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The Emir Hussein Ibn Aziz Al-Saqri Institute for Science and Technology advertised itself as the number one institute for training young researchers in the Gulf area. The website showed the modern laboratories, the famous researchers coaching the young talents, the extensive sports facilities (“Mens sana in corpore sano”), the closeness to the capital and the partnerships with other colleges all over the world. 

Sarita Mendez had great expectations when she was accepted to the college on a scholarship for excellency. Her school record was impressive, and she had already worked on several bio-chemistry projects, first with her teachers, then even with university people. Her work was interesting enough that several companies had already suggested she started right away with them. 

Her parents said no. They wanted her to graduate from college first. What if it turned out to be a fluke? Then she would be in her mid-thirties and she’d have no finished training. Sarita understood the arguments and they went on the lookout for a good college. One of the professors had heard good things about the Institute for Science and Technology, and his own former teacher was now working there. It was probably a good place to graduate and build a network. 

She had applied, and she was accepted quickly. Her parents did have to pay something for the lodgings, but the tuition and the whole equipment was included. 

So, this all looked very fine indeed. 

It took Sarita a moment to realize that the advertisements had lied. 

Sure, the Institute’s equipment was excellent, and the teachers had amazing credentials, but ... expectations were a little different. 

During Introductory Organic Chemistry, the other girls in class just wouldn’t shut up. Sarita was sitting all the way in front, trying to listen to the professor, but the noise the young women were making was deafening. She turned around to glare at them and try to figure out what was going on. 

One of the young women, Zaira, was loudly talking about her new breasts. She was veiled, of course, but that didn’t stop her. She had removed the lower part of her hijab that covered her chest, and had pulled down her dress so the other girls could admire them. 

“I had the doctor make them all big and round! I want them to look like on a Barbie, you know?”

“I totally get you ... I want mine like this too ... You have to tell me the name of your surgeon.”

“Wow! Look at how small the scars are ... I wish mine were as little!”

“Stop complaining, Umna, your tits are great!”

“Yeah ... I love your nipples!”

The girls were all excited about this, while Sarita just cringed. She wanted to listen to the professor, not some stupid talk about tits!

She got a part of her wish when the girls switched to the topic of lips. Apparently, Asra had hers done not with injections, but with implants, and now, they looked so much fuller! And it was permanent too!

At last, the young women noticed Sarita and her stares.

They gave her frustrated looks. 

Batoul rolled her eyes at her: 

“What is it, Hindu girl?”

“What? I’m not Hindu.”

“Who cares? What do you want? Can’t you be scruffy somewhere else?”

Sarita crumbled under the haughty looks of the young women. They were right. The girls were impeccably styled, and their looks, while artificial and ridiculous, where still perfect. Each one of them sported perfect, if overdone makeup, and extremely stylish and expensive clothes that were as elegant as they were modest. They also shared the same nose, which was apparently the style that was en vogue right now ... 

Next to them, Sarita wasn’t even an ugly duckling. She tried to brush her hair and tie it into a ponytail, but it would always break out into thick curls whenever it could, and she couldn’t bring herself to wearing something different than oversized pants and big t-shirts, usually with nerdy prints on them. Before she left, her parents had suggested she dressed locally and had bought her a set of clothes at the local Pakistani shop, but she had found the fabric to feel incredibly uncomfortable and cheap-looking. Next to those silky marvels, she would have looked even more like a peasant. 

What made things worse was that she really wondered what they looked like naked ... Sarita didn’t see herself as gay or bisexual or anything ... but those women? They did make her curious!

“I just wanted to say ... I’d like to listen to the professor.”

“Then do that? What’s keeping you?”

Umna was inspecting the shape of Zaira’s tits through the fabric now. 

“You’re loud. I can’t hear what he’s saying?”

“Then, I don’t know, sit closer to him? You’re the genius, aren’t you?”

“I’m not a genius! I just ...”

Finally, the professor decided to act. 

“Ms. Mendez ... Please, would you keep it down? I am trying to explain important basics that you will need for the coming lessons ...”

“But Sir ...”

“Please.”

His expression suggested that she had screwed up. Sarita sighed loudly. The professor glared at her. 

She nodded and tried to concentrate, but the giggling just continued. 

Eventually, it was time for a break. The students exited the classroom, still noisy and distracted. Sarita just sat there, trying to get her mind to work. The background noise had really drained her. Why couldn’t these idiots not shut up? 

She wondered whether things would be better in the male classes ... 

Officially, the college was all for co-education, but in practice, the classes were strictly segregated by gender. Sarita could maybe try getting into one of the men’s groups. 

As she passed one of the rooms, she listened to what they were doing. Maybe that was better?

“Ferrari? Those are shitty cars. They’re all loud, but they’re not fast! You need a real fast car. Do it like me! Get your dad to buy you a Porsche! Or even better, an Aston Martin. Now that’s a real car!”

Sarita poked her head in. The classes were alternating breaks to make sure the students didn’t meet across genders, although, as far as the other women told her, there were plenty of opportunities to actually get together, in secret, though ... 

The young men were ignoring the teacher completely too, talking loudly about their cars, their clothes and the women they were apparently fucking. She sighed. That didn’t sound much more interesting either. She wanted to retreat, when one of the guys spotted her. He got up, completely ignoring the teacher who was droning on about something, and walked to her. Sarita was a bit surprised. The guy was incredibly buff and broad-shouldered. Most of the men around here tended to be either thin and scrawny or quite fat, but this guy was actually fit. 

Two other similar guys showed up a moment later. 

Sarita was starting to feel a bit threatened. Maybe she should run? Maybe get help? The men weren’t supposed to be with women during class, so ... 

“Hey, nerd girl, you got a moment?”

She blushed. 

“Nerd girl?”

“You gotta be the nerd girl. You’re the only one without makeup and duck lips.”

“I’m wearing makeup.”

“You’re wearing makeup? Where?”

Somehow, Sarita lost all nervousness. She pointed at her eyelashes. Then at her eyebrows. Then at her cheeks. 

The guy was looking increasingly confused. He came very close now and examined her cheek with great curiosity. 

“Hmmmm ...”

One of his fellows asked: 

“What do you see, Hamid?”

“I guess there’s some makeup here ...”

Sarita rolled her eyes. 

“Okay, now that we have established this ... What do you even want?”

Hamid blushed: 

“Weeell ... You’re a science nerd. I’ve bought some stuff that will make my muscles grow, but I’m not sure whether it’s any good.”

She shrugged: 

“Maybe try a little at first?”

“Nah. You’re the nerd, you know stuff. I want you to test it in the lab and tell me whether it’s safe.”

Sarita made an annoyed face. 

“Nope.”

“What?” Hamid was genuinely taken aback. “Why?”

“I’m not here to take orders from you.”

This astonished the guys significantly. 

“Um.”

“What? You’re not my bosses.”

“But ... we’re guys. You’re some foreign chick. Probably from India. And you should be happy to serve me.”

“I’m not from India. Where does everybody get the idea? And I’m not serving anybody.”

The men realized that this wasn’t going to work. Their expressions turned to anger.

“Well then, fuck you!”

Sarita smiled at them. They were so helpless, despite their big muscles. 

“Relax. I’ll do it. But I’m not your servant, and I expect you to say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ like normal people.”

The muscle-bros stared at the diminutive young woman, exchanged glances and then nodded. 

“Okay. Would you please check those drugs for us?”

With a big gracious smile, Sarita declared: 

“Of course I will. Meet me at the biochemistry lab after school.”

The muscleguys clustered around the young woman, staring nervously at the screen of her computer. She clicked on some buttons, then consulted a few websites, then sighed and said: 

“Okay ...”

Jamal asked, his voice a bit too loud: 

“So, is it safe?”

Hamid knocked against the back of his head with his fist. 

“Shut up, idiot! Let her think!” To Sarita, he said: “Don’t mind him, Sarita. He’s a fool.”

“I’m not a fool ...”

“Shut the fuck up, Jamal!”

“Okay, okay ...”

Sarita glared at them and they all fell silent. 

“As far as I can see from the tests, this is not good quality. Whoever sold you this stretched it quite a bit, and some of the things they put in there are probably not healthy. Some are harmless. But ... I wouldn’t use it if I were you.”

The look of relief on the young men’s faces were incredible. Hamid nodded eagerly: 

“Thank you so much, Sarita! That was amazing! All that science stuff ... You’re a genius!”

“No, no ... I was just applying the standard tests ...”

Jamal interrupted her: 

“She’s a genius!”

The rest of the boys nodded and agreed loudly. 

To be perfectly honest, Sarita felt flattered. Those guys were idiots, but ... their antics were cute. And some of them actually looked quite good. She suppressed a chuckle. 

Then Hamid asked: 

“Um ... I have a question, Sarita ...”

She smiled: 

“What is it? Any other things you need tested?”

He nodded, but then he added: 

“Yes, I have some drugs for a party on the weekend, but ... if you can test those things, can you also make them?”

Sarita thought about this for a moment, then she said: 

“Shouldn’t be too difficult with the equipment here. This is all top of the line. Also weird that it’s not getting used ...”

“And do you need anything? Any other things?”

The young woman grinned: 

“I think you’ll be able to help me a lot!”

After a few days of preparation, Sarita and the bodybuilders went to the lab together. The professors weren’t terribly interested in what they were doing. To be honest, Sarita suspected that they had joined this college to get a steady stream of income at the end of their careers, or to just do their own stuff, entering a deal of mutual ignorance with the students. 

This served the young woman well. 

Directing her muscular manservants, she began synthesizing the drugs they wanted. It took her a few weeks to set everything up, but once the whole thing was up and running, she could provide them with a steady stream of high-quality substances, which she then tailored to the individual users. The boys were amazed by the stuff. The intensity of their gains was equally impressive. 

Sarita could literally watch them getting bigger and buffer by the day. The rest of the college students also started to notice eventually. It was quite astonishing. The women seemed to be quite into these changes, impressed by the bodybuilders’ increasing mass and size, as well as their rapidly improving confidence. As Sarita got more familiar with all the stuff the boys were shooting, she started introducing little improvements here and there to make the drugs more efficient and to increase their stamina. 

She loved this work. It was right up her alley. She could nerd out about all those molecules and enzymes, and the muscleboys would keep coming up with better and better exercises. Somehow, she had become the guys’ muscle-herder, and they certainly appreciated her mastery. 

They even started calling her Sheikha and would get her advice on pretty much everything. 

As a result, the young men
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