this might be some kind of feminist wet dream for you. But it ends now.”

He studied her a few seconds longer, then strode off down the corridor. Diane breathed in a breath, headed the opposite way.

Five minutes later she was stepping into the classroom where the seven girls waited quietly and patiently. Their looks towards her were defensive, wary.

“Are in we in trouble?” asked the pretty brunette, Amelia.

Diane quietly shut the door, leaned against a table. “No,” she replied.

“Then why are we here?” asked that same girl.

“Because I saw what happened. I know you know about the boys. I know you know of their obedience.”

There were smiles. One girl clapped a hand over her mouth stifling a giggle. They’d probably never heard it phrased like that. Not from a woman in a position of such authority. Diane maintained a straight face. “What happened yesterday can’t happen again. I need discretion girls. I can’t have others knowing about this if I’m to complete the study.”

The girls either looked down or away in disappointment.

“But you’re not saying we can’t go near them?” said Amelia.

Diane couldn’t stop the smile from edging upwards at the corner of her mouth. She hadn’t forgotten what it was like to be that age. All the self-doubt. All the competition between the sexes. Having experienced just a little of the power the girls had experienced yesterday she imagined it wasn’t easy to give up.

“No,” said Diane definitively. “I’m saying you should reflect hard on how those boys have treated you in the past and whether there’s anything you can teach them now.”

As if the sun had broken the clouds, the girls’ downcast looks transformed to beaming.

“Let me know how you get on,” said Diane, pushing off the table. “Any contribution to the study may prove invaluable.”

Another of the nubile young thing’s questions stopped her at the door. “Professor, how long do you think it’ll last? I mean the boys obedience.”

“That’s unknown,” Diane replied from the doorway. It was still a question she was wondering herself. “But given the strength of the response I’d be surprised if it wore off anytime soon.”

Certainly more than enough time to have some fun, thought Diane, stepping out the room. As she did so, an excited clamour erupted behind.

On the steps of their student block the boys lounged in the soft spring sunshine. The mood was subdued. Not one of them had been reassured by the meeting earlier. How could they be, they’d seen the smile, that glint in the eye of the pretty blonde professor, hadn’t they? And so they were keeping a low profile. Staying away from their usual haunts as much as they could. Staying away from—

“Girls!” shouted one of the boys hysterically. “Girls!”

Luke looked up to see Amelia and her posse striding their way. He didn’t have time to do much. And neither did any other boy. Those that had tried to make a run for it inside were stopped, marched down.

“C’mon on Amelia,” Luke groaned. “We’ve cleaned your rooms. “You got your payback.”

“You just don’t get it,” said Amelia, shaking her head. She wore a short red dress that showed off her perky tits, her lithe legs. At sight of her Luke had felt a hardening downstairs. Another effect of the drug?

“You’re arrogant,” she carried on. “You think the sun shines out of your arse. Get up.”

Luke felt that soft tingling, then he was rising on command. Her command.

“I’m going to educate you Luke,” she smirked. Then she was glancing round at the other girls. “Pick any boy you want. But this one’s mine.”

The hell I am. Luke opened his mouth to protest but immediately he was silenced with two simple words. “Be quiet.” It was that easy. As much as he tried to fight, struggle, impose his will, he simply couldn’t. And knowing it so Amelia positively beamed. “This way,” she said. “Follow.”

The boys were marched from their student block to the girls. There the girls split into smaller groups or pairs, but Amelia, Amelia wanted Luke all to herself. “Inside,” she said.

For the second time in two days Luke stepped into the pink sweet-scented bedroom. He felt light headed, a little dizzy, but most of all angry. Amelia shut the door, settled into one of those black desk chairs that spin all the way round. Sight of her dress riding up over her smooth thighs as she crossed her slim legs, had Luke’s anger partially giving way to horny desire.

“What are you thinking? Tell me.”

“That you’re a sexy bitch,” Luke spat out before he could even attempt to stop the words.

Amelia wetted her upper lip with her tongue, eyes glinting in amusement. “Sexy? How sexy?”

“The sexiest girl I’ve ever seen.” Luke shut his eyes, pressed a balled fist to his mouth. For so long he’d played it cool with this girl. Now, now he was spilling everything.

“Open your eyes. Look at me,” said Amelia. “Why am I a bitch?”

“Because you tease and toy with guys, but never put out.”

“Should a girl have to put out simply because she enjoys flirting?”

“Hell yeah,” said Luke.

Amelia’s brow furrowed. “Why would you think that? Is it because you believe girls are lesser than boys somehow?”

“I know they are,” said Luke unable to stop himself.

Now she really didn’t look happy. “Enlighten me. In what way are females inferior to male beings?”

“They’re weaker both physically and mentally. Have been throughout history.” Luke who’d normally never share these views with anyone, let alone Amelia, once again couldn’t stop himself. “Modern society’s always trying to help women out, get them to men’s level. But it can’t, because women, girls, are fundamentally stupider. It’s why they rely on their looks.”

Having revealed what he thought on the subject there was a stony silence. “Look Amelia I—”

“Zip it. I’ve heard enough from you,” she said. Amelia eyed him with those gleaming brown eyes for a further few seconds, features softening, mouth twitching upwards.

She’s had an idea, thought Luke, pretty sure it wasn’t a good one.

“Take off the t-shirt,” she said, spinning the chair a tad from side to side.

Immediately Luke peeled it off revealing broad shoulders, gym honed pecs and abs. Then he was looking at her again, not liking where this was going.

“And the trainers and shorts.”

Luke slipped off his trainers, stepped out of his shorts with growing dismay. There was no hiding the horniness he’d been fighting ever since he’d laid eyes on her. His boxers tented outwards.

“Those too,” said Amelia. The smile had become a grin.

Luke couldn’t do anything but obey. Down the boxers came. Amelia pursed her lips, eyes lingering on his straining erection. Then she was pushing up, stepping behind him. Luke shut his eyes, inhaling a short breath. Never had he felt so exposed. Never had he felt such an imbalance of power with a girl.

“You’ve got a nice ass,” said Amelia. She slapped a hand on a cheek and squeezed. Luke’s heart almost jumped out of his chest. “A nice cock too.”

She stepped back in front of him, tilted her head slightly as she had another good look. Luke thought about trying to grab his clothes and run, but she’d only march him back, make this worse if that was possible.

“Tell me how this feels you being on display for me right now.”

“It feels demeaning. It feels unfair.”

Amelia snorted. “Good. Us girls have had a lifetime of it. Now it’s your turn.”

“Let me go Amelia. You’ve proved your point.”

“Go,” she snickered. “Your educations just beginning.”

The laughter came from out in the corridor as Diane stared at her computer screen. Andrew’s laughter. She lowered her reading glasses letting them dangle around her neck, checked her slim silver wrist watch. That should be enough time, she thought, rising from her chair, stepping into the corridor. Andrew leaned against a wall, flirting with a young administrator.

“Andrew,” Diane called. “Get in my office.”

The way he immediately turned, headed her way, had Diane’s heart pumping a little faster. She stepped back in ahead of him, was sat in her chair when he entered. “Shut the door.”

He turned and shut it. Another encouraging sign.

“This better be good Diane,” he said in his usual charming way.

“Oh, it’s good,” she smiled thinly. “Now kneel.”

The look was one of bemusement, but his legs bent, down he went. “What the…?” Then there was realisation, anger. “Di—”

“Don’t move,” she said, before he could jump up, maybe lunge. “Not an inch.”

And suddenly he was completely still, suddenly she was feeling another rush of adrenaline quicken her pulse. It hadn’t been hard to slip some of the drug in his coffee cup this morning. She’d watched him slurp the last of it down before their little chat with the boys. Now he was as helpless as they were. A low burbling sound was coming out of his mouth and she realised he was trying to speak.

“You can talk,” said Diane.

“What have you done to me!” he raged.

“I’ve made you part of the study,” Diane replied coolly.

“Are you crazy? Have you completely lost your fucking mind?”

Diane silently stared down at him. He wasn’t understanding his helplessness. He wasn’t understanding who held all the power right now.

“Don’t shout at me Andrew. In fact, don’t talk at all in my presence unless I ask you to.” Andrew’s eyes widened. “That’s right. There’s going to be some changes around here. I’m taking over the lab. I’m taking over the trial Andrew. I’m going to find out just how far this obedience of you boys can go.”


Chapter 4

“What if it gets out?” asked Tessa.

“It will eventually,” said Diane.

“You think it’ll make the world a better place, don’t you?” said Asma.

“I do.”

“For men?”

“For everyone.” Let’s face it where had men leading things gotten everyone? The world was spinning out of control. They all knew it. The three women in the canteen sat for a moment in contemplation. It hadn’t been hard to get Asma and Tessa on board. Disbelief had given way to curiosity, now hope. Diane imagined it wouldn’t be much different for any woman out there.

Over the last few months they’d strengthened the drug, found ways of administering it through aerosol. Now it was a matter of going through the right channels, choosing the right moment if there was one.

“You think women will be kind?” asked Asma.

“I think that’ll be their prerogative.” Diane smiled and the other two women smiled with her.

After her chat with Asma and Tessa, Diane crossed the campus to the office of Dr Amanda Fielding. She was about to knock when the ecstatic cries travelled from inside. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Diane let out a titter, gave it a few minutes before she knocked. When the door opened it was done so by the broad shouldered boy Amanda seemed to have taken a liking to. The psychiatrist herself sat in her chair, face a little flushed, skirt bunched a little above the knees of her long legs. “Diane. Come in. Can Christopher get you anything?”

Diane glanced at the hunky boy, noticing his glistening lips, the bulge at his crotch. “I’m fine thank you,” she smiled.

“Go do some press ups or whatever it is you do Christopher,” said Amanda. “I want you back here in an hour.”

Diane noted how Amanda didn’t phrase that last part as a command. This boy obviously enjoyed his relationship with the yummy psychiatrist. She watched him shut the door behind him, then went and sat on the black leather sofa in front of Amanda. The two ladies eyes met, then they were laughing.

“It’s wonderful Diane. I highly recommend every woman has a boy like Christopher.”

“Maybe they soon will.”

“Progress goes well?”

“Things are looking promising,” was all Diane was prepared to reveal. “How about you? Anything to report?”

“I had a look into what you suggested.” Amanda’s voice was hushed, excited. “Diane it’s remarkable. The boys really don’t have control over anything. Not even bodily responses they mightn’t be conscious of. You know what that means don’t you?”

Another layer of control? Another pillar to support the argument that should this thing become widespread males shouldn’t be in charge of anything. Diane could already hear the jokes. How can a man run a country when he can’t even cum. What hiccups? My boyfriend when I tell him to.

“You know it makes them less than animals in many ways,” said Amanda.

“I suppose so,” mused Diane. The two women exchanged another of those looks.

The frustration was overwhelming. The horny ache at his balls relentless. Luke’s gaze drifted over Amelia’s bare feet, smooth legs, short grey dress pleated from the waist, all the way up to that pretty face. It lingered on the end of the pen she gently sucked, and as it did a little precum leaked from his stiff cock. This was killing him.

While she studied, he stood naked and hard in horny tumult. Amelia jotted something in her notebook, then she was glancing at her laptop for half a second before her gaze was turning on him and down to you know what. Luke felt the hot blush at his cheeks.

“Clean up your drool. Lick it.”

Luke scooped the precum off his glistening head, licked it from his fingers. Amelia let out a wicked little laugh, swung her legs out from under the desk facing him. “Have you done your homework?”

“Yes Goddess Amelia,” he replied the only way he could.

“Go get it for me.”

Luke picked the folded piece of paper from his discarded shorts, passed it to Amelia. She’d had him reading feminist literature. She’d had him writing essays like this one on why the patriarchy was toxic. As she read, Luke’s insides bristled, cock twitched.

“Very good,” said Amelia finally. “But do you truly believe it?”

The tingling passed over Luke’s scalp. He couldn’t pretend. He couldn’t lie. “No,” he said. “I think the patriarchy’s just another excuse women use to explain their own inadequacies.”

Amelia tutted, shaking her head from side to side.

Luke’s insides tightened. “Please Amelia. Please let me cum.”

“Are you begging?”

“Yes I’m begging. Just please…” He no longer cared how pathetic he sounded.

Amelia’s unblinking eyes fixed his. “You can do better than that.”

Luke bottled the urge to shout and swear. When he spoke his voice was as even tempered as it could be. “Goddess Amelia, please may I cum.”

“Pretty please?”

“Pretty please.”

Amelia grinned. “No. Bad boys don’t get to cum.” She spun back to the desk leaving Luke gasping.

Her blood flowed warm and excited as she pulled into her driveway. Because she knew what was waiting for her. Diane killed the lights, shook her blonde locks free from the hairclip, applied a darker shade of red lipstick to her lips. She smiled a slim smile, pouted a kiss at her reflection in the mirror, then stepped out the car. Her house was a new build semi, on a new build estate, conveniently close by campus. Her wholesome neighbours had no idea of the kinky goings on on their doorstep, who she had waiting for her and how. The thought brought a chuckle as she stepped to the doorway, lifted her key. She relaxed her face, stepped inside.

Head bowed, hands behind his back, Andrew knelt naked in the moonlight of the hallway. Diane tossed her keys in a bowl, switched on a hallway lamp, then her gaze was back on Andrew, his taut shoulders, manly torso, strong thighs, the steel bars of the chastity imprisoning his cock. It wasn’t strictly necessary, but Diane liked how it looked, what it symbolised.

She pinched the silver key dangling between the couple of open buttons of her blouse, felt the powerful rush of arousal spread downwards to her sex. “Look at me.”

Andrew looked up. There was angry frustration in that look. Good, thought Diane. “Get up and place your hands on the wall. Stick that ass out.”

As he did as commanded, Diane picked up the thin cane she’d purposely left in sight resting on the hallway stand, strolled towards him heels clicking on the bare tiles. She lightly tapped his ass with the wooden cane, watched his buttocks clench, swished the cane through the air, watch him clench again. “Are you angry Andrew?”

“I’m raging fucking mad,” he barked.

Diane whistled the cane down hard, heard him gasp. “Why is that?”

“Because you’re a damn maniac,” he seethed.

Another hard stroke, this time there was a groan.

“Wrong answer,” said Diane, arousal thrumming heavy. “Tell me what are you?”

They’d played this game already, albeit paddle instead of cane. Andrew knew what she wanted and tried to be clever.

“A professor.”

Diane caned him with another hard swipe. “What else?”

“A male professor.”

Another swishing strike. “What else?”

“An obedient male professor,” Andrew gasped.

Diane smiled, before landing one final hard hit and watching his body writhe. The flutters of arousal had become a heavy persistent throb. She ordered him back to the ground, told him to follow. On hands and knees Andrew crawled behind up the stairs into the bedroom.

“Get up and lie spread-eagled on the bed,” said Diane, continuing on into the en-suite.

There she changed out of the blouse and skirt and into a golden silk negligee. When she stepped back into the bedroom Andrew was lying spread-eagled as commanded. “You know this is the future don’t you Andrew.”

His gaze took in her flimsy negligee. Then his big eyes were on hers. “You’re insane.”

Diane sat down on the edge of the bed, lifted the necklace and key from around her neck, unlocked him from his cage. She watched his cock stiffen before her very eyes. Another bonus of the drug it appeared. “I think I’ve cracked it Andrew. I think I can make your condition permanent.”

He stared up, stammering in disbelief.

“But before then…” She glanced at his rigid erection. I have a few more experiments still to try.

The two girls had been out partying and decided they wanted a little more fun. Which was where Luke and Oscar came in.

“Green light,” grinned Lauren.

At the command, the two boys resumed their stroking.

“Remember the forfeit,” said Amelia. “You cum. You eat it. That’s the deal.”

Luke was way past caring about any forfeit. His mind felt like scrambled egg. His body like a piston ready to fire. All he wanted was release.

“Red light,” smiled Amelia, saying the two words he’d been dreading most. And just like that his hand was back at his side, his rock hard cock twitching thin air. Two rock hard cocks in fact twitching thin air. Amelia and Lauren – sat on the edge of the bed in their glittery skimpy dresses – fell into tipsy laughter.

Luke’s eyes roamed their nubile bodies with a faint feeling of disbelief. A month ago he’d had Amelia right where he wanted her. A month ago he’d had the upper hand. But now, now she had him naked and shaven from the eyebrows down. Now she had control over his orgasms. Now she held every card in the pack.

“Green light,” said Lauren.

“Red light,” said Amelia a mere handful of seconds later. And once more cocks were twitching, once more the girls were laughing. “This is just too funny.”

Lauren leaned in, whispered something. Amelia’s mouth widened into a grin. “Would you boys like to see us kiss?” she asked as innocently as a catholic schoolgirl.

“Yes Goddess,” was the boys quick fire response.

The girls faced one another, leaned in close till their lips were touching, tongues massaging. The kiss was long and luscious and sexy. Both boy’s own mouths fell open. Fuuuuuck meeee, thought Luke, mesmerised. The kiss ended with a moist smoochy squelch as lips parted. Then the girls were smiling, facing them again.

“Your turn boys,” said Lauren.

“What?” said Oscar.

“We want to see you kiss,” said Amelia.

“Uh-uh, no way,” said Luke.

“Fine,” sighed Amelia. “Boys. Kiss.”

And just like that they were. For how long Luke couldn’t have said. Only that every second of it was too long. When they pulled away they did so spluttering, retching a little. The girls seemed to find it hilarious.

“Maybe we should make them give each other handjobs,” said Lauren.

“Or blowjobs,” grinned Amelia.

Something inside of Luke drew up in horror. They wouldn’t?

“Green light,” said Lauren.

This time Amelia didn’t stop them. This time Luke couldn’t hold it back. Neither boy could. They shot their loads in quick succession, catching their pearly cum in their hands as they’d been ordered. Then those hands were rising. Luke fought it, fought against it all the way. And that’s when something unlocked.

“Hey! Get back here!” Amelia called.

But Luke was already running. Oscar behind wasn’t so fortunate. But where Luke led the other boys would soon follow.


Chapter 5

The sky was dark and threatening. Maybe Diane should have taken it as a warning as she pulled into the university car park. Briefcase in hand, she stepped out, crossed the car park, was within sight of the science building when she froze. Police tape sealed the entrance, there was cops, there was Andrew talking to them. She glanced round to glimpse a police car pulling into the car park, then she was hurriedly walking.

“Hey! That’s her! That’s her!” Andrew’s cry sounded from behind.

And now she was running, heels clicking quickly, heart racing. She made it inside one of the main buildings, up some stairs, when Andrew tackled her from behind. The case fell. Diane scrambled to it, managed to flick it open, grab the small canister inside as Andrew lunged again. The spray hit him right in the nose. Andrew rolled away, shouting, rubbing his face. Diane could do nothing more than drop the canister before the cops were on her. They slapped cuffs on her wrists, read her her rights, hauled her up.

“She sprayed me with something. She fucking sprayed me with something,” Andrew was cursing as she was marched out.

A group of students had gathered. A few were girls from the trial. Diane saw their worried looks. Then she was being lowered into the police car. Before she knew it, the university was disappearing behind.

She was taken to a local police station, questioned by two male officers. Diane explained the study, explained about its effects. The two officers looks were sceptic. After the one-sided chat she was locked in a holding cell. It was two hours after that that the two smartly suited man and woman showed up.

They took her to a different facility. The room was more cheap hotel than prison cell. The door was locked. Once more Diane found herself alone. She didn’t know it then, but she’d be spending more than three weeks here. And in that time the world outside would change beyond all recognition.

“Ready boys?”

“Hell yeah,” said Greg.

Others like Oscar simply nodded determined, revenge high on the minds. If not for the heavy flu that had swept through the group this past week, they’d have taken it already. But now they were back up on their feet, feeling good, there was no stopping them.

“Then let’s do this,” said Luke, leading the way.

They strode from their own student block to the girls, leashes and collars in hand. Those girls are going to regret ever messing with us, thought Luke, fingers curling tight over the black studded collar he’d picked out specially. Thought of it tight around Amelia’s neck, thought of leading her naked through campus as planned, had his cock thickening. And now the drugs had worn off, now that bitch of a professor had been taken out of the equation, who was going to stop them?

A couple of girls sitting on the steps outside, saw them coming and rushed inside, no doubt to warn the others. You can run, you can hide, but we’ll find you, grinned Luke. He and the boys hurried inside, made short work of the stairs, before they were in the corridor, seeing Kirsty and Amy’s frantic look back as the girls fled into one room. Amelia’s room. Who else’s, thought Luke, knocking on the door, twice, hard.

“We’re calling security,” one girl shouted from inside.

A bluff. And even if they were they wouldn’t get here quick enough. “Open it,” said Luke, standing aside.

Sam and Max came forward, within a couple of attempts had barged the door open. In Luke strolled, followed by Oscar, followed by the others. The girls stood back in a corner. Amelia had on joggers and a tight vest top like she’d been about to go for a run. Though they wouldn’t stay on for long. Not if Luke had anything to do with it.

“Guess what we’re going to do?” he said, dangling the collar from the leash. The girls looked afraid. Amelia didn’t look so clever now did she? “We’re going to take you for walkies. And you’re not going to be wearing clothes.”

“Stay away!” shouted Lauren. “Don’t take another step towards us!”

And that’s when something strange happened. For all the bubbling desire for vengeance. For all the gleefulness with which they were going to take it. Every single one of the boys stopped. Luke pushed against the invisible force, but couldn’t break it. Amelia was the first to realise. Test what couldn’t be, could it?

“Down boys,” she said. “Kneel.”

And much to Luke’s horror, his knees were bending, down he was going, all of them were. The other girls saw all this. And the fear vanished. Now there was only smiles, giggles.

“Seems you boys aren’t done obeying us,” said Lauren.

“It can’t be,” murmured Luke.

Hands on hips, smooth torso bared, Amelia smirked down at him. “Pass me that,” she said.

Luke handed her the collar and leash. She ran a finger over the studs, mouth widening to a smile. There was no doubt the other girls weren’t all thinking it.

“We’ve got some boys to walk,” said Amelia.

Less than ten minutes after the boys had rushed into the student block, they were crawling out leashed and collared and naked behind a girl. Luke felt like all the air had left his lungs as he saw Amelia’s bouncy step ahead of him, saw the double takes, disbelieving stares, the wide grins of fellow female students. A raucous group were soon following, camera phones documenting everything.

“Please turn back Amelia,” said Luke, speaking for every one of the boys. “Please turn back.”

She looked round with a smirk. “Dogs don’t talk. Quiet. Now crawl.”

On they went drawing more glances, more of a following. After all these rugby boys were the buffest, fittest boys on campus. Girls simply heading to lectures, meeting up, couldn’t believe it. And for Luke it was all about to get a lot worse. Sight of Amelia’s juicy butt taunting him could only have one affect. Oh no. He tried to fight it, but with the obedience had come the sky-high levels of arousal. His cock stiffened. All of the boys did. The girls noticed and smiled triumphantly. There was no going back after this. The thought was prescient.


Chapter 6

The sun shone. The sky was blue. The air warm. The day was nothing less than glorious. Diane couldn’t miss the two boys, buckets and sponges being put to good use, as she parked her car in its designated spot. She picked her briefcase from the seat next to her, stepped out sharing a smile with the girls watching over the naked boys cleaning their mini. Then she was walking on with the same spring in her step, she’d been walking with for over six months now.

The clubbing thump of mallet on ball, momentarily stopped her, had her gazing out across the sports field on the game in progress. It was something akin to polo, only in this version the horses had been replaced by naked saddled boys. Diane watched one girl hop of her ride, pull the boy up by his reins, give him a rebuking slap for what Diane could only assume was his slowness. His cock stiffened upwards in the summer sun. Then the girl was back on him, slapping his ass, riding him back into the action. That moment said so much. It may well have been a snapshot for a year in which women had seized control.

Leaving the competitive cries of the girls behind, Diane approached the main square of campus. Here girls either sat around good naturedly in the sun, or strode busily to and fro. There were boys, leashed and collared boys carrying bags or on all fours by their female owner, but they were the minority.

Diane took all this in with an amused smile, then walked on, taking the long way round, purposely passing the naked boys on display in the partitioned floor to ceiling glass display rooms. There were intercoms for any girl to pick up, order any boy out, anytime she liked should the mood take her. It had been another one of the all female faculty’s ideas. A chance for the boys to understand just what kind of world they’d be stepping out into. Every boy would experience these window boxes as part of their education.

Diane watched a group of giggling girls buzz an intercom, order a boy out, march him off to do who knew what. Again she found herself smiling. Then her eye was back on the windows, and she was stopping in front, noticing a couple of the boys from the original study. They sported big erections, couldn’t hold her gaze. Which didn’t surprise her in the slightest; so, so, so, much had changed for the poor things. With a big grin Diane continued on towards the science building.

A bead of sweat ran down Luke’s back as he watched the pretty professor walk on. If not for her none of this might have happened. If not for her he might not be stuck in this box feeling horny as hell, and showing it for everyone to see. He looked through the glass at a campus he scarcely recognised. He saw hot, confident girls leading boys around on leashes, he saw a few being treated like dogs.

When the condition had spread throughout the male population, he’d wanted to quit. But his mother had ordered him to see it through. He needed to learn. He needed to adapt. Didn’t he? He was learning all right, learning he was a toy, a plaything, a servant for those gorgeous creatures out there.

A group of girls came right up to the window. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but there was smiles, stares, open mouthed laughter. Stuff he’d been experiencing plenty of lately. One of the girls pressed the intercom, then her voice was sounding bright and cheery. “Do star jumps.” And just like that he was jumping. His stiff cock slapping off his abs had the girls laughing.

Eventually one of them put him out of his misery. “You can stop,” came the voice. Most likely they’d have ordered him out to have some fun with, but they knew who he belonged to, so moved on to a different window. Eyes on the sunny campus, Luke caught his breath. It wasn’t long before he was losing it again as she approached.

A skimpy white dress skimmed Amelia’s tanned skin. She looked beyond sexy. She looked dangerous. She stood in front of him taking a good long look, gleaming eyes drifting slowly down then up. Then she was trailing a finger over the glass, stepping one way then the other, looking at him the entire time. He felt his throat clench against his collar, his body twitch.

“You look good like this,” she said at the intercom. “Having a good day?”

“No,” answered Luke, the only way he could, truthfully.

“Wanna come play?”

“Yes,” he replied, more enthusiastically than he ever could have imagined.

Amelia grinned. “All right big boy. Out you come.”

Within an instant of stepping out, Amelia had clipped the leash to his collar. Then she was walking and he was following. He certainly couldn’t do much else. Not resist or even talk. Amelia’s restrictive commands had seen to that. In fact, she’d ordered him to be a good boy. With that one command so much of his previous self had been denied. And the most fucked up thing was that a big part of him no longer cared. He wanted to obey. He wanted to do whatever she told him to. Was it the obedience? He didn’t have a clue anymore.

She led him through campus, stopping here and there to chat with other female students while he stood at the end of her leash, naked and hard like it was the most natural thing in the world. When they made it to her pink, perfumed room, she clipped off the leash, told him to lie down on the bed. He felt the soft mattress, the smooth sheets against his back, then the weight of the bed shift as lithe Amelia crawled on top of him. There was a naughty glimmer in her dark eyes.

“Are you ready to serve slave boy?” she asked, straddling his chest.

Luke stared up at her cock flexing. “Yes, Goddess Amelia.”

The smile barely left her mouth as she pulled the white dress off over her head. And now he was panting, eyes taking in the small pert mounds that were her breasts, the soft triangle of hair above her pussy. Unlike him she wasn’t completely shaven. It was another feminist victory. Not that Luke gave much of a stuff.

His gaze flicked up to those twinkling eyes, then it was back on those glistening labial lips coming his way. She didn’t have to give any order. He nibbled. He tasted. He licked that pussy and he licked it good.

“This is your future Luke,” said Amelia, grinding her hips, sighing with pleasure. “Pleasing us girls is all you boys are good for now.”

She lifted her pink away, scooted back over his body. There was no need for a condom, the male pill the boys were on had taken care of that. “Do you think you can please me Luke?” she purred at his ear.

“Yes Goddess,” he gasped.

Amelia smiled her beautiful smile. “Prove it.” And just like that she was sliding him inside her and Luke, there, right in that moment on his back as she fucked him, understood properly what he was; a pussy licker, a fuck boy, an object of pleasure. Anything, anything, anything for you, he thought, as Amelia tossed her head back, body taut, nipples hard, cried an orgasmic cry of ecstasy. He remained beneath her like a lapping, caressing wave. Anything for Goddess.

There was a blissful look on her face when she climbed off him, slipped the white dress back over tanned shoulders, slim hips, that pert ass. She sat down on the edge of the bed, first looked at his face, then his raging hard on, then was looking into his eyes again.

“Stay here,” she said. “I’ve got class, but I’ll be back in an hour when you can pleasure me some more.” She lightly patted his thigh, smiling, then was up and walking. And all Luke could do was watch and wait.

“I’ve been a bad girl, I’ve been a bad, bad, girl,’ said Diane, glancing down at Andrew. “I think I may have condemned the male race to a lifetime of servitude.” Her mouth widened with a naughty grin.

Kneeling next to the office chair on which she sat, Andrew looked down and away. Diane reached out, with a finger under his chin guided his eyes back to hers. “How does it feel knowing none of this would have happened without you? How does it feel knowing it was you who spread obedience to every boy, man, so called alpha male on the planet?”

“It kills me. It kills me every second of every minute of every day,” Andrew said through gritted teeth.

Diane settled back in her chair, crossed the leg on which the gold ankle bracelet containing his chastity key dangled, over another. She could be cruel. She could let Andrew stew over this for the rest of his life (he had brought it on himself after all). Or she could be a little kinder, a smidgeon forgiving in victory. She chose the latter. It was what separated woman from the beast that was man after all.

“Let bygones be bygones Andrew. Accept your male inferiority. Strive to do all you can to please your female superiors. And be glad it makes you happy doing so.”

There was a transformation on his face, a lifting of a weight. It was remarkable. And to think, every male out there could be programmed similarly with a few well judged words, thought Diane. She shook her head in astonishment at the possibility. At what she’d created.

“Show me your obedience,” she said, gently flicking out the ankle with the bracelet, catching Andrew’s eye. Without so much as a hint of his usual reluctance, he began kissing, worshipping. “Good boy,” Diane smiled. “Good, good, boy.”
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