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Eli hunched over his keyboard, fingers flying across the keys as lines of code filled his three giant monitors. His desk was nestled in the back corner of the open office layout, deliberately chosen for its privacy and lack of foot traffic. Not that Eli paid much attention to his surroundings when he slipped into work mode. The outside world faded away and his focus narrowed to the intricacies of algorithms and logic trees, creating a quiet sanctuary for his restless mind.

This late at night, the office was mostly deserted except for the other night owl programmers and designers burning midnight oil. The low hum of servers and periodic tapping on keyboards simply blended into the background noise that Eli easily tuned out. Once he sunk his mental teeth into a coding challenge, hours could slip by without him surfacing from the problem-solving trance.

Which is why Eli jerked in surprise when a feminine voice sounded right next to him. “Hey, sorry to interrupt, but do you have the specs for the haptic feedback middleware? I want to get a head start on integrating it.”

Eli blinked behind his glasses, slowly turning his head from the screens to see who had managed to sneak up on him undetected. His eyes landed on a woman about his age, dressed in business attire, with a lab coat draped over her shoulders. Her dark brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail, exposing her neckline, which offered a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. Her name badge identified her as Dr. Anya Beckett, Lead Researcher. Eli’s surprise doubled - he hadn’t even realized they’d hired a new research lead. When had that happened?

Eli felt the familiar heat rise in his cheeks, a reaction he’d long ago learned to suppress around strangers. But there was something so disarming about Anya’s presence, the way she seemed unabashedly comfortable with herself and the world around her. It was refreshingly different from the guarded and sometimes overly formal demeanor of the corporate executives who frequented the lab.

“Um, sure, let me send them your way,” Eli muttered, acutely aware of how underdressed he looked next to her crisp button-down shirt and tailored slacks. He tried unsuccessfully to smooth down his disheveled hair as he shot off a quick email with the attachment.

“Thanks, Eli - you’re a lifesaver,” Anya said briskly, already typing into her tablet. Her brown eyes flicked over his rumpled clothes and the four empty coffee mugs scattered around his workstation. One perfectly shaped eyebrow ticked upwards slightly. “Heading home soon or pulling another all-nighter?”

Heat rose in Eli’s cheeks at her direct gaze, a mixture of intrigue and intelligence peering back at him. “Oh, uh, I’ll probably be here a while,” he mumbled, dropping his eyes from the unexpected scrutiny. “I’m good at these hours. Helps me focus, you know?”

“You know, we haven’t met yet – I’m Anya.” She extended her hand, and Eli shook it gingerly, feeling the softness of her skin against his calloused palm. There was a peculiar warmth in her grip – not just the physical heat of holding someone else’s skin, but the energy emanating from her confidence and self-assuredness.

“Nice to meet you, I’m Eli,” he replied, doing his best to sound casual despite the pounding of his heart echoing in his ears.

Anya glanced pointedly at his screen, taking in the complex code structure he’d built. “Clearly it works for you - this is really impressive coding. We’re lucky to have someone with your skills on the team.”

The genuine praise made Eli squirm in pleased embarrassment. He wasn’t used to pretty women studying his work, let alone complimenting it. Anya seemed utterly unaware of his awkwardness, her mind already ticking ahead to her next task.

“Well, I’ll let you get back to it,” she said briskly, tapping her tablet. “Thanks again for the email - and try not to overdo the Red Bull, yeah?” Anya quipped with a calm smile as she spun on her low heels and strode off, leaving Eli to his own devices once more.

Eli stared after her dumbly, his tired brain struggling to process the friendly but zapping encounter. He admired her graceful gait as she moved swiftly between the maze of desks and cubicles. He was left contemplating the enigmatic figure of Anya Beckett and wondering what her life must be like outside of the sterile confines of the lab.

Eli hadn’t crossed paths with her before, but she had to be important if she was leading research. Idly, he wondered what project she was working on. Based on the request for haptic feedback middleware, it must have interesting VR applications.

Eli forced himself to shut down that line of thought. Whatever Dr. Anya Beckett was up to, it would be WAY above his pay grade. Still…he couldn’t deny his curiosity was piqued. Making a mental note to ask his supervisor about her in the morning, Eli redirected his wayward attention back to the complex database structure he’d been neck-deep in before the disruption. But despite his best efforts, the image of Anya’s intelligent brown eyes and sharp half-smile lingered distractingly at the edges of his mind.

* * *

The next morning, Eli shuffled blearily towards the kitchenettes in desperate need of caffeine. He detoured past his supervisor’s desk, reminding himself to ask about Anya. Marcus looked up from his oversized coffee mug as Eli approached.

“Morning,” Marcus grunted in greeting. His eyes narrowed at Eli’s worn appearance. “Jesus, did you pull another all-nighter?”

Eli shrugged indifferently, suppressing a yawn. “Wasn’t tired. Besides, I was in the zone on that database structure we talked about.”

Marcus snorted humorously and set down his mug, swiveling his chair closer to Eli. “Look, man, I know you love your work. But you gotta pace yourself. I don’t need my best coder burning out on me.”

Eli waved a hand dismissively. “I’m fine. Don’t worry about me. But hey, weird question - who’s that new research lead, Dr. Anya Beckett? She introduced herself last night, but I don’t think I’ve seen her around before.”

“Anya?” Understanding lit Marcus’ face. “Ah, right, she just recently transferred over from the neurology lab. Didn’t you hear? There was a major breakthrough over there on that brain-computer interface project.”

Eli shook his head mutely, impatience rising. What breakthrough? He thought. Why was this the first he was hearing of it?

Marcus leaned back in his chair, tapping a pen absently as he spoke. “That’s why she came over – to apply some of those findings to our stuff.”

“Our stuff?” Eli echoed skeptically. “What kind of ‘stuff’ are you talking about?”

“It’s a little too high-level for us lowly coders,” Marcus laughed, waving a hand dismissively. “But from what I know, they had been studying how to decode neural signals to interpret thought patterns and emotional states, all that brain wave stuff. Turns out, Anya cracked one of the big barriers they’d been stuck on for ages. Something about mapping neurological pathways for key hormone releases…”

Marcus trailed off vaguely with a shrug. “They’re keeping the details pretty tightly guarded for now while the team writes up the research paper. But whatever Anya figured out must’ve been huge. Their entire team was transferred over here to work on some new experiments and prototypes based on the discovery.”

Eli’s thoughts raced as he absorbed this information dump, gleaning with the possibilities. Decoding emotional cues and triggers from neurological signals alone? And Anya had somehow unlocked the patterns for influencing hormone levels? His hands itched to get ahold of her research, to pore through the details and intricacies himself. This was huge… the applications could be immense.

Oblivious to Eli’s racing mind, Marcus grinned and gave him a playful nudge. “Plus, getting to stare at Anya in the office every day isn’t exactly a chore, eh?”

Eli blushed furiously, ducking his head in embarrassment. He’d never had anyone make light of his attraction before. Marcus was teasing him, but his heart thrummed uncomfortably beneath his shirt.

“Uh, yeah,” Eli stammered, forcing a nervous laugh. “She seems nice.”

“Not just nice, Eli,” Marcus chuckled, throwing an arm around him. “Hot as hell, and smart, too. What more do you want?”

The question barely registered for Eli as his thoughts continued to whirl and spin out. What Marcus just described sounded insane - and incredibly exciting. And Anya was at the center of it all. Suddenly, her confident aura took on additional dimensions for Eli as he replayed their interaction with heightened curiosity. There were depths there he wanted to uncover.

Fortunately, Marcus didn’t seem to expect a response. With a knowing wink, he waved Eli off. “Anyway, just wanted to give you a heads up on the new team. Now get your caffeine fix - looks like you need it!”

Eli wandered to the nearest kitchenette in a daze, pouring a cup of dark roast on autopilot before retreating towards his desk. Marcus’ revelation still swirled in his head, sparking an insatiable curiosity about Anya’s research. Could he find a way to contribute to such groundbreaking work? Or learn enough to enhance his own projects?

Mind racing with questions and possibilities, Eli’s feet carried him unthinkingly towards the neurology R&D labs. The breakthrough Marcus described had to be connected to all that haptic feedback middleware Anya requested. If he could just understand the shape of it, perhaps glimpse the research or prototypes.

Lost in thought, Eli rounded the corner without looking and slammed directly into another body, sending coffee splashing down his shirt.

“Ow! Oh god, I’m so sorry!” a familiar voice exclaimed. Eli glanced up from the dripping mess coating his clothes into Anya Beckett’s wide brown eyes.

“Oh, uh, h-hi Dr. Beckett,” Eli stammered, embarrassed of the bedraggled picture he presented. “S-sorry, I, uh, didn’t see you there.”

“Please, call me Anya,” she said warmly, grabbing a fistful of napkins from the nearby kitchenette. “Here, let me help.” She dabbed ineffectively at the spreading coffee stain on his shirt. Eli froze at her unexpected proximity, pulse kicking as he caught a trace of jasmine and cardamom from her perfume.

Her hands paused mid-motion, hovering uncertainly near his chest, and he couldn’t help but notice their delicate beauty. The simple gesture felt intimate, and for a moment, he lost track of everything else.

Anya glanced up, misreading his odd stillness. Her eyes crinkled apologetically at the state of his shirt. “Ugh, I’m so sorry about that. Send me a receipt for the dry cleaning. I can be a total klutz before I get some caffeine in me.”

“What? Oh no, it was my fault,” Eli insisted quickly. “I wasn’t watching where I was going at all.”

Anya tilted her head curiously. “Where were you heading in such a hurry, anyway?” Her lips quirked.

Eli flushed, wondering if his intentions had been that obvious. “Oh, uh, no. I was just, um…” he trailed off lamely.

Anya watched him flounder for a response, her smile widening. “It’s ok, curiosity isn’t a crime,” she said kindly. “And I suppose I did just appear out of nowhere demanding top-secret documents from you in the middle of the night.”

Her eyes danced playfully as Eli huffed a self-conscious laugh. “Yeah, I guess that introduction did catch me a bit off guard,” he admitted.

Anya glanced deliberately down at her tablet before meeting his eyes, her expression open and inviting. “Since clearly you have questions, would you like me to explain what my team is working on? Might prevent any more hallway collisions.”

Eli bit back an idiotic grin, blessing his luck at possibly getting a peek behind the curtain. “Um, yes. That would actually be amazing.”

Anya’s smile widened brilliantly. “Excellent! Let me duck into this conference room to grab my prototype.” She waved towards a small room just down the hall. “Meet me at Lab 6 in five minutes? I’ll give you the grand tour,” she said with a playful wink.

Eli watched speechlessly as she disappeared into the conference room. Holy shit, was this really happening? The lead scientist on a top-secret project had just offered him an exclusive demo barely a day after meeting him. How was this his life right now?

Still in disbelief, Eli changed into a fresh t-shirt from his locker and made his way toward Lab 6, stomach knotting with anticipation. He had no idea what he was about to see, but the possibilities set his imagination ablaze. As he walked, the sterile hallway seemed to stretch forever. Eli kept checking his watch, certain that it had stopped. Finally, he reached the door marked “Lab 6” and stepped inside.

When he entered the lab space Anya had indicated, she was waiting with an infectious grin. The room around her sent Eli reeling all over again. He’d never seen setups like these during brief stints assisting the neurology teams. The central machine looked similar to a reclined MRI, though with space at one end for a head and upper back rather than the full body. Surrounding it, tables were covered with displays, servers, and electronics he itched to examine closer.

Anya cleared her throat, snapping his attention from the fascinating machinery. “Ready for the tour?” She smiled and waved him towards the central apparatus.

She patted the machine’s padded headrest. “So the magic happens in here. We use a specially calibrated MRI to map the test subject’s neurological structure - pathways, connections, the works. The imaging data feeds into Maya here.” She gestured towards an impressive server cabinet, cords trailing from it towards the surrounding monitors. “That’s my baby. Maya takes those MRI scans and identifies key areas of hormonal and emotional activity based on the signaling patterns she’s been trained to recognize.”

Eli’s brows shot upwards. “Trained to recognize? You mean Maya is interpreting the scans via machine learning algorithms?”

Anya’s grin widened, clearly pleased he understood the implications. “Exactly! It took ages to compile and codify the data sets for independent pattern recognition, but with enough quality MRI mapping correlated to biochemical and psychological states…”

“…you can identify emotional and hormonal triggers based solely on neurological signaling,” Eli finished excitedly. His mind spun as he examined Maya with new appreciation. An advanced neural network like that could revolutionize their understanding of the pathways connecting the mind, hormones, and emotions.

“Right again!” Anya nodded, equally enthusiastic. “The network we’ve built leverages deep learning architecture to analyze staggering amounts of biological data points. Maya can now reliably identify neurological signatures for key emotional states, as well as triggering cascading hormonal releases like oxytocin, cortisol, adrenaline…even early trials mapping pheromones have had excellent outcomes.”

Eli’s pulse kicked faster at the casual mention of pheromones. That chemical cocktail held immense influence on human behavior and was still so poorly understood. His hands shook with the urge to plunge into Maya’s coded depths and understand her secrets.

Oblivious to Eli’s rising fervor, Anya turned back to the central apparatus, patting the headrest fondly. “So once Maya has munched all that data, we pipe it back in here to our lovely Interlink chair. The chair reads Maya’s outputs and stimulates neurological regions to activate the corresponding emotional and hormonal responses she’s identified.” Anya’s casual description belied the earth-shattering capabilities she was glossing over.

She tapped the headrest, sobering slightly. “I will say, though, it doesn’t work flawlessly for just anyone. Something about neurological compatibility. So far I seem to be the only test subject who has meshed well. Everyone else reported mild-to-moderate responses at best before the side effects kicked in.”

Eli tore his eyes away from the impressive machinery, thoughts going a mile a minute. “Do you think the compatibility issues could be overcome with adjustments to Maya’s mapping algorithms and Interlink calibration sequences? I imagine your neurological structure is quite unique if you’re the only one attaining these results…”

He trailed off under Anya’s stare. Eli bit his tongue, anxiety rising that he may have overstepped. After all, he was just a no-name coder, and she was the project lead, fresh off a major breakthrough.

But to his relief, Anya broke into an approving grin. “Now you’re asking the right questions!” She tapped her bottom lip thoughtfully with one perfectly manicured nail.

“In fact… I was just reviewing candidates for another test subject to accelerate the next trial phase,” she mused aloud. “We need to gather more neurological data to improve Maya’s pattern recognition. But it has to be someone compatible enough to fully link in without adverse effects.”

Anya turned to Eli, eyes narrowing in sudden consideration. Before he could react, she crossed the space between them in two brisk strides. Eli’s heart leaped to his throat as she stopped just shy of running him over, face alight.

“Don’t move,” she commanded. Waiting only a heartbeat for his instinctual nod, Anya reached out and gently grasped his jaw in one hand while sliding his glasses up his forehead with the other. Startled by the unexpected contact, Eli froze like a deer in headlights.

Anya tilted his face up towards the overhead lights, peering critically into his wide eyes. After a long moment, her intense expression melted into a smile.

“Well, I’ll be damned. I do believe we’ve found Test Subject Zero.” Anya released Eli’s jaw and stepped back, eyes still alight with excitement. Eli could only stare wordlessly, heart pounding as he struggled to comprehend her words.

Me? Test Subject Zero? His startled mind tripped over itself, trying to make sense of this sudden twist.

Anya seemed unaware of his internal flailing. She pressed a thoughtful finger to her lips, scrutinizing his lanky frame critically. “Let me guess…you have unusually vivid dreams, sometimes even lucid ones,” she said, beginning to slowly circle him. Her eyes tracked up and down clinically. “And you have a freakish tolerance for sleep disruption - all-nighters don’t phase you much.”

Anya stopped abruptly in front of him again, head tilted as pieces visibly clicked together in her razor-sharp mind.

“And how’s your vision? Better than 20/20, I’d wager, despite the glasses. Am I on the right track here?”

Mutely, Eli nodded. She had perfectly described the strange lifelong quirks that he’d never thought twice about. Anya beamed triumphantly at his confirmation.

“See? Classic neurological markers. Strong, rapid eye movement signaling, resilient circadian rhythms balanced for maximum productivity oversleep,” she ticked off analytically. “Combine that with above-average sensory acuity and we have the recipe for an ideal test subject.”

“I still don’t understand. Test subject for what, exactly?” Eli croaked. His pulse thrummed wildly even as he struggled to comprehend what Anya seemed to be offering. Him? Why him? Surely there were better candidates than some no-name coder?

But Anya waved away his confusion with a flick of her wrist. “For Interlink testing, of course! Weren’t you listening?” Her focused intensity burned over him. “With your neurological wiring, I’d bet good money your link compatibility is off the charts. Think of what we could accomplish by accelerating the next trial phase with the right test partner!”

She clasped Eli’s shoulders firmly, face alight with excitement. “With you testing the pheromone prototyping I’ve only scraped the surface of, and me focusing efforts on scaling Maya’s neural training…” Anya broke off, visibly struggling to contain her expanding vision. “My god Eli, the doors this could unlock! We have to at least try linking you in.”

Her electrifying optimism jolted through Eli’s overloaded system, her words sinking their electric hooks under his skin. Us. We. Was she really proposing they tackle this audacious project together?

Could he really seize this opportunity that had literally backed him against the wall? Did he even fully understand what he seemed to be signing on for? And with a relative stranger at that…

As if sensing his hesitation, Anya squeezed his shoulders gently. Her voice dropped low. “I know it’s asking a lot on short notice and not fully understanding the trials yet. But I swear, Eli, the possibilities here are groundbreaking.” Her piercing gaze speared into him. “With your mind and my research? We could unlock the secrets of human emotion itself.”

The raw conviction and ambition blazing from her made Eli’s breath catch. Her shining eyes promised wonders beyond his wildest dreams if only he would take that leap into the darkness with her. Terrifying. Exhilarating. Impossible to resist.

Drawing a breath, Eli straightened his spine and met her fervent stare head-on. “Ok. I’m in. Let’s see if this tech really can hack humanity.”

Anya’s answering smile burned brighter than a sun going supernova. “Excellent! I had a feeling you’d be game.” She gave his shoulders an excited little shake before releasing him and striding for the Interlink chair.

“We’ll start nice and easy, just a calibration sequence to gather your neurological data,” she explained briskly, powering up monitors and typing rapid key commands. Maya purred gently to life, status lights blinking as it came online.

Anya glanced over her shoulder, patting the headrest of the reclined chair. “Why don’t you have a seat and get comfortable while I prep the sequence? I promise no one’s ever been harmed in Maya’s embrace.”

Her quip did little to calm the sudden swarm of butterflies battering Eli’s stomach, but he forced his leaden feet towards the waiting chair, anyway. This was happening. He was letting a virtual stranger plug experimental tech directly into his vulnerable gray matter after less than 48 sleepless hours.

The padded chair was surprisingly comfortable and non-threatening, though, as he settled onto the headrest. Screens and panels curved around him, shielding the outside world. It felt oddly peaceful rather than claustrophobic. Safe.

Anya appeared above him, an efficient nurse prepping a patient as she adjusted monitors and connected sensor pads to his temples. “Just relax Eli, I’ll walk you through it all,” she soothed, correctly reading the tension lingering in his lanky frame.

Her cool hands brushed his brow as she positioned the final sensors, grounding Eli somewhat. He willed himself to meet her reassuring gaze evenly, taking a breath.

“Ready when you are, Doc,” he quipped, proud his voice barely shook.

Anya grinned approvingly, then disappeared from his field of view. Her clear voice counting down the start-up sequence settled Eli’s nerves further. He could do this. Time to make some history…

Over the next hours, Eli put himself fully in Anya’s capable hands as she led him through a series of scans, diagnostics, and calibration sequences. Throughout the technical but tedious protocols, her voice remained his anchor. Its strength and confidence wrapped around him as snugly as Maya’s smooth leather chair. Each test progressed smoothly under Anya’s watchful eye.

Until finally, it was time for the real show.

“Alright, readings look excellent. Time to give Maya her first real taste.” came Anya’s approving voice.

Anticipation skittered down Eli’s back. “So we’re linking up the pheromone prototype now?” he clarified, unable to keep the eagerness from his tone.

Anya’s grin was audible. “That’s right! If your neurotransmitter panels stay solid through this last diagnostic, I’ll initialize the prototype bridge on our end. You just sit back, relax, and run through your mental exercises if the simulation gets too intense.”

Mental exercises? Before Eli could form the question, Anya sent one last command. Maya hummed, almost purring. Then, without warning, Eli’s senses exploded.

His body reacted instantly, back arching, breath punching from his lungs in a shocked gasp. Unbelievable heat swamped him, swirling out from each pounding heartbeat to melt his muscles and scorch his cells from the inside. Squirming against the chair, sweat beaded his skin as incredible sensations overwhelmed all thought.

It was too much. He couldn’t, he needed to breathe, to move, it was -

Anya’s soothing voice cut through the chaos, zeroing his fracturing focus. “Talk to me, Eli! Talk me through it.” Her sharp commands sliced through the static filling his skull.

Blindly he grasped for her words, forcing his own out past panting breaths. “It’s - intense-” he managed. “Feels like - my blood is molten-“ Words failed him. He was gasping, writhing under an onslaught of raging need. Like a physical itch, he urgently needed to scratch, to satisfy.

“Your readings check out, but I’m lowering the gain,” Anya reported tersely. “Hormone panels spiking fast. Focus on your breathing, try to relax into it…”

As she spoke, the overwhelming assault on Eli’s senses dialed down several notches. The fiery need consuming him backed off enough for him to suck in a ragged lungful of air, clinging desperately to the sound of Anya’s voice.

“Deep breaths, Eli. Feel the rise and fall of your chest beneath the straps. Try to visualize the air entering your lungs, oxygenating your blood, cleansing your mind. Breathe with me. Deep. Slow. In. Out.”

Each slow, measured exhalation dragged him back from the brink of oblivion. As his pulse steadied, the desperate, primal urges receded, leaving behind a hazy warmth. For the first time since Maya began, he could think.

Slowly, the room came back into focus around his heaving chest. The cool chair felt soothing against his soaked shirt. As Eli blinked up at Maya’s softly glowing display panels, reality stabilized precariously. He dragged another steadying breath, the scorching want banked to controllable embers under his skin.

“There we go, much better.” Anya’s pleased voice said. “Looks like 78% gain is your sweet spot. How’re you feeling?”

“Wow…” Eli exhaled shakily, his body still tingling with residual energy. “That was… intense. Felt like I was burning alive for a minute there.” He laughed breathlessly, pushing sweaty hair off his forehead.

“But it leveled out ok?” Anya checked. “No adverse effects?”

“Oh yeah, I’m alright.” Eli shifted in the chair, marveling at the lingering heat humming along his nerves. “I’ve just… never experienced anything like that.”

Even just the fading memory made Eli acutely aware of his body in ways he usually ignored. Like latent arousal lingering in his muscles, primed for an invisible touch. Fascinating, if still uncomfortable.

Oblivious to his discomfited fidgeting, Anya sounded thoroughly pleased. “Excellent! Then I’d say that concludes our very successful first prototyping test.”

Machinery disengaged around Eli with a soft hydraulic hiss. He levered himself carefully upright, his body still sensitive and legs unsteady beneath him. Using the chair arms for balance, he carefully extracted himself from Maya’s embrace.

Across the room, Anya stood watching his progress with undisguised delight. Her fervent grin reignited Eli’s own as he took a hesitant step forward. They’d done it. He and Anya had achieved a functioning pheromone link on their very first try together.

The concept alone was already astonishing, but the actual execution had exceeded even his wildest expectations. The culmination of Anya’s hard work and expertise combined with Maya’s powerful processing capabilities…well, it was simply stunning.

“How do you feel Eli?” Anya asked as she sauntered towards him.

“I feel like I’ve been dipped in lava and then left to simmer in the sun.” Eli chuckled nervously, scrubbing his damp palms on his jeans. “Not exactly the sensation I was expecting, but definitely memorable.”

“You’re telling me,” Anya agreed with a laugh. “I didn’t expect it to hit that hard either.” She gave the readout on Maya one last glance before turning back to Eli. “Luckily, we got a handle on it quickly. I’m curious, though—what’s the first thing that comes to mind when you think about what just happened?” Anya prodded, crossing her arms over her chest.

Eli paused, considering his answer seriously. “It’s strange, but I find myself thinking about fire. Not in a literal sense, but more of a metaphorical representation of passion and desire.”

Anya arched an eyebrow skeptically. “Desire?” Anya echoed, sounding intrigued. “Interesting.” She cocked her head to the side, studying Eli closely. “It’s not an entirely inaccurate association, considering the effect the pheromone prototype had on you. Though I must admit, I found myself drawn to you in a way I can’t explain.”

Eli felt his cheeks flush under her frank gaze. “Really?” he murmured, surprised.

Anya’s laughter rang out, startlingly warm and infectious. “My apologies. I don’t know why I just said that. Unprofessional of me.”

Anya shook her head. “This kind of connection shouldn’t elicit such visceral reactions. I should have waited until we had more control over the situation.”

“Control?” Eli echoed. “Or self-control?”

“Perhaps both,” Anya admitted, looking him dead in the eye. “I’ve spent countless hours alone with Maya, researching potential applications of pheromone manipulation. It’s safe to say that I’ve grown accustomed to the isolation.”

“But why now?” Eli wondered aloud.

“It may be possible there has been… an unforeseen side effect.” She mused, lost in thought. “It is pheromones after all…” Anya’s focus faltered for an instant, a flicker of something passing through her eyes as they dilated momentarily. “Maya should b- be able to balance… your ph- pheromone emission levels.”

He could sense her holding back, so he decided to push the conversation further. “Was it because of the gain adjustments?”

Anya hesitated, her eyes darting around uncomfortably. “Possibly,” she conceded. “We, um, should be able to a- adjust some code in the middleware package you sent me to limit the emissions.”

Eli took a step closer. Anya’s allure had always been potent, but now it was amplified tenfold. He knew he should pull away, but her scent intoxicated him, and her touch ignited a burning hunger within. His restraint was slipping, his arousal becoming increasingly visible. Anya noticed her gaze locking onto his bulge with a smoldering intensity.

“I think…” Eli swallowed the lump in his throat, his voice cracking. “I can code up a patch for it, but it may take the better part of a day.”

Anya sighed heavily, her eyes tracing every curve of Eli’s body. “If you’re willing to help, we might be able to wrap things up sooner.”

“Are you suggesting…?” Eli asked, his voice dropping dangerously low.

“I am.” Anya stepped even closer, her scent wrapping around him like a second skin. “I’m not sure how I feel about this,” she breathed, reaching out to trace her fingers across Eli’s cheek. “It feels wrong somehow,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. Despite his growing arousal, Eli hesitated, unsure of where to go from here.

“But I can’t deny that I want you,” Anya confessed, pulling him close. Her lips crushed against his, sending a surge of lust coursing through him. Their tongues danced in rhythm as the fire between them burned hotter.

Anya’s hand slid down Eli’s back, caressing lower and lower until she cupped his firm ass. Eli groaned into her mouth, his erection straining against his pants. He noticed that his cock seemed impossibly tight against the fabric, as if it were a few sizes too small.

Anya pulled away, her lips leaving a trail of hot kisses down his neck. “I need you,” she moaned, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Right now.”

Eli nodded, his eyes dark pools of desire. He lifted one hand to cup Anya’s breast, squeezing gently. She arched into his touch, whimpering softly. “Please,” she begged, grinding against his rock-hard erection.

Eli gripped Anya tightly, his lust mounting rapidly. “God, yes,” he growled, removing her lab coat as he nipped at her earlobe.

Anya moaned loudly, her hips bucking involuntarily as she reached for his belt. Eli undid it swiftly, tossing it aside. He grabbed her waist and pulled her closer, their bodies molding together seamlessly. His erection strained against his pants, throbbing with anticipation.

Their lips met again, hungry and insistent. Anya pushed Eli back, guiding him towards the nearest wall. She slammed him against it, trapping him with her body. Anya kissed him deeply, greedily sucking on his tongue, her hands roaming all over his back. Her fingers deftly unbuttoned his shirt, exposing his torso. Eli shivered, his cock throbbing painfully.

“Take off your clothes,” Anya commanded, breaking the kiss to rip off her blouse and toss it aside. Eli’s breath caught in his throat as he viewed her lacy bra holding back her ample breasts. She looked breathtakingly gorgeous. She reached for the zipper of her skirt, slowly dragging it down her legs. With each inch revealed, Eli’s eyes widened in anticipation. The skirt slithered to the floor, leaving Anya standing in nothing but her matching bra and panties.

She turned around, giving Eli a sultry glance over her shoulder. “Your turn,” she teased, biting her lip. Eli eagerly obliged, discarding his clothing in a heap on the floor. When he got to his boxers, he noticed his bulge was considerably larger than before, even causing the elastic band to stretch noticeably. Anya watched him intently, her eyes locked on his swollen member. Eli hesitated at the sight of his enormous erection. “Well, that’s new,” he stated, pointing at his crotch.

Anya stepped closer, running her hands up and down Eli’s body. She trailed her fingers over his chest, stopping briefly to tweak his nipples. Eli gasped, thrusting his hardness against her leg. Anya grinned wickedly, trailing her fingers down his abs and into his boxers. She hooked her thumbs underneath the waistband and yanked them down.

Eli’s massive erection sprang free, towering proudly before them. Both Anya and Eli gasped at the sight. Anya stared, wide-eyed, at its girth and length. It was easily two times larger than the average size. The veins bulged and roamed up and down the thick shaft. Anya licked her lips at the sight of it, and her pussy started throbbing uncontrollably. She wasted no time in stepping forward to grab hold of it.

Eli gasped loudly as Anya wrapped her fingers around his dick. She started moving her fist up and down his length, applying pressure just right. She stared down at the thick cock, her heart racing wildly. It was impossible to believe it matched his nerdy appearance.

“It wasn’t this size that last time you saw it?” She asked, looking him in the eye.

“No,” Eli replied, his voice shaking as her hand explored his aching member. “It’s way bigger than it was this morning.”

Eli realized that the swelling was likely caused by the powerful cocktail of hormones and pheromones coursing through his system. He also considered that it could be due to the direct brain-to-brain interface he shared with Anya. Whatever the cause, Eli relished the feeling of his massive cock throbbing in Anya’s skilled grip.

Anya’s mouth dropped open in shock as she continued stroking Eli’s impressive erection. “Incredible,” she muttered, her voice husky with desire. “This must be a result of the linkup.”

Watching Anya stroke his erection with a mix of disbelief and lust was incredibly arousing. Her eyes followed the movements of her hand, transfixed by the sight of his pulsating member. “Given the link-up’s control over pheromones, s- such a drastic mutation suggests gene ed- editing.” Ayna licked her lips. “Further investigation is… imperative.” She tried to hold back her lust in leu of scientific study but ultimately failed. “I will start with a closer examination.”

She leaned down and took a tentative lick at the tip. Eli groaned, his knees buckling slightly. Anya took this as a sign to continue tasting Eli’s magnificent tool. She bent down and enveloped the bulbous head with her eager tongue. Eli’s cock twitched in response, spurting pre-cum onto Anya’s lips. She moaned and sucked hungrily, savoring the salty liquid.

“Fuck,” Eli moaned, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Anya released his cock, staring up at him with lust-filled eyes. “You ok Eli? Once the oral examination has started, I won’t be able to stop.” She coaxed, trying to hide her desire behind experimental research.

Eli nodded, the words ‘blow me’ echoing in his mind. Instead, he merely croaked, “Yeah, I’m fine. Don’t stop.” His cock twitching in Anya’s grasp.

With a mischievous grin, Anya moved her fist at lightning speed, jacking him off with increasing force. Eli’s eyes rolled back in pleasure as he struggled to maintain his composure. His breath quickened, his heart thrumming in his chest.

Anya let out a guttural moan, her hand tightening around his erection. “You’re so fucking big, Eli,” Anya murmured, her breath heating the sensitive underside of his cock. Her voice was low, filled with lust and reverence. “I’ve never seen anything like you.”

He smiled at the compliment but couldn’t speak. He couldn’t believe Anya was doing this to him. Yesterday he was just a nerdy loner and now a breathtaking woman was worshiping his cock.

“Eli,” she murmured hoarsely, her blue eyes burning with desire. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

Anya licked the underside of his shaft and slid her lips over the head of his cock. Eli cried out with pleasure at the sensation of her hot, wet mouth engulfing him. She expertly bobbed her head up and down, swallowing his entire length with ease. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, teasing his sensitive spots.

He wanted to respond, but his vocal chords seemed frozen. All he could manage was a strangled groan. Anya continued to explore his length with her talented mouth, taking him deeper with each pass. The sensation was unlike anything he could ever have imagined.

Anya moaned loudly, her breath warming his cock. “So big,” she repeated, her voice thick with lust. “What a magnificent specimen.”

Her tongue swirled around Eli’s pulsing cock, lapping up the pre-cum leaking from the tip. She sucked harder, her throat contracting around his thickness. Eli moaned louder, his hands tangling in Anya’s long hair.

Eli thrashed against the wall, his fingers digging into Anya’s scalp. “Ah, fuck…” he panted, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “This is amazing…”

Anya moaned loudly, her throat constricting around his thickness. “Mmm, you taste so good, Eli.” She sucked harder, her throat flexing with each deep draw.

Her fingers dug into his hips, anchoring him in place as she worked. Her lips never left his cock, gliding over his sensitive flesh with a tender urgency. Anya reveled in the feel of his thick shaft in her mouth, her throat convulsing around him.

“Oh Jesus, Anya…” Eli moaned, his hands clutching at the wall. “Never… never felt anything like this…”

Anya’s smile was wicked, her blue eyes shining with lust. “I want to make you come, Eli.” she purred, her voice a velvety whisper. “Cum in my mouth.” Anya’s words were barely audible, but the demand was clear. “Make me feel your essence to prove you’re real.”

Eli’s heart raced, his lust-filled gaze fixed on Anya as she pumped his cock faster. He couldn’t contain himself any longer; the pleasure building up to an explosive release. Anya’s words, spoken with a hint of desperation, fueled his arousal even more.

“Yes baby, make me cum.” Eli breathed. He couldn’t believe he was going to cum in a woman’s mouth. He’d never experienced it before, but now he was going to for the first time, and in Anya’s mouth, no less.

It was all too much. Eli felt his testicles begin to boil as he sped over his peak. He knew he was seconds away from unleashing the torrent of semen stored within him. Anya felt the change in his grip on her hair, and her heart pounded in time with his cock. The pressure built, reaching fever pitch, until suddenly, the dam burst.

The orgasm ripped through Eli, paralyzing him with shock. He felt a sudden wave of heat wash over him, his body stiffening as his cock erupted. Anya swallowed convulsively, her throat constricting around his thick shaft. Hot, sticky cum poured into her mouth, filling her with a raw, primitive satisfaction.

Anya’s eyes sparkled with excitement and pleasure as she tasted Eli’s essence. She continued to suck him, milking every drop from his quivering cock. Eli cried out, his back arching, as the last waves of pleasure rippled through him.

As Anya finally pulled away, her lips glistening with their shared juices, Eli panted heavily, struggling to recover from the most intense orgasm of his life. He stared at Anya, dumbfounded, unable to believe what had just transpired. She returned his gaze, her expression equal parts triumphant and satisfied.

“Just as I suspected,” she murmured, licking her lips seductively, staring at his still diamond-hard erection. “Apparently, this isn’t over yet.”

Eli couldn’t believe he was still hard. He had just blown an insanely massive load, but he was still yearning for more. Eli had heard whispers of men who could achieve multiple orgasms, but he had never believed it. However, this was his reality. His throbbing erection remained erect, as if it defied nature itself. He looked down at his massive cock, still standing tall and proud in front of the beautiful Anya.

“You’re incredible,” Anya murmured, her eyes full of admiration and lust. “I’ve never felt this much desire for someone.” Anya murmured, her gaze fixated on Eli’s giant erection. “I don’t understand it, but…it’s beyond irresistible.”

Eli managed to choke out a reply, his voice strained with desire. “You…you aren’t kidding, are you?”

Anya traced her finger up and down Eli’s cock. “I’m not.” She said, standing up and looking him in the eyes. “Let’s see how many times I can bring you to orgasm.”

Anya removed her panties, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. She moved gracefully, her naked form entrancing him with its curves and shadows. Anya moved to the wall and bent over at the waist, presenting her ass to him, inviting Eli to take her from behind.

“Fuck me.” Anya declared boldly, her voice heavy with desire. “I want to feel you inside me.”

Eli could only nod wordlessly, his pulse pounding in his ears. Eli felt an overwhelming rush of lust for her, his cock throbbing with renewed vigor.

Anya was a goddess, her beauty and confidence were inspiring him to break free from his inhibitions. Without hesitation, he positioned himself behind her, the head of his massive erection pressing against her moist entrance. Anya’s hips rocked back, rubbing her sex against his tip. She moaned, her sweet cries of pleasure echoing in the lab.

“You’re so huge,” Anya gasped, her voice strained. “I need you inside me.”

Eli held her hips firmly, positioning himself at her entrance.

He pressed forward, the head of his massive, throbbing erection breaching her tight, wet pussy. Anya moaned loudly, her body trembling with anticipation. She arched her back, welcoming him deeper.

“Yes, please,” she pleaded, her voice muffled by the wall. “Fill me up.”

Eli plunged into her, his cock stretching her inner walls. She struggled for several moments as she adjusted to accommodate his size. He withdrew slowly, savoring the friction against his sensitive head. Then he thrust back in, deeper and harder. Anya cried out, her muscles clamping around him.

Eli felt his cock being squeezed tightly by her vice-like grip. He thrust deeper, driving into her with relentless force. Each movement filled her with raw desire, making her moan louder and more desperate.

“Harder!” Anya screamed, her voice hoarse with lust. “Fuck me harder!”

Eli responded with a primal grunt, his cock pistoning in and out of her tight channel. Anya’s nails clawed at the wall, her body quivering wildly beneath him.

“Yes, yes, YES!” she screamed, her voice reverberating through the lab. “Fuck me, Eli! Harder!”

Eli complied, plunging deeper into her slippery warmth. Her tight pussy hugged his erection, massaging it as he drove himself into her. The friction was exquisite, and their bodies were slathered together in sweat. He grasped her hips tightly, controlling the pace of their frenzied encounter.

“I’m close, I- I’m going to-.” Anya cried out, her body trembling violently. Her pussy clamped around his erection, gripping him tightly as an orgasm rocked her body.

“I- I- I’m cumming!” Anya cried out, her voice trembling with ecstasy. “Oh God, yes!”

Eli knew this was different. The handful of women he had been with, none of them ever came so quickly. It was quite astonishing. He didn’t know whether to attribute it to Anya, the pheromone link, or his new cock. Either way, it made the act of lovemaking a deeply satisfying experience. It gave him a sense of pride that he never felt before.

Eli felt the tension building in his loins, his heartbeat accelerating wildly. He redoubled his efforts, thrusting deeper and harder into Anya’s slick passage. The friction was heavenly, his cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her warm, tight embrace.

Eli’s own passions began to rise further, his erection throbbing intensely within Anya’s warm embrace. He thrust deeper, his cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her wet, tight pussy. Anya moaned loudly, her pleas and screams echoing through the lab. The intense friction between his cock and her tight, wet pussy was almost unbearable.

“I’m, ugh- c- cumming again!” Anya’s voice trembled with ecstasy. “Oh God, yes!”

Anya threw her head back as she sped over her peak and into another orgasm. Her body trembled in front of Eli while her wild moans filled the sterile laboratory. Eli continued to pound into her, his massive erection throbbing with every thrust.

Anya’s pussy clamped tightly around his cock, squeezing it mercilessly. The sensation was overwhelming, his cock throbbing incessantly. Every nerve ending sang with euphoria and anticipation.

Eli smiled that Anya had come twice. It was amazing that he had lasted this long without cumming himself. However, he felt his body tensing up and knew that he wouldn’t last much longer. He had already shot a large load, but he needed to empty his balls fully.

“Anya,” Eli gasped, his voice strained with passion. “I’m close…so close.”

Anya groaned, her pussy gripping his cock as she approached her third orgasm. “Me too,” she gasped, her voice breathy and ragged. “I- I- can’t believe it, b- but I- I’m ready to explode again.”

Eli felt his cock throb with anticipation, knowing that her words meant he would soon reach his goal. He thrust deeper, his cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her welcoming sex.

“I’m going to cum,” Eli groaned, his voice strained with emotion.

Anya’s breath caught in her throat. “Then do it,” she gasped, her voice weak with lust. “Fill me.”

His cock pulsed within Anya’s depths, swollen and throbbing, threatening to erupt inside her. He wanted to fill her womb with his seed, marking her as his own. Eli thrust one last time, burying himself completely within Anya’s depths. His cock throbbed with anticipation, the head of his erection pulsating with the promise of release.

“I’m cumming!” Eli shouted, his voice drowned out by the sounds of their bodies crashing together.

His loins began to churn as he felt the familiar tingle spreading up his spine. With his next thrust, he felt the first spasm ripple through his cock. It surged upwards, the intensity growing exponentially. A few seconds later, his cock exploded, spewing ropes of cum into Anya’s welcoming womb. The sensation was utterly exhilarating, his body trembling with the force of his release. He collapsed against Anya, his cock still buried inside her warm, tight pussy.

“That was unbelievable,” Anya whispered, her voice breathy and ragged. “I’ve never come so much in my life.”

Eli chuckled softly, his face nestled in the soft curve of her neck. “I never thought in a million years I’d ever be able to experience something like that with someone so breathtaking,” Eli confessed.

“Nor did I,” Anya agreed, turning her head to meet his gaze. “I didn’t foresee the interface behaving the way it did.”

As Eli slid out of Anya, she turned to face him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She gazed down at his still diamond-hard cock. “We may need to run further tests.”

Eli smirked, cupping Anya’s cheek. “Sounds promising.” The mere touch of her skin ignited a fire within him. “But should we find a way to get the pheromone emissions under control?”

Eli brushed his finger across her arm and up her shoulder. He looked down at her breasts. Eli paused for a moment, startled by her tits. They were bigger than he remembered. Their sudden size change made him fall silent.

Anya looked down, following his gaze. Her eyes widened when she saw them. Her tits were several cup sizes larger than before. “Looks like the experiment has some pretty exciting results,” Anya whispered, cupping one with her hand and palming the other. “And I mean really exciting…” She looked up at Eli, her face etched with surprise. “I’m going to need a bigger bra.”

Eli laughed nervously, feeling a bit overwhelmed by the situation. “I guess that’s one way to put it,” he replied, pulling her even closer. “I think we might need to go deeper into this.”

“Absolutely,” Anya agreed, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

“We need to figure out how to regulate these pheromone emissions—and fast.”

Eli nodded, his face thoughtful. “Would it be possible to develop a software app that could help us control the release of pheromones?”

Anya paused, considering the idea. “I suppose it’s worth exploring,” she admitted. “There might be a way to create a digital platform that can monitor and adjust pheromone levels.”

“We can use machine learning algorithms to predict and adapt to fluctuations,” Eli proposed. “I can code something out in about a day. I have everything I need at my desk.”

“I’m sure you do,” Anya purred, her eyes locked on his. “But I’m thinking more along the lines of a change of scenery. Do you have remote access to your work machine?”

“Of course,” Eli nodded, a blank echo of agreement, while his mind raced, fruitlessly searching for the subtext within her words. “I can bring it up on one of these machines.” His hand waved at the many screens in the lab.

Anya’s cheeks flushed as she tossed Eli his clothes. “That’s… not exactly what I had in mind.” She was confident and forthright. “Let’s go to your place. You can do the coding there while I-“ Her gaze fell to his cock as Eli pulled up his boxers. “Run further tests.”
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