
        
            
                
            
        

    MILF Free-Use Pheromone

Small-Town Harem Age-Gap Romance

Cole Cross





Copyright © 2025 Cole Cross
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Chapter 1: Faint & IV Flood

The burger grease was popping like tiny firecrackers when my vision went sideways.
One second I was flipping patties at the campus QuickBite, sweating through my polyester uniform. The next, I was face-down on the kitchen tiles, fryer oil hissing in my ears.
Darkness.
 

When I came to, I was strapped to a hospital bed with my wrists cuffed to the rails. The beeping monitors around me sounded like an angry video game, and the antiseptic smell made my nose burn.
“He’s awake,” said a voice to my left.
I turned my head. Two nurses stood by my bed—one blonde, one brunette. Both wore those scrubs that somehow managed to show off their curves despite being professional uniforms. The blonde’s nametag read “Harper,” and she was stacked. Like, seriously stacked. Her scrub top strained against what had to be D-cups, and when she leaned over to check my IV, I caught a glimpse of lace bra underneath.
“Logan Hart?” The brunette stepped closer. Her nametag said “Dana.” She was shorter, maybe mid-thirties, with chocolate-brown hair pulled back in a ponytail. “You collapsed at work. Do you remember anything?”
“I remember grease,” I said, my throat scratchy. “And falling. Why am I tied down?”
Harper adjusted something on my IV drip, her breast pressing against my arm. A jolt shot straight to my cock. “Safety precaution. You’ve been unconscious for four hours.”
Four hours? Shit.
“We ran some tests,” Dana said, moving to the other side of the bed. She was checking my chart, but I noticed how she kept glancing at me. Her pupils looked dilated. “Your blood work came back… unusual.”
“Unusual how?”
Harper leaned closer. Her perfume—something vanilla and warm—made my head swim. “Have you noticed anything different about yourself lately? Changes in your scent, maybe? How women react to you?”
I blinked. “What kind of question is that?”
Dana set down the chart and moved even closer. Her breathing seemed faster now. “Logan, I need you to be honest with us. This is important for your treatment.”
“Treatment for what?”
“We think you might have a rare genetic condition,” Harper said. She was fidgeting with her stethoscope, and I could see her nipples getting hard through the thin fabric of her scrubs. “Something that affects your pheromone production.”
Pheromones? What the hell?
Dana cleared her throat. “We need to run a few more tests. Physical assessments.” She glanced at Harper. “For cortisol levels.”
Something was off. Both women were breathing heavier now, and Dana kept licking her lips. Harper’s hand had somehow ended up on my chest, right over my heart.
“I can feel how fast it’s beating,” Harper murmured, her fingers tracing small circles through my hospital gown. “The pheromone release might be stress-triggered.”
“What exactly are you testing for?” I asked, but my voice came out rougher than I expected. Both women were staring at me with this hungry look that made my skin tingle.
Dana’s hand joined Harper’s on my chest. “We need to monitor your physiological responses during… stimulation.”
“Stimulation?”
Harper bit her lower lip. “I know this is unconventional, but we think sexual arousal might be the trigger for whatever’s happening to you. We need to document your reactions.”
My cock was getting hard despite the weirdness of the situation. Both nurses were gorgeous, and the way they were looking at me—like I was the most desirable man they’d ever seen—was doing things to my ego.
“I have a boyfriend,” Dana whispered, but her hand was sliding lower on my chest. “I’ve been with him for three years. But right now, I don’t care. I need to taste you.”
Harper nodded, her blonde hair falling across her face. “Same here. This isn’t normal for me, but your scent… God, Logan, you smell incredible.”
Before I could process what was happening, Harper was untying my hospital gown. Dana fumbled with the bed controls, lowering the side rail.
“Wait,” I said, even though my body was screaming at me to shut up. “Are you sure about this? You said you have a boyfriend.”
Dana looked up at me, her brown eyes glazed with lust. “I have a boyfriend,” she whispered, tears starting to flow down her cheeks. “I’ve been with him for three years. But I don’t care. I need this more than I need to breathe.”
Harper was already pulling my gown open, revealing my chest. “Your scent is getting stronger,” she breathed. “It’s like… pheromones on steroids.”
My cock was fully hard now, tenting the thin fabric. Both women stared at it like they were hypnotized.
“Jesus,” Harper whispered. “You’re huge.”
Dana’s fingers traced the outline through the gown, her tears still falling. “We need to document this. For medical purposes.”
Right. Medical purposes.
Harper glanced toward the door, then quickly locked it. Dana pulled a curtain around the bed area, giving us privacy from the cameras.
“The restraints,” I said, tugging at the cuffs.
“Can’t,” Dana said, but her hands were already working at my gown ties. “Hospital policy. But we’ll take care of you.”
My hospital gown fell away completely, leaving me naked and strapped down. Both nurses stared at my cock like it was a work of art.
“I’ve never done anything like this,” Harper said, but she was already climbing onto the bed. “But I can’t help myself.”
Dana moved to the other side. “The pheromone concentration is off the charts. We’re basically drunk on your scent right now.”
Harper straddled my hips, her scrub pants pressing against my shaft. The heat of her pussy was incredible even through the fabric. Dana leaned down and kissed my chest, her tongue flicking over my nipple.
“This is for science,” Harper said, grinding against me. “We need to measure your hormone output during climax.”
“Fuck science,” Dana breathed against my neck. “I just need you inside me.”
Harper was already pulling at her scrub pants, Dana struggling out of her top. Within seconds, both women were naked except for their panties. Harper’s tits were even more incredible than I’d imagined—full and heavy with dark pink nipples that stood erect, the areolas puckered with arousal. Her breasts swayed hypnotically as she moved, the weight of them making my mouth water. Dana’s body was tighter, more athletic, with small perky breasts topped by hard little nipples and a flat stomach that quivered with need.
“You smell like pure sex,” Harper moaned, positioning herself over my cock. Her panties were soaked through, the cream-colored cotton fabric now transparent and clinging to every fold of her pussy lips. I could see the outline of her swollen clit through the saturated material, and the musky scent of her arousal filled the small hospital room.
Dana climbed onto the bed beside us, her mouth finding mine. She tasted like coffee and vanilla lip gloss, but underneath was something earthier—the taste of her own arousal where she’d been unconsciously licking her lips. Her tongue danced with mine, desperate and hungry, while Harper ground her soaked panties against my cock. The wet heat soaked through the thin fabric, making my shaft slick with her juices.
“I need you inside me,” Harper whispered, her voice breaking with desperation as she pulled her panties to the side. The soaked fabric made a wet peeling sound as it separated from her pussy lips. “I need to feel you stretch me open and fill me with your cum.”
She positioned my cock head at her entrance, and I could feel how swollen and ready she was—her lips were puffy and glistening, her opening already dilated from arousal. When she slowly sank down, I felt every inch of her tight channel enveloping me. Holy shit. She was incredibly tight and scorching hot, her inner walls rippling around my shaft as I stretched her open. She was so fucking wet that her juices ran down my cock in rivulets despite how tightly she gripped me.
“Oh God,” Harper cried out, her back arching as she took me to the hilt. Her pussy lips stretched wide around my girth, and I could see the pink inner flesh clinging to my shaft. “You feel incredible—so thick, so deep. You’re touching places inside me I didn’t know existed.”
Dana broke our kiss to watch Harper riding my cock, her brown eyes wide with fascination. “My turn next,” she panted, one hand playing with her own nipples, rolling and pinching them until they stood out like little pebbles. “I want to ride your face while she fucks you—I want to feel that tongue on my clit while I watch your cock disappear into her pussy.”
Harper was bouncing on my cock now, her massive tits jiggling and swaying with each movement, the flesh rippling like waves. Drops of sweat beaded on her chest, rolling down between her breasts. The sight of my thick shaft disappearing into her pink pussy over and over, her lips stretched tight around me, was almost too much to handle. I could hear the wet sucking sounds each time she lifted up, her juices coating my cock like honey.
Dana positioned herself over my head, her pussy hovering just above my mouth. Her scent was intoxicating—musky and sweet, with just a hint of soap from her recent shower. Her lips were already swollen and glistening, her clit peeking out from its hood. “I’m going to throat-ride you,” she whispered, then shifted positions with athletic grace.
In a move that defied the restraints, Dana managed to straddle my head facing Harper, then leaned forward until her mouth was level with my cock. She wrapped her lips around the base of my shaft where it met Harper’s stretched pussy, creating a perfect seal. Her tongue darted out to taste where we joined, lapping at Harper’s juices and the precum that leaked from where my cock disappeared into her depths.
“Oh fuck,” Harper gasped as Dana’s tongue worked both my cock and her clit simultaneously, the flat of her tongue pressing against Harper’s swollen nub with each stroke. “That’s incredible—I can feel her tongue on your cock while you’re inside me.”
Dana was deep-throating the portion of my cock that wasn’t buried in Harper’s pussy, her throat muscles working rhythmically to massage my shaft while Harper rode the upper portion. I could feel Dana’s tongue swirling around the base of my cock, lapping at the mixture of Harper’s juices and my precum. The dual sensation was mind-blowing—Harper’s tight pussy gripping the head and upper shaft while Dana’s throat massaged the base, her saliva mixing with Harper’s arousal to create the most incredible lubrication.
“I’m going to cum,” Harper gasped, her movements becoming erratic as her inner walls began to flutter around my cock. “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum all over both of you—I can feel it building, it’s going to be huge!”
“Do it,” I growled, pulling against the restraints hard enough to make the bed frame creak. “Cum for me—let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock.”
Harper’s orgasm hit her like a truck. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice, the muscles contracting in powerful waves as she screamed. But it wasn’t just a regular orgasm—she was squirting, her juices gushing out around my cock and splashing across Dana’s face and my hips in hot spurts. The clear liquid was sweet and musky, coating everything in her essence. Dana lapped up every drop with her tongue, moaning as Harper’s squirt filled her mouth while she continued to work my shaft with her throat.
But Dana wasn’t done. Still crying from guilt about her boyfriend, tears streaming down her cheeks mixed with Harper’s squirt, she pulled Harper up and immediately impaled herself on my still-hard cock, taking me balls-deep in one desperate stroke. The transition was seamless—from Harper’s grip to Dana’s even tighter channel, her pussy walls rippling around me as she adjusted to my size.
“I’m such a slut,” she sobbed as she rode me frantically, her tears falling onto my chest while her pussy gripped me like a silk glove. “But I can’t stop. I need your cum so bad—I need to feel you explode inside me.”
Harper moved to straddle my face, her pussy still twitching from her massive orgasm. “Lick my pussy clean,” she demanded, lowering herself onto my mouth. Her lips were swollen and sensitive, still pulsing with aftershocks. “Taste how wet you made me—taste my squirt mixed with your precum.”
I couldn’t refuse. Harper’s pussy was dripping with her juices and my precum, and she tasted incredible—sweet and musky and completely addictive, with an almost electric tang from her squirting orgasm. Her clit was swollen and hypersensitive, twitching against my tongue. I ate her out while Dana rode my cock like her life depended on it, her pace becoming more desperate with each stroke.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Dana panted, her tears mixing with sweat as she bounced on my cock. Her breasts jiggled with each movement, the hard nipples grazing my chest. “I’ve never cheated on anyone before, but I can’t stop myself—your cock feels too good inside me.”
“Neither can I,” Harper gasped, grinding against my tongue as her sensitive pussy responded to every lick. “It’s like he’s got some kind of spell on us—I can’t think about anything except how good this feels.”
Not a spell. Pheromones. Whatever the hell was wrong with me, it was making both these women lose their minds with lust, their bodies betraying their moral reservations.
Dana’s rhythm was getting frantic, her pussy making wet slapping sounds as she impaled herself on my cock over and over. “I’m close,” she moaned, her inner walls beginning to flutter. “I’m going to cum on your huge cock—I can feel it building deep inside me.”
“Cum inside her,” Harper ordered, her second orgasm building as I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit. “Fill her cheating pussy with your cum—make her feel what a real man can do.”
The combination of Dana’s guilt-ridden desperation and Harper’s commanding voice pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit like a freight train, my cock swelling even thicker before erupting deep inside Dana’s gripping channel. I could feel each powerful spurt of cum painting her inner walls, the thick fluid filling her completely while she screamed in ecstasy.
“Yes!” Dana screamed, her own climax triggering as she felt my hot seed flooding her pussy. Her walls clamped down rhythmically, milking every drop from my cock. “I’m such a bad girlfriend! But it feels so good—your cum is so hot inside me!”
Harper came again at the same time, her thighs clamping around my head as she gushed again, a smaller but still intense release that had her grinding desperately against my mouth. The three of us collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, our bodies still twitching with aftershocks.
For a few minutes, nobody spoke. Dana was still impaled on my cock, my cum leaking out around my shaft and dripping onto the hospital bed. Harper lay beside us, one hand idly playing with Dana’s hair while her other hand traced patterns on my chest, mixing our sweat and her juices.
“That was…” Harper started, then trailed off.
“Incredible,” Dana finished. “And completely insane.”
A knock on the door made us all freeze.
“Ladies?” A male voice called out. “Is everything alright? I heard shouting.”
“Fine!” Harper called back, her voice slightly breathless. “Just… dealing with a difficult patient.”
“I’ll need a full report,” the voice said. “Dr. Martinez wants all unusual cases documented.”
“Of course,” Dana replied, carefully climbing off my face. “We’ll have everything ready.”
Footsteps retreated down the hallway. The three of us looked at each other, the reality of what we’d just done starting to sink in.
“We need to clean up,” Harper said, slowly lifting herself off my cock. Cum immediately started leaking out of her pussy, dripping onto the bed sheets. “And run those actual tests.”
Dana was already reaching for her clothes. “The blood work showed elevated levels of a compound we’ve never seen before. OR7D4 receptor activation off the charts.”
“What does that mean?” I asked, still trying to process what had just happened.
Harper was wiping herself clean with hospital towels. “OR7D4 is a pheromone receptor. In normal people, it barely registers. Your levels are… well, they’re impossible.”
“So I’m some kind of mutant?”
“More like an evolutionary anomaly,” Dana said, pulling her scrub top back on. “Whatever’s happening to you, it’s making you irresistible to women. Like, biologically irresistible.”
That explained a lot. But it also raised about a million more questions.
“What am I supposed to do about it?”
Harper was checking the monitors again, back in professional mode despite the fact that my cum was still leaking down her thighs. “We’ll need to run more tests. Set up a monitoring protocol.”
“The attending physician wants to see you,” Dana added. “Dr. Martinez is fascinated by your case.”
A few minutes later, Dr. Martinez arrived—a middle-aged Hispanic man with kind eyes and a no-nonsense attitude. He looked over my charts while the nurses finished “cleaning up the testing area.”
“Mr. Hart,” he said, sitting down beside the bed. “Your blood work is unlike anything we’ve ever seen. You’re producing pheromones at levels that should be physically impossible.”
“So I’m not dying?”
“No, you’re perfectly healthy. More than healthy, actually. Your testosterone levels, muscle mass, cardiovascular function—everything is optimized. It’s like your body has been enhanced.”
He pulled out a tablet and showed me a complex readout. “This is your pheromone signature. See these spikes? They’re off the charts. And they seem to be localized—affecting women within a certain radius of you.”
“How big a radius?”
Dr. Martinez consulted his notes. “Based on the initial readings, approximately fifty feet. But that could change as your condition develops.”
Fifty feet. That was… significant.
“There’s something else,” he said, pulling out a smartphone. “I’m installing a beta application on your phone. It’s designed to monitor pheromone concentrations in real-time. Think of it as a safety measure.”
He handed me the phone. The app icon looked like a radar sweep with a red dot in the center. When I opened it, I could see a circle with “Radius: 47 feet” displayed at the top.
“This will help you track your… effect on others. And it’ll help us gather data for research.”
“Research?”
“Mr. Hart, you might be the first documented case of spontaneous pheromone mutation in human history. We need to understand how this works, both for your safety and for the advancement of science.”
I nodded, still trying to wrap my head around everything. “So what now?”
“Now we discharge you with instructions to monitor yourself. Avoid crowded spaces until we understand the full extent of your condition. And check in with us if anything unusual happens.”
More unusual than having two nurses jump my bones in a hospital bed? I kept that thought to myself.
An hour later, I was walking out of Brookvale General Hospital wearing scrubs (my work uniform had been ruined) and carrying a plastic bag with my personal effects. The pheromone app on my phone showed the radius fluctuating between 45 and 52 feet.
The evening air hit me as I stepped outside, and I caught my reflection in the glass doors. I looked the same as always—messy dark-blond hair, green eyes, the lean swimmer’s build I’d inherited from my dad. Nothing special.
But something had definitely changed. I could feel it humming under my skin, like electricity waiting to discharge. And judging by the way the female parking attendant was staring at me from across the lot, I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed.
My phone buzzed with a text from my landlady: “Hope you’re feeling better, honey. Made extra pancakes for breakfast tomorrow. XOXO, Lena”
Lena Shaw was a thirty-eight-year-old divorced mom who rented me the spare room in her townhouse. She was hot in that fit-mom way—yoga pants, sports bras, always smiling and way too friendly for a landlady-tenant relationship. But she’d never texted me with kissy emojis before.
I looked down at my phone. The radius reading had bumped up to 54 feet.
This was going to be interesting.
As I walked toward the bus stop, I couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was about to change. The nurses, the pheromone readings, the way that parking attendant was still staring—it all pointed to the same conclusion.
Whatever had happened to me, I was about to find out just how far this rabbit hole went.
And part of me couldn’t wait to find out.




Chapter 2: Pancakes & Panties

I barely slept.
Every time I closed my eyes, I kept replaying what had happened at the hospital. Two nurses—complete strangers—had basically thrown themselves at me. And not in some porno fantasy way, but with this desperate, almost biological need that I couldn’t explain.
The pheromone app on my phone had been pinging all night. Radius fluctuating between 52 and 58 feet. Whatever was happening to me, it wasn’t going away.
At 6:45 AM, I gave up on sleep and stumbled out of my bedroom in nothing but boxer shorts. The townhouse was quiet—Lena was usually up by now for her morning Pilates routine, but I didn’t hear any movement from her room.
I padded toward the kitchen, following the smell of butter and vanilla. And froze.
Lena stood at the stove with her back to me, flipping pancakes in nothing but a silk robe that barely covered her ass. The morning light streaming through the window made the fabric almost transparent, showing off the curves of her body underneath.
She was humming something under her breath—some pop song I didn’t recognize—and her hips swayed slightly as she worked. The robe had ridden up just enough that I could see the lower curves of her perfect ass.
Holy shit.
Lena Shaw was thirty-eight, divorced, and had the kind of body that made gym memberships worthwhile. She did Pilates every morning, ate clean, and had that toned-but-still-curvy thing going on that drove me crazy. Honey-blonde hair that fell just past her shoulders, blue eyes that always seemed to be laughing at some private joke, and tits that filled out her yoga tops in ways that made me grateful for baggy sweatpants.
She’d always been friendly—maybe a little too friendly for a landlady—but she’d never walked around half-naked before.
“Morning, honey,” she said without turning around. “Hope you slept well after your hospital adventure.”
“Uh, yeah. Fine.” I stayed by the doorway, suddenly very aware that I was wearing nothing but boxers and sporting the beginning of morning wood. “You’re up early.”
“Couldn’t sleep.” She glanced over her shoulder and smiled. The robe had slipped off one shoulder, showing a glimpse of creamy skin and the edge of what looked like black lace. “Kept thinking about you.”
My cock twitched. “Thinking about me?”
Lena turned around completely, spatula still in hand. The robe was loosely tied, and I could see the valley between her tits. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the silk like little diamonds.
“Mmm-hmm.” She leaned back against the stove, and the movement made her robe gap open even more. “You smell different today. Stronger.”
I looked down at my phone. The pheromone app showed 61 feet and climbing.
“Different how?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I knew the answer.
Lena set down the spatula and stepped closer. Her eyes were dilated, pupils blown wide like she was on something. “Like sex. Like pure, concentrated male pheromones designed to make women lose their minds.”
She was right in front of me now, close enough that I could smell her perfume—vanilla and coconut, the same scent that had been driving me crazy for months. But underneath it was something else. Something musky and sweet.
She was already wet.
“Lena,” I started, but she pressed a finger to my lips.
“I know this is weird,” she whispered. “I know I’m your landlady and you’re twenty years old and this crosses about fifty different lines. But I can’t help myself right now.”
Her free hand traced down my chest, fingertips dancing over my abs. When she reached the waistband of my boxers, she paused.
“I need to ask you something, and I need you to be completely honest with me.”
“Okay.”
“Do you want this? Not because of some pheromone thing or whatever’s happening to you, but because you actually want me?”
I looked into her blue eyes and saw uncertainty there. Like she was afraid I was only responding to her because of some chemical reaction.
“Lena,” I said, covering her hand with mine. “I’ve wanted you since the day I moved in. Every morning when you do Pilates in those tight pants, every time you bend over to get something from the fridge, every time you smile at me like I’m the only person in the world. The pheromone thing just made you brave enough to do something about it.”
Her smile was radiant. “Good answer.”
She dropped to her knees right there in the middle of the kitchen, pulling my boxers down in one smooth motion. My cock sprang free, already hard and leaking precum.
“Jesus Christ,” she breathed, wrapping one hand around my shaft. “You’re perfect.”
Before I could respond, she had the head of my cock in her mouth, tongue swirling around the tip like she was tasting ice cream. The sensation shot straight up my spine.
“Fuck, Lena.”
She pulled off with a wet pop. “Language, young man.” But she was grinning as she said it, pumping my cock with one hand while the other played with my balls.
“You like my mouth on your cock?” she asked, looking up at me with those innocent blue eyes while she jerked me off. “You like your landlady sucking you off in her kitchen?”
“God, yes.”
“Good. Because I’ve been thinking about this for months.”
She went back to work, taking me deeper this time. Her technique was incredible—she knew exactly how to use her tongue, when to apply suction, how to work my shaft with her hand while her mouth focused on the head. This was a woman with experience.
I tangled my fingers in her honey-blonde hair, guiding her rhythm. She moaned around my cock, the vibrations making me see stars.
Behind her, I could hear the pancake batter starting to sizzle and pop on the griddle. The timer she’d set was ticking down, but Lena didn’t seem to care about anything except the cock in her mouth.
“I’m getting close,” I warned her.
She pulled off again, lips glistening with saliva and precum. “Not yet. I want you to fuck me first.”
She stood up and turned around, bracing her hands against the stove. The robe rode up, giving me a perfect view of her ass. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
“Right here?” I asked, even as I stepped up behind her.
“Right here. Right now. I want you to bend me over this stove and fuck me while I finish making breakfast.”
Her pussy was already soaking wet, the swollen lips glistening with thick arousal that had begun to drip down her inner thighs. The musky scent of her need filled the warm kitchen air, mixing with the vanilla and butter from the pancakes. I rubbed the broad head of my cock against her entrance, feeling how her lips parted eagerly around me, her opening already dilated and ready. She pushed back against me with a desperate moan, trying to impale herself on my length.
“Please,” she whispered, her voice breaking with need. “I need you inside me—I’ve been aching for you all night, dreaming about this cock stretching me open.”
I slid in slowly, savoring the exquisite feeling of her tight heat wrapping around my cock inch by delicious inch. She was incredibly wet—her juices coating my shaft like warm honey—but still snug, her inner walls gripping me like a velvet glove that had been made specifically for my cock. I could feel every ridge and fold of her pussy as I sank deeper, her channel rippling around me in welcome.
“Oh, fuck,” Lena gasped, her knuckles white where she gripped the stove edge, her legs trembling as she struggled to stay upright while I filled her completely. “You feel so good—so thick, so perfect. I can feel you touching every part of me.”
I started moving, long slow strokes that made her whimper with each thrust, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back into her depths. The pancakes on the griddle were starting to brown, and Lena reached over to flip them with one shaking hand while I fucked her from behind, her movements clumsy with pleasure. Her pussy made soft wet sounds with each stroke, her arousal creating the perfect lubrication.
“This is insane,” she panted, pushing back to meet my thrusts, her ass jiggling with each impact. “I’m making breakfast while getting fucked by my twenty-year-old tenant—my pussy is dripping all over the kitchen floor.”
“You like being fucked while you cook?” I asked, picking up the pace until my hips were slapping against her ass with meaty sounds. The sound of skin slapping against skin mixed with the sizzle of batter and the wet squelching of my cock moving in and out of her soaked pussy.
“Love it. God, Logan, you feel incredible. Harder—fuck me harder while I try to concentrate on these pancakes.”
I gripped her hips with both hands and started pounding into her, the force of my thrusts making her whole body shake and her heavy breasts sway beneath her. Pancake batter splattered onto the backsplash as Lena struggled to maintain her grip on the spatula, her coordination destroyed by the waves of pleasure radiating from where my cock stretched her open.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her voice getting higher with each word as I drove into her again and again. “Right there, don’t stop—you’re hitting something deep inside me that’s never been touched before.”
The timer chose that moment to go off, a shrill beeping that filled the kitchen. Lena reached over to turn it off, the movement changing the angle just enough that I hit her G-spot dead on, the spongy tissue swelling under the pressure of my cock head.
“FUCK!” she screamed, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vice, the muscles contracting so hard I could barely move. “I’m cumming! Oh God, I’m cumming so hard I can’t see straight!”
Her orgasm triggered mine. I buried myself deep inside her and exploded, my cock swelling even thicker before pumping what felt like gallons of hot cum into her hungry pussy. Each pulse sent thick ropes of seed deep into her channel, and I could feel her walls contracting rhythmically around my shaft, milking every drop from me while she sobbed with pleasure.
We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, connected in the most intimate way possible. My cum was already starting to leak out around my still-hard cock, the thick white fluid dripping steadily onto the kitchen floor in heavy drops that splattered on the tiles. Lena’s legs were shaking so hard she could barely stand, and I could feel her pussy still fluttering around me with aftershocks.
“Wow,” Lena whispered, carefully pulling off my cock. More cum gushed out, running down her thighs in thick streams. “That was…”
“Incredible,” I finished.
She turned around, her robe completely open now, giving me a perfect view of her post-orgasm glow. Her tits were flushed pink, nipples still hard, and her pussy was swollen and glistening with our combined juices.
“The pancakes are probably ruined,” she said, but she was smiling.
I glanced at the griddle. The pancakes were indeed a little darker than usual, but they looked edible. “They look fine to me.”
Lena laughed, a sound like silver bells. “You’re sweet.” She reached down and scooped some of my cum off her thigh, then licked it off her finger. “Mmm. You taste good too.”
My cock twitched, already starting to get hard again. Apparently, whatever was happening to me had given me the recovery time of a teenager.
“Round two already?” Lena asked, noticing my renewed interest. “I like a man with stamina.”
Before I could answer, we heard footsteps on the stairs. Lena’s eyes went wide, and she quickly tied her robe closed, though it did little to hide the fact that she’d just been thoroughly fucked.
“That’ll be Skye,” she whispered. “My daughter.”
Right. Skye. The art student. Twenty-one, petite, artsy in that way that usually meant tattoos and weird piercings. I’d seen her around the house a few times, but we’d never really talked.
“Should I go get dressed?” I asked, suddenly aware that I was standing naked in the kitchen with my landlady’s cum dripping down her legs.
“Too late,” Lena said as footsteps approached the kitchen.
Skye appeared in the doorway, already dressed for the day in paint-stained jeans and a vintage band t-shirt that hugged her small frame. She had her mother’s blonde hair, but cut in a choppy pixie style with streaks of blue. Hazel eyes that seemed to take in everything at once.
Those eyes immediately locked onto my naked form, traveled down to my half-hard cock, then over to her mother’s obviously post-coital appearance. Her cheeks flushed pink, but she didn’t look away.
“Morning,” she said casually, like walking in on her mom’s tenant naked in the kitchen was an everyday occurrence. “Smells good in here.”
Lena cleared her throat. “I was just making pancakes. Logan came down to help.”
“I can see that.” Skye’s eyes were still on me, and I caught her biting her lower lip. “Is there enough for three?”
“Always,” Lena said, turning back to the stove. The movement made more cum leak down her legs, which didn’t escape Skye’s notice.
I grabbed my boxers and pulled them on, though they did little to hide my renewed erection. Skye tracked the movement with obvious interest.
“I should probably go get dressed,” I said.
“Don’t on my account,” Skye replied, settling onto one of the bar stools at the kitchen island. “I’m an art student. I’ve seen plenty of naked people.”
Something about the way she said it—and the way her eyes kept drifting to my crotch—told me she wasn’t just talking about life drawing classes.
Lena served up the pancakes, still slightly flushed and glowing from our encounter. Every now and then, she’d catch my eye and smile, like we shared some delicious secret.
Which, I supposed, we did.
“So,” Skye said, drowning her pancakes in syrup. “Mom seems… relaxed this morning.”
Lena nearly choked on her coffee. “Skye!”
“What? I’m just saying, you have this post-orgasmic glow thing going on. It’s very obvious.”
I checked my phone under the table. The pheromone app was now showing 67 feet and still climbing. Whatever effect I was having on Lena, it was spreading.
“You know what?” Lena said, setting down her fork. “You’re right. I did just have amazing sex with Logan. Best orgasm I’ve had in years, if you must know.”
Skye’s eyes went wide, then she grinned. “Good for you, Mom. It’s about time.”
“About time?” I asked.
“Mom’s been single for three years,” Skye explained. “And she’s been eyeing you like a piece of chocolate cake since you moved in. I was wondering when she’d finally make a move.”
Lena buried her face in her hands. “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.”
“I think it’s great,” Skye continued. “Logan’s hot, he’s nice, and apparently he’s good in bed. What more could you want?”
She reached over and patted my arm, and the contact sent a jolt of electricity through me. Her touch lingered longer than necessary, fingers tracing small circles on my bicep.
“Plus,” she added, her voice dropping to a whisper, “you smell absolutely incredible right now. Like, pheromone-overload incredible.”
The app on my phone chimed softly. 71 feet.
“I should probably go shower,” I said, standing up before things could get any weirder. “Get ready for class.”
“Of course,” Lena said, but her eyes were on the bulge in my boxers. “We should all get cleaned up.”
As I headed for the stairs, I could hear Skye behind me. “Hey Logan?”
I turned around. She was leaning forward on the bar stool, giving me a perfect view down her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
“If you ever need help with that,” she gestured vaguely toward my crotch, “I mean, for artistic purposes or whatever… I’m just saying, I’m available.”
Lena smacked her daughter on the arm. “Skye!”
“What? I’m being neighborly.”
I fled upstairs before I could do something that would make the morning even more complicated than it already was. But as I headed for the shower, I couldn’t stop thinking about the way both women had looked at me. The hunger in their eyes. The way they’d both seemed to lose control around me.
My phone buzzed with another pheromone alert. 73 feet and rising.
This was definitely going to be an interesting day.
Behind me, I could hear Lena and Skye talking in hushed tones, their voices carrying up the stairs.
“…never felt anything like it…”
“…want him so bad it hurts…”
“…tomorrow morning too?”
I turned on the shower and tried not to think about what that last comment meant. But as the hot water hit my skin, I couldn’t shake the feeling that my life had just taken a very dramatic turn.
And I was pretty sure I liked where it was heading.




Chapter 3: Homework Hoover

I came out of the shower feeling like a new man, but also completely confused about what my life had become in the span of twelve hours.
Two nurses at the hospital. Lena bent over the stove. And now Skye making not-so-subtle offers about “artistic purposes.”
The pheromone app showed 74 feet and climbing. Whatever this mutation was, it wasn’t slowing down.
I threw on jeans and a t-shirt and headed back downstairs, hoping to grab some coffee and maybe a few more pancakes before heading to campus. I had Chemistry 101 at nine, and Professor Rowan was notorious for pop quizzes on Fridays.
The kitchen was empty when I got there, but I could hear the shower running upstairs—Lena getting cleaned up. The pancakes were still warm on the counter, along with a fresh pot of coffee and a note written in Lena’s neat handwriting:
Help yourself to everything. See you tonight. XOXO
I poured coffee and loaded up a plate, settling at the kitchen island to eat. The same spot where Skye had been sitting twenty minutes ago, eyeing my cock like it was her favorite dessert.
Speaking of Skye…
“Mind if I join you?”
I looked up to find her standing in the doorway, arms full of art supplies. She’d changed into a cropped band t-shirt that showed off her flat stomach and low-slung jeans that hugged her slim hips. Her pixie-cut hair was still messy from sleep, and she had a smudge of charcoal on her cheek.
“Sure,” I said, gesturing to the empty stool across from me.
But instead of sitting across from me, Skye walked around the island and set her supplies down on the counter beside my plate. Sketchpad, charcoal pencils, an eraser, and what looked like colored pastels.
“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, opening her sketchpad. “I’m working on a figure study project for class. Human anatomy in natural settings.”
“Natural settings?”
She grinned and started sketching, her hand moving in quick, confident strokes. “You know. People doing everyday things. Eating breakfast, reading, watching TV. The human form in candid moments.”
I took a bite of pancake and watched her work. She was good—really good. The rough outline taking shape on her paper was already recognizably me, sitting at the counter with my coffee cup halfway to my lips.
“You’re talented,” I said.
“Thanks.” She looked up from her sketch, hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. “But I think I could capture the anatomy better from a different angle.”
Before I could ask what she meant, Skye slipped off her stool and ducked under the counter with feline grace. A second later, I felt her small, warm hands sliding up my thighs, her fingertips tracing patterns that made my muscles twitch.
“Skye, what are you—”
“Shh.” Her fingers were already working at my belt buckle with surprising dexterity, the metal clinking softly in the quiet kitchen. “I’m studying proportion. The human form. You know, for art.”
My jeans hit the floor, followed quickly by my boxers. Skye settled herself between my legs, kneeling on the cool kitchen tiles with her sketchpad propped against my thigh. Her position put her face just inches from my crotch, and I could feel her warm breath ghosting over my skin.
“Perfect angle,” she murmured, pencil moving across the paper in quick, confident strokes. “I can see everything from here—every line, every shadow, every detail.”
She wasn’t wrong. From her position on the floor, she had a perfect view of my cock, which was already responding to her proximity and the heat of her breath. My shaft was thickening and rising, the head beginning to flush with blood. The pheromone app on my phone was pinging softly—76 feet now.
“This is your idea of figure drawing?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady as she sketched, though I could feel my pulse quickening with each stroke of her pencil.
“Mmm-hmm.” Skye’s pink tongue darted out to wet her lips as she studied my growing erection, her hazel eyes bright with artistic fascination and something hungrier. “Though I think I need a better understanding of the subject matter—art requires intimate knowledge of your subject.”
She set down her pencil and wrapped one small hand around my shaft, her fingers barely able to encircle my girth. Her fingers were stained with charcoal, leaving gray smudges on my skin like abstract art. Her touch was gentle but curious, exploring the weight and texture with scientific interest.
“For accuracy,” she said innocently, stroking me slowly from base to tip, her thumb sweeping over the sensitive head. “Artists need to understand texture, weight, how things move and respond to touch. The way the skin shifts, how it heats up, the way veins become more prominent with arousal.”
“Fuck, Skye.” My cock was fully hard now, throbbing in her small grip.
“Ooh, verbal responses too. That’s important data.” She continued her exploration, using both hands now—one wrapped around my shaft, the other cupping and gently rolling my balls. “I can feel your pulse through the skin here, and the way your whole body tenses when I touch this spot…”
She leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of my cock, from base to tip, her touch feather-light but electric. The sensation made me grip the edge of the counter hard enough to make my knuckles white. Her tongue was warm and wet, tracing the prominent vein that ran along my shaft.
“Taste is also crucial for a complete study,” she said, pulling back to observe the glistening trail of saliva she’d left. “Salt and musk and something uniquely masculine. I need to document all the sensory elements.”
Then she took the head of my cock into her mouth, her lips forming a perfect seal around the crown. The wet heat was incredible, and I felt her tongue swirling around the sensitive glans, exploring every ridge and hollow.
Holy shit. If Lena had technique, Skye had enthusiasm that bordered on obsession. She attacked my cock like she was trying to win a medal, sucking and licking with an eagerness that was both desperate and methodical. Her mouth was small—almost tiny—but she was determined to take as much of me as possible, her jaw stretching wide to accommodate my girth while saliva pooled at the corners of her lips.
“God, you taste good,” she moaned, pulling off to catch her breath, a thick strand of saliva connecting her lips to my cock head. “Like salt and musk and pure masculinity—I could get addicted to this flavor.”
She went back to work with renewed vigor, one small hand pumping my shaft with a twisting motion while her mouth focused on the sensitive head. Her tongue was everywhere—swirling around the tip in tight circles, flicking rapidly across the slit to taste the precum that was steadily leaking, tracing the ridge where the head met the shaft with the pointed tip of her tongue. The contrast between her soft lips and the rough texture of her tongue was driving me wild.
I looked down and saw that she’d managed to keep sketching even while sucking my cock, her coordination impressive. Her left hand worked the pencil in quick, confident strokes while her right hand and mouth worked me over, capturing the scene from her unique perspective.
“Are you seriously drawing while you blow me?”
She pulled off with a wet pop, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva and precum. “Multi-tasking. I’m very talented.” She held up the sketchpad with obvious pride. “See?”
The drawing was incredible—far beyond what I’d expected. She’d captured not just my anatomy but the entire moment—the way I gripped the counter, the tension in my muscles, the arch of my back, even the expression of stunned pleasure on my face. It was erotic art in the truest sense, raw and beautiful and intensely intimate.
“That’s amazing,” I said, genuinely impressed.
“I’m not done yet.” She set the pad aside and used both hands on my cock now, stroking and twisting in alternating directions while she sucked, her saliva providing perfect lubrication. “I want to capture the full sequence. Build up, climax, aftermath. A complete artistic documentation.”
She was humming while she worked—some pop song I recognized but couldn’t place. The vibrations traveled through her lips and tongue directly into my cock, the resonance making my entire shaft tingle with sensation.
“You like that?” she asked, noticing my sharp intake of breath. “I used to be in choir. Lots of breath control and tongue exercises—turns out those skills transfer to other activities.”
She demonstrated by taking me deeper than should have been physically possible for someone her size, her throat opening to accept my length. I felt the head of my cock hit the back of her throat, and instead of gagging, she just relaxed and took it, her throat muscles massaging my shaft while she hummed that same melody. The vibrations were incredible, traveling through her entire throat and into my cock.
“Jesus Christ, Skye. Where did you learn to do that?”
“Art school,” she said matter-of-factly, pulling back to lick a bead of precum from my tip. “You’d be amazed what you pick up in the dorms. Figure drawing models, anatomy studies, experimental art projects—college is very educational.”
She went back to sketching, this time capturing herself in the act. The drawing showed her kneeling between my legs, hair falling across her face, lips wrapped around my cock. It was pornographic and beautiful at the same time.
“I’m getting close,” I warned her, feeling the familiar tightness building in my balls, my cock swelling even thicker in her grip.
“Good. I want to draw that too.” She set the pencil down and focused entirely on me, both small hands working my shaft with twisting motions while she sucked the head, her tongue never stopping its exploration. “I want to see how you look when you lose control—I want to capture that exact moment when pleasure takes over.”
Her technique was relentless and methodical. She alternated between taking me deep into her throat until I felt the tight constriction around my cock head, then pulling back to focus intense attention on the sensitive tip, her tongue flicking rapidly across the slit. She kept me right on the edge without letting me go over, reading every twitch and throb of my cock to know exactly when to back off. It was exquisite torture and overwhelming ecstasy at the same time.
“Please,” I groaned, my hips starting to buck involuntarily. “I need to cum—you’re driving me insane.”
“Ask nicely,” she teased, pulling back to place soft kisses along my shaft, her lips barely touching the sensitive skin. “Tell me exactly what you want me to do.”
“I want you to suck my cock until I explode in your mouth,” I gasped, my control hanging by a thread.
“Mmm, better. But I want you to cum on my face instead.” Her eyes were bright with artistic excitement. “I want to draw myself covered in your cum—I want to document how it looks when it’s fresh and hot on my skin.”
The mental image of that nearly finished me right there. “Fuck yes—paint yourself with my cum.”
She pumped my cock with both hands, using the saliva and precum as lubrication while her tongue flicked rapidly over the tip, her eyes locked on mine. “Cum for me, Logan. Cover my face with your hot cum—I want to feel it hit my skin, want to taste it on my lips.”
That did it. My orgasm hit like a freight train, my cock pulsing in her grip as the first powerful shot painted a thick line across her forehead and into her pixie-cut hair. She aimed my cock expertly, directing the next few spurts across her cheeks and lips, her mouth open to catch what she could, her tongue darting out to taste each drop.
“Yes,” she moaned, still stroking me as rope after rope of cum painted her face, the thick white fluid coating her skin like abstract art. “So much cum—you’re incredible. I can feel how hot it is.”
When I was finally spent, she sat back on her heels, face thoroughly painted with my cum. The thick fluid was already beginning to drip—some had landed on her t-shirt, creating abstract patterns on the fabric, and she had pearly white streaks running through her blue-tinted hair like highlights.
“How do I look?” she asked, cum dripping slowly from her chin onto her chest.
“Like a work of art—like a masterpiece.”
She grinned, my cum glistening on her lips, and reached for her sketchpad with one hand while the other traced through the cum on her cheek. Somehow managing to draw her own cum-covered face using the small mirror propped against her supplies, she worked quickly to capture the image before it could drip away. The sketch was rough but captured the moment perfectly—the satisfied expression, the way my cum glistened on her skin, the artistic chaos of it all.
“This is going in my portfolio,” she said, using her finger to scoop a thick glob of cum from her cheek. She brought it to her mouth and tasted it thoughtfully, savoring the flavor. “Maybe with a title like ‘Morning Study’ or ‘Breakfast Inspiration’—or maybe ‘Mixed Media: Charcoal and Cum.’”
She stood up and kissed me, her lips sticky with cum and tasting like salt and vanilla. “Thank you for the modeling session.”
“Any time,” I managed, still trying to process what had just happened.
Skye gathered her art supplies, apparently unconcerned about the cum dripping from her face. “I should probably go clean up before Mom sees me like this. She might get jealous.”
“Jealous?”
“Of my technique.” Skye winked. “I’ve had more practice than her lately.”
She headed for the stairs, then paused and looked back. “Oh, and Logan? I meant what I said earlier about live modeling. My figure drawing class is always looking for male models. Pays well too.”
“How well?”
“Fifty bucks an hour. Three-hour sessions.” Her eyes traveled down to my still-exposed cock. “Though something tells me you’d cause quite a stir. Might have to make it a private session instead.”
She disappeared upstairs, leaving me sitting half-naked at the kitchen counter with syrup-sticky fingers and the lingering scent of sex in the air.
I checked my phone. The pheromone app showed 78 feet and still climbing. I was also running late for class.
I pulled my clothes back on and grabbed my backpack, mind racing. In the span of an hour, I’d fucked my landlady and gotten blown by her daughter. Both had been eager, enthusiastic, and completely in control of their decisions. The pheromones were enhancing their attraction, but they were still choosing to act on it.
As I headed for the door, I could hear the shower running upstairs again—Skye washing the evidence of our encounter off her face. But I knew she’d keep the drawings. Probably frame them.
The walk to campus gave me time to think, but not much time to process. Every woman I passed seemed to notice me more than usual. A jogger did a double-take. A mom walking her kid to school smiled and held eye contact longer than necessary. The barista at the coffee cart on campus practically purred when she handed me my latte.
It was like walking through the world wearing some kind of sexual superpower. And it was only getting stronger.
By the time I reached the chemistry building, the pheromone app was reading 82 feet. I was officially affecting people from across a city block.
I slipped into Professor Rowan’s classroom just as she was starting her lecture. She was a stern woman in her early forties, with sharp features and graying hair pulled back in a tight bun. She wore wire-rimmed glasses and always dressed like she was heading to a job interview—pressed blouses, pencil skirts, lab coats when we were doing experiments.
“Mr. Hart,” she said as I found a seat. “How nice of you to join us.”
“Sorry, Professor. Traffic.”
She gave me a look that suggested she didn’t believe me, but continued with her lecture on molecular bonding. I tried to focus on taking notes, but I kept thinking about Skye’s mouth wrapped around my cock and the way she’d hummed while she worked.
About halfway through class, I noticed that Professor Rowan kept glancing in my direction. At first I thought it was because I’d been late, but then I caught her adjusting her glasses and smoothing her hair in a way that seemed almost… nervous?
When she bent over to help a student with a problem, I noticed her pencil skirt was riding up slightly, showing more leg than usual. And was it my imagination, or was her blouse unbuttoned one button lower than normal?
The pheromone app on my phone vibrated softly. 85 feet.
Professor Rowan straightened up and our eyes met across the classroom. For just a moment, her professional composure slipped. She looked at me like she was trying to solve a particularly complex equation, her pupils dilated behind her glasses.
Then she cleared her throat and turned back to the whiteboard. “That’s all for today. Don’t forget, quiz on Monday covering chapters twelve and thirteen.”
Students started packing up and filing out. I was shoving my notebook into my backpack when I heard my name.
“Mr. Hart? Could you stay after class for a moment?”
I looked up to find Professor Rowan standing beside her desk, hands clasped in front of her in a way that pushed her breasts together slightly.
“Sure thing, Professor.”
The last student left and closed the door behind them. Professor Rowan walked over and turned the lock.
“Is everything alright?” I asked, though I was pretty sure I knew where this was heading.
She turned to face me, and I could see the internal struggle playing out across her features. Professional restraint warring with something more primal.
“Mr. Hart,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “Logan. I need to ask you something, and I need you to be completely honest with me.”
“Okay.”
She stepped closer, and I caught a hint of her perfume—something clean and professional, like soap and vanilla. Underneath it, though, was the unmistakable scent of arousal.
“Are you wearing cologne? Or some kind of… pheromone enhancer?”
I blinked. “Pheromone enhancer?”
“I’ve been teaching for fifteen years,” she said, taking another step closer. “I’ve never had a reaction to a student like this. It’s completely inappropriate, but I can’t seem to help myself.”
She was close enough now that I could see the flush creeping up her neck, the way her nipples were pressing against the fabric of her blouse.
“Professor Rowan—”
“Call me Evelyn. Please.” She reached up and pulled off her glasses, setting them on the desk. Without them, she looked younger, softer. “I know this is wrong. I know I could lose my job. But I need to know what’s happening to me.”
I thought about the hospital, about Lena and Skye, about the app on my phone that was probably showing 90 feet by now.
“It’s not cologne,” I said. “It’s… complicated.”
“Then explain it to me. I’m a scientist. I understand complicated.”
So I told her. About the collapse at work, the hospital, the pheromone mutation. About how every woman within a certain radius seemed to lose their inhibitions around me, but kept their free will.
Evelyn listened with the focused attention of someone solving a problem, nodding at key points and asking clarifying questions. But she was also unconsciously moving closer, until she was standing right in front of me.
“Fascinating,” she murmured when I finished. “A spontaneous genetic mutation affecting pheromone production. The implications for evolutionary biology are staggering.”
“Is that your professional opinion?”
She smiled, and for the first time since I’d known her, Professor Rowan looked almost… playful. “My professional opinion is that you’re a walking anomaly that could revolutionize our understanding of human attraction.”
“And your personal opinion?”
Evelyn reached up and loosened her hair from its bun, letting it fall around her shoulders. The transformation was remarkable—she went from stern professor to sultry woman in seconds.
“My personal opinion,” she said, stepping close enough that her body was almost touching mine, “is that I want to conduct some very thorough research.”
Before I could respond, she was kissing me, her hands fisting in my t-shirt to pull me closer. She tasted like coffee and mint, and when her tongue met mine, she moaned softly into my mouth.
“This is insane,” she whispered against my lips. “I don’t do this. I don’t lose control.”
“But you want to.”
“God, yes. I’ve been wet since you walked into my classroom. I can’t focus on anything except how badly I want you to bend me over this desk.”
My phone buzzed. I glanced down at the screen: 92 feet and climbing.
“Your office,” I said. “More private.”
She nodded and grabbed my hand, leading me through a door behind her desk into a small office lined with bookshelves and covered with scientific charts. She locked the door behind us and immediately started unbuttoning her blouse.
“I need you to understand,” she said as she revealed a black lace bra that did incredible things for her chest, “this isn’t me. I’m careful, methodical, professional. I’ve never done anything remotely like this.”
“But you’re choosing to do it now.”
“Yes.” She unzipped her skirt and let it pool at her feet. Her panties matched the bra—black lace that left little to the imagination. “I’m choosing this because I want it. Because I want you.”
She was beautiful in a way I hadn’t expected—all sharp angles and elegant lines, but with curves in exactly the right places. Her body was fit from what looked like regular exercise, and there were tiny freckles scattered across her chest that made her seem more human somehow.
“You’re incredible,” I said, reaching for her.
She stepped back, hands on her hips. “Not yet. First, I want to see what’s causing all this.” She nodded toward my clothes. “Strip. I want to examine the source.”
There was something incredibly hot about being ordered around by my chemistry professor. I pulled off my shirt and jeans, watching her eyes widen as she took in my body.
“Magnificent,” she murmured, approaching like she was studying a specimen. “Enhanced muscle definition, optimal proportions, and…” Her gaze dropped to my cock. “Impressive anatomical development.”
She walked around me slowly, taking in every angle. When she completed the circle, she was biting her lower lip.
“The pheromone concentration must be strongest at close range,” she mused. “I can literally feel my inhibitions dissolving.”
“Is that a problem?”
“On the contrary.” She pushed me backward until my legs hit her desk chair. “It’s exactly what I need right now.”
I sat down and she immediately straddled my lap, grinding against my cock through her lace panties. The friction was incredible, and I could feel how wet she already was.
“I haven’t felt like this in years,” she panted, rolling her hips against me. “Like a teenager discovering sex for the first time.”
She reached behind herself and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. Her breasts were perfect—not huge, but full and firm with dark pink nipples that were already hard with arousal.
“Touch me,” she commanded. “I want to see how your pheromones affect sensitivity.”
I cupped her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers. She gasped and arched into my touch, her movements against my cock becoming more urgent.
“Fascinating,” she breathed. “Every nerve ending feels like it’s been amplified. The sensation is incredible.”
She reached down and pulled her panties aside, positioning herself over my cock. “I need you inside me. For research purposes.”
“Research?”
“I want to document every aspect of this experience.” She sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, both of us moaning at the sensation. “Oh God, you feel perfect.”
She started riding me, her movements controlled and deliberate at first, like she was conducting an experiment. But as the sensations built, her rhythm became more frantic.
“The pheromone effect seems to increase with physical contact,” she gasped, bouncing on my cock. “I can feel my arousal levels spiking beyond anything I’ve experienced before.”
“Less talking, more fucking,” I said, gripping her hips and pulling her down harder.
“Yes,” she moaned. “Take control. I want to study how dominance factors into the pheromone response.”
I stood up, keeping her impaled on my cock, and bent her over her desk. Scientific papers scattered as I pounded into her from behind, her ass rippling with each thrust.
“Harder,” she demanded. “I want to feel this tomorrow when I’m teaching.”
I gripped her hair and pulled her head back, fucking her with everything I had. Her pussy was tight and incredibly wet, gripping my cock like a velvet vise.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced, clinical even in the throes of passion. “The orgasmic response is building faster than normal. Must be the pheromone amplification.”
“Cum for me, Professor.”
Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she screamed my name. The sight and sound of my normally composed professor coming apart pushed me over the edge.
“Inside,” she gasped. “I want to study the aftermath. Fill me up.”
I exploded inside her, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into her hungry pussy. She milked every drop, her walls contracting around me in waves.
We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard. When I finally pulled out, cum immediately started leaking from her pussy onto her desk.
“Remarkable,” she said, reaching down to catch some of my cum on her finger. She examined it closely, then tasted it. “Protein content seems elevated. I’d love to run some tests.”
“Tests?”
She turned around, completely unselfconscious about her nudity. “I want to document everything about your condition. Blood work, hormone levels, pheromone concentration analysis. This could be the discovery of the century.”
She was already reaching for a notepad, scribbling observations while cum dripped down her thighs. “I’ll need regular samples, of course. For comparison studies.”
“Regular samples?”
Professor Rowan—Evelyn—smiled, and it was predatory. “Oh yes. Very regular. I’m thinking daily sessions, at minimum. Maybe twice daily during the initial data collection phase.”
She walked over to a small refrigerator in the corner and pulled out what looked like a specimen collection kit. “In fact, if you have time now, I’d love to get started on the preliminary analysis.”
My phone buzzed. 97 feet.
“I should probably get to my next class,” I said, though the idea of regular “research sessions” with Professor Rowan was definitely appealing.
“Of course.” She was already getting dressed, though she left her panties off. “But Logan? I’m going to need you to come to my office hours tomorrow. We have a lot of… research to conduct.”
As I got dressed, I watched her seal a sample of my cum in a bio-storage bag and label it with scientific precision. Even post-orgasm, she was still thinking like a researcher.
“One more thing,” she said as I headed for the door. “If anyone asks about our meeting today, we were discussing your lab performance. Which, I have to say, is exemplary.”
I left Professor Rowan’s office with a huge grin on my face and the promise of regular “study sessions” in my future. The pheromone app was now showing 99 feet—almost a full city block.
As I walked across campus to my next class, I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen when I hit triple digits. And more importantly, how many more women were about to discover just how much they wanted to conduct their own research.
The day was still young, and my mutation was still growing stronger.




Chapter 4: Study-Hall Slide

By the time I made it to my next class—Introduction to Biology in the science building’s main lecture hall—the pheromone app was showing 101 feet. Triple digits.
I’d officially crossed some kind of threshold.
The lecture hall was one of those old-school stadium-style classrooms with tiered rows of desks that curved around a central podium. About sixty students scattered throughout, mostly underclassmen fulfilling their science requirements. I grabbed a seat in the middle section and pulled out my notebook, trying to look like a normal college student instead of a walking pheromone bomb.
Professor Martinez was droning on about cellular respiration when I felt someone slide into the seat next to me. I glanced over and saw a girl I recognized from around campus but had never actually talked to—petite, with shoulder-length auburn hair and green eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. She was wearing a sundress that showed off her long legs and had a stack of color-coded notebooks that screamed “pre-med student.”
“Hey,” she whispered, leaning closer than necessary. “I’m Zoe. I think we’re in the same Chemistry class?”
“Logan,” I whispered back. “Yeah, I think so.”
She smelled like vanilla perfume and coffee, but underneath that was something else. Something that told me my pheromones were already working on her.
“I missed yesterday’s lecture,” she said, her voice breathy. “Could I maybe borrow your notes? I promise I’ll return them right after class.”
I looked down at my Chemistry notebook. Professor Rowan’s class notes were pretty comprehensive, but they were also mixed in with some very unprofessional doodles I’d made while thinking about our “research session.”
“Sure,” I said, sliding the notebook over.
Zoe’s fingers brushed mine as she took it, and I saw her pupils dilate slightly behind her glasses. She opened the notebook and started copying my notes, but I noticed her breathing was getting faster.
The pheromone app vibrated softly in my pocket. 104 feet.
“Your handwriting is really nice,” Zoe murmured, still copying. But her leg was now pressed against mine under the desk, and I could feel the heat radiating from her skin.
Professor Martinez was still lecturing about ATP synthesis, completely oblivious to the drama unfolding in his classroom. Most of the other students were either taking notes or scrolling through their phones, equally unaware.
Zoe finished copying and closed her notebook, but instead of handing mine back, she kept it open on her desk. Her hand was resting on the page, fingers tracing over my writing.
“There’s something about you,” she whispered, leaning so close I could feel her breath on my ear. “I can’t concentrate on anything else since you sat down.”
“Maybe you should pay attention to the lecture,” I suggested, though my cock was already starting to respond to her proximity.
“I can’t.” Her hand slipped under the desk and landed on my thigh. “All I can think about is how good you smell. Like pure masculinity and sex and everything I’ve ever wanted.”
Her fingers were walking up my leg, getting dangerously close to my crotch. I glanced around the lecture hall. We were sitting in the middle of a row, with students on both sides and behind us. But the way the tiered desks were designed, anyone below us couldn’t see what was happening under the desktop.
“Zoe,” I warned quietly. “We’re in the middle of class.”
“I know.” Her hand reached my belt buckle and started working at it with surprising skill. “That’s what makes it so exciting.”
My jeans came undone with barely a whisper of sound. Zoe’s small hand slipped inside my boxers and wrapped around my cock, which was rapidly hardening despite the very public setting.
“Jesus Christ,” she breathed as she felt my size. “You’re huge.”
She started stroking me slowly, her technique maddeningly gentle. I gripped the edge of my desk, trying to keep my expression neutral as Professor Martinez continued his lecture about metabolic pathways.
“This is insane,” I whispered.
“I know.” Zoe’s cheeks were flushed pink, but her eyes were bright with excitement. “I’ve never done anything like this before. But I need you so badly it hurts.”
She was pumping me faster now, thumb swirling over the head of my cock. Pre-cum was already leaking, making her movements slick and silent.
“I want to taste you,” she whispered, glancing down at the narrow space between our row and the one in front of us. “There’s enough room if I’m careful.”
Before I could stop her, Zoe had slipped her notebook and pen onto the floor—a perfectly normal thing that happens in lecture halls all the time. She bent down to “retrieve” them, but instead of coming back up, she scooted forward and disappeared under the desk.
From everyone else’s perspective, it probably looked like she was having trouble finding her stuff in the cramped space. But I could feel her positioning herself between my legs, her hands working at my jeans to free more of my cock.
The first touch of her tongue against my shaft nearly made me moan out loud. I bit down hard on my lip and forced myself to keep taking notes as Zoe worked her magic under the desk.
She was incredibly skilled for someone who claimed to never do things like this. Her mouth was warm and wet, saliva pooling around my shaft as her tongue danced over every sensitive spot with surgical precision. Her hand worked what wouldn’t fit, twisting and stroking in rhythm with her mouth. The confined space meant she had to be creative with her angles, contorting her small body to accommodate my size, but somehow that made it even hotter. I could feel her breath hot against my balls as she worked, her nose pressing against my base when she took me deepest.
Professor Martinez chose that moment to ask for questions about cellular respiration. Several hands went up around the lecture hall, giving me a few minutes where attention was focused elsewhere. I reached down and tangled my fingers in Zoe’s auburn hair, guiding her rhythm while trying to look like I was just resting my hand casually.
She responded by taking me deeper, her throat opening to accommodate my size as she suppressed her gag reflex. The sensation was incredible—the tight constriction of her throat massaging my cock head while her tongue worked the sensitive underside. It was made even better by the knowledge that sixty other students were sitting just feet away, completely unaware that I was getting the most intense blowjob of my life under my desk.
“The citric acid cycle,” Professor Martinez was saying, “is crucial for energy production in eukaryotic cells…”
Zoe pulled off my cock just long enough to whisper, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to my tip, “I want you inside me—I need to feel you stretch my pussy.”
“Here?” I mouthed, though my body was screaming yes and my cock was throbbing with need.
She nodded eagerly, already working her way out of her panties under her sundress with desperate efficiency. “I need you to fuck me right here, right now—I can’t wait another second.”
The logistics should have been impossible. We were in the middle of a crowded lecture hall, surrounded by other students. But Zoe was apparently very determined and creative, her arousal overriding any rational concerns about discovery.
She positioned herself on her knees facing away from me, hands braced on the floor like she was still looking for her dropped notebook. From behind, I could see that her sundress had ridden up just enough to expose her bare pussy, which was already glistening with thick arousal. Her lips were swollen and parted, her opening visibly dilated and ready. The scent of her need was intoxicating in the confined space under the desk.
I glanced around quickly. The students to either side were absorbed in their own note-taking, and the curved design of the lecture hall meant that anyone behind us would just see Zoe’s back as she “searched” under the desk.
Moving as carefully and quietly as possible, I scooted forward in my seat and positioned the broad head of my cock at her entrance. She was so wet that I slid in without any resistance, her slick walls parting to welcome me as I filled her completely. Both of us bit back moans at the sensation, her pussy gripping me like a silk glove while she trembled with the effort of staying quiet.
“Oh god,” Zoe whispered, her voice muffled by her position, “you feel incredible—so thick, so deep. I can feel you touching places I didn’t know existed.”
I started moving slowly, careful not to make the desk shake or create any telltale sounds. The angle was perfect—I could slide deep while she stayed hidden under the desktop, my cock hitting her G-spot with each careful thrust. Her pussy was incredibly tight and scorching hot, her inner walls rippling around me as she struggled to accommodate my size in the cramped space.
Professor Martinez was now discussing electron transport chains, completely oblivious to the fact that two of his students were fucking in the middle of his lecture. The irony wasn’t lost on me—here I was, participating in the most basic biological function while he explained cellular energy production.
“Harder,” Zoe breathed, pushing back against me with desperate need. “Please—I need you to fuck me harder.”
I gripped her hips with both hands and started thrusting more aggressively, still being careful to keep the motion smooth and silent. The desk did creak slightly with the increased force, but it was an old building and the desks were always making noise. I could feel her pussy getting wetter with each thrust, her arousal coating my cock and dripping onto the floor beneath us.
Zoe was making tiny whimpering sounds that were thankfully covered by the professor’s voice and the rustling of papers from other students. Her pussy was getting wetter and tighter with each thrust, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft as her orgasm approached. I could feel every ripple of her muscles as they tightened around me.
“I’m going to cum,” she whispered urgently, her voice breaking with barely contained pleasure. “Don’t stop—please don’t stop, I’m so close.”
I reached around and found her swollen clit with my fingers, rubbing in small circles while I continued to pound into her. The tiny bud was hard and slick with her juices, pulsing under my touch. The combination of internal and external stimulation pushed her over the edge.
Her orgasm was silent but devastatingly intense—I felt her whole body shudder and convulse as her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice, her inner walls contracting in powerful waves that milked my shaft. She bit down on her own hand to keep from crying out, tears of overwhelming pleasure streaming down her face while her legs trembled uncontrollably. I could feel her pussy flooding with fresh arousal as she came, the additional lubrication making each thrust even more intense.
The sight and sensation of her cumming so hard triggered my own climax. I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded inside her, my cock pulsing as I pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum into her spasming pussy. Each spurt painted her inner walls while she continued to milk me with her contractions, her body greedily accepting every drop.
We stayed frozen like that for several long seconds, both breathing hard and trying not to make any noise while the aftershocks rolled through us. I could feel my cum mixing with her juices, the combined fluid already beginning to leak around my cock. When I finally pulled out, the thick mixture immediately started flowing from her stretched opening onto the floor in heavy drops.
“That was incredible,” Zoe whispered as she carefully maneuvered back into her seat, my cum still leaking down her thighs and soaking into her sundress. Her hair was thoroughly messed up and her cheeks were flushed with post-orgasmic glow, but she managed to look mostly normal from the outside, though anyone who looked closely would notice her dilated pupils and swollen lips.
I tucked my cock back into my jeans and tried to focus on the lecture, though my heart was still pounding from the adrenaline rush. The wet spot on the floor under our desk would be evidence of what we’d done, but hopefully nobody would notice until after class.
“Mr. Hart?”
I looked up to find Professor Martinez staring at me expectantly. Apparently he’d asked me a question while I was distracted.
“Sorry, Professor. Could you repeat the question?”
“I asked if you could explain the role of NADH in cellular respiration.”
Right. Biology. “NADH is an electron carrier that transfers electrons to the electron transport chain, ultimately leading to ATP production.”
“Correct. Though you seem a bit distracted today. Everything alright?”
“Just tired,” I said. “Long night studying.”
Zoe giggled softly beside me, earning a curious look from the girl sitting on her other side.
The rest of the lecture passed without incident, though I could feel Zoe’s eyes on me the entire time. When Professor Martinez finally dismissed the class, students started packing up and filing out.
“Wait,” Zoe said as I started to stand. “There’s something I need to clean up first.”
She slipped back down under the desk, ostensibly to gather her things, but I felt her tongue on my cock again. She was cleaning off the evidence of our encounter, licking away every trace of our combined juices.
“Mmm,” she murmured as she emerged. “You taste even better mixed with me.”
Most of the other students had left by now, but there were still a few stragglers packing up their things. Zoe stood and smoothed down her sundress, trying to look innocent despite the fact that she had my cum leaking down her thighs.
“I should probably get going,” she said, but her eyes were still hungry. “Will I see you around campus?”
“Probably. It’s a small school.”
“Good.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek, her lips lingering longer than necessary. “I hope we can study together again sometime.”
She gathered her notebooks and headed for the exit, walking carefully to avoid any obvious signs of what we’d just done. I watched her go, admiring the way her sundress swayed with each step and wondering how many other students would be affected by my expanding pheromone radius.
I was packing up my own stuff when I noticed someone else lingering in the lecture hall—a middle-aged woman in a business suit who’d been sitting in the back row. She had been taking notes throughout the lecture, but now she was staring at me with undisguised interest.
“Excuse me,” she called out as I headed for the exit. “Are you Logan Hart?”
I stopped. “Yeah, that’s me. Do we know each other?”
She approached, high heels clicking on the lecture hall floor. She was attractive in a professional way—probably early forties, with brown hair pulled back in a neat bun and sharp features behind designer glasses. Her suit was tailored to show off a trim figure.
“I’m Ms. Patterson, the Dean’s assistant,” she said, extending a manicured hand. “I was auditing this class for curriculum review purposes.”
I shook her hand, noticing how her pupils dilated slightly when our skin made contact. The pheromone app in my pocket buzzed—109 feet now.
“Is there a problem?” I asked.
“Not exactly.” Ms. Patterson glanced around the now-empty lecture hall, then back at me. “Though I did observe some… unusual behavior during today’s lecture.”
My stomach dropped. Had she seen what Zoe and I were doing?
“I’m not sure I know what you mean.”
Ms. Patterson smiled, and there was something predatory about it. “The young woman sitting next to you seemed quite… distracted. As were several other female students in your general vicinity.”
She stepped closer, and I caught a whiff of her perfume—something expensive and sophisticated. But underneath it was the same scent of arousal I’d been detecting from every woman who got close to me.
“There’s something very interesting about you, Mr. Hart,” she continued. “Something that seems to have a profound effect on the women around you.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Don’t you?” She was close enough now that I could see the flush creeping up her neck. “Because I’ve been sitting in that back row for forty-five minutes, watching female students gravitate toward you like moths to a flame. And I have to admit, I’m feeling rather… drawn to you myself.”
The pheromone app buzzed again. 112 feet.
“Ms. Patterson—”
“Please, call me Janet.” Her breathing was getting heavier. “I need you to come with me. There are… questions that need to be answered about today’s disturbance.”
“What disturbance?”
She glanced around the lecture hall one more time, then grabbed my arm. “Follow me. The Dean needs a full report.”
She led me out of the lecture hall and down the corridor to a small administrative office. The moment she closed the door behind us, her professional composure cracked.
“God, I can barely think straight,” she gasped, leaning against the door. “Your scent… it’s overwhelming.”
“Ms. Patterson, are you alright?”
“No, I’m not alright.” She moved toward the desk, her hands shaking. “I came here to document inappropriate behavior, but all I can think about is how badly I want you.”
Before I could respond, she was bending over the desk, hiking up her skirt to reveal lacy black stockings and a matching thong.
“Please,” she begged, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I know this is wrong, but I need you inside me. Just once. Just a quickie.”
The rational part of my brain was screaming that this was a terrible idea, but my body was already responding. I moved behind her, pulling her thong aside.
“Someone could come in,” I warned, even as I positioned myself at her entrance.
“The door’s locked. Please, just do it fast.”
I slid into her in one smooth motion. She was incredibly wet despite her professional facade, and she bit down on her hand to muffle her moan.
“Quiet,” I whispered, starting to thrust. “We have to be quiet.”
She nodded frantically, her pussy gripping me tight as I fucked her over the desk. It was quick and desperate—pure animal need with no romance or buildup.
“Oh God,” she whispered, pushing back against me. “This is so wrong but it feels so right.”
I could feel her getting close already, her walls starting to flutter around my cock. The forbidden nature of fucking the Dean’s assistant in her office was incredibly arousing.
“I’m going to cum,” she breathed.
“Do it,” I urged quietly. “Cum for me.”
Her orgasm was silent but intense—her whole body shaking as she bit down harder on her hand. The sight and sensation pushed me over the edge, and I pulled out just in time to cum across her ass and stockings.
We both froze for a moment, breathing hard and processing what had just happened.
“Jesus,” she whispered, straightening up and pulling down her skirt. “I can’t believe I just did that.”
She grabbed some tissues from the desk and quickly cleaned herself up, her professional mask sliding back into place.
“This never happened,” she said firmly, moving to unlock the door. “And I’ll be filing a report about the classroom disturbance. Inappropriate behavior needs to be documented.”
“But we just—”
“Had a brief meeting about your academic conduct.” She opened the door, all business again. “The Dean will be expecting a full report on today’s… activities.”
She paused at the threshold, her composure slipping just slightly.
“Mr. Hart? Try to be more… discreet in the future.”
She left me standing alone in the lecture hall, pants still undone and mind racing. The pheromone app was now showing 115 feet, and apparently my effect on women was starting to attract official attention.
This was either about to get very interesting or very dangerous.
Possibly both.
As I headed for the exit, I noticed the wet spots on the floor where Zoe and I had fucked, and where Janet and I had just finished. Evidence of what my life was becoming—a series of increasingly risky encounters with women who couldn’t control themselves around me.
My phone buzzed with a text from Professor Rowan: “Office hours start in ten minutes. Don’t be late.”
I looked at the pheromone reading again. 116 feet and climbing.
Whatever was happening to me, it was accelerating. And judging by Janet’s warning about an investigation, I was going to need to be a lot more careful about where and when I let my mutation run wild.
But first, I had a “research session” to attend.




Chapter 5: Pantry Pounce

By 4 PM, I was seriously considering calling in sick to my shift at QuickBite. The pheromone app was showing 75 feet and climbing, which meant I was basically a walking aphrodisiac affecting anyone within a city block radius.
But I needed the money. College wasn’t cheap, and my landlady situation with Lena was complicated enough without adding unpaid rent to the mix.
The QuickBite was exactly what it sounded like—a fast-casual burger joint that catered to college students with more appetite than budget. Greasy food, loud music, and a staff of mostly part-time students who were just trying to survive their shifts without getting burned by the fryer oil.
I pushed through the back entrance into the kitchen, immediately hit by the familiar smell of burger grease and disinfectant. The dinner rush was already starting, which meant controlled chaos for the next four hours.
“Logan!” Manager Dave called out from behind the grill. He was a perpetually stressed guy in his thirties who’d been working fast food since high school and had the permanently frazzled look to prove it. “Thank God you’re here. We’re already behind on prep.”
I grabbed my apron and got to work, falling into the familiar rhythm of burger assembly. Stack, flip, dress, wrap. The muscle memory of minimum wage labor.
It wasn’t until I’d been working for about an hour that I noticed her.
April Vega was new—had started maybe a week ago as a waitress. She was nineteen, petite, with long chestnut hair usually pulled back in a ponytail and these huge brown eyes that made her look like a nervous deer most of the time. She wore the standard QuickBite uniform—polo shirt and khakis that somehow managed to show off her curves despite being aggressively unsexy.
I’d noticed her before, of course. She was cute in that girl-next-door way, with soft features and a shy smile that made customers want to tip her extra. But she’d always seemed nervous around me, like she was afraid I might bite.
Today was different.
I was loading up a tray of fresh fries when I felt someone watching me. I turned to find April standing by the pickup counter, ostensibly waiting for orders but really just staring at me with this dazed expression.
“Hey April,” I said, wiping my hands on my apron. “Everything okay?”
She blinked like she was coming out of a trance. “Oh! Yes, sorry. I was just…” She trailed off, her cheeks turning pink.
The pheromone app in my pocket vibrated. 78 feet.
“Just what?” I asked, stepping closer to the counter.
April’s pupils dilated as I approached, and I watched her breathing quicken. “I was just thinking about how you smell really good today. Like, really good.”
Dave chose that moment to call out from the grill. “April! Order up for table six!”
She grabbed the tray of food but didn’t move away from the counter. “Logan, can I ask you something?”
“Sure.”
“Do you…” She glanced around to make sure Dave wasn’t listening. “Do you maybe want to help me with inventory after we close? I’m supposed to count the supplies in the back storage room, but I don’t really know what I’m doing yet.”
The dinner rush was in full swing, with customers packed into every booth and the POS station busy with constant orders. I could see April struggling to keep up, her cheeks flushed as she rang up orders while stealing glances at me.
“Yeah, I can help with that,” I said, moving closer to the counter.
April’s smile was radiant, but then she seemed to realize we were in the middle of the busy restaurant. “I… I mean…” she stammered, looking around at all the customers.
But the pheromone effect was too strong. Even with people everywhere, she was losing control.
“I need you,” she whispered, loud enough that a few nearby customers turned to look. “Right here. Right now.”
The customers who heard her started paying more attention, some pulling out their phones. Word was spreading through the restaurant that something was about to happen.
“April, we’re in the middle of service,” I said, but I was moving toward her anyway.
“I don’t care.” She was already working at my belt, her hands shaking with need. “I’ve been waiting all week for this. Please.”
“Hey, is something happening over here?” called out a customer from the nearest booth—a middle-aged guy with his wife. Instead of looking disapproving, he seemed excited, his eyes bright with anticipation as he set down his burger to watch.
“The Plume Boy!” someone else recognized me from across the restaurant. “It’s happening again!”
Within moments, customers were gathering around the counter area, phones out and recording from every angle. But instead of being scandalized, they were actively encouraging, their voices creating a chorus of support and excitement.
“Do it, honey!” called out an older woman, her eyes shining with vicarious thrill. “Don’t let him get away!”
April was already pulling at my jeans with trembling fingers, completely lost to the pheromones and the crowd’s enthusiastic encouragement. “Please, Logan. I need you inside me—I need to feel you stretch me open.”
“Right here?” I asked, even as my body responded to her desperate touch and the electric excitement of the crowd, my cock hardening rapidly in my jeans.
“Right here.” She turned around and bent over the POS station with graceful desperation, hiking up her pink uniform skirt to reveal simple white cotton panties that were already soaked through with her arousal. The fabric clung to every fold of her pussy lips, completely transparent with wetness. “I want everyone to see how much I need you—I want them to watch you take my virginity.”
The crowd cheered as she presented herself, and I could hear multiple cameras recording, the electronic sounds mixing with excited whispers and commentary. The exhibitionist aspect was incredibly arousing, my cock throbbing with need.
“She’s so brave!” someone called out with genuine admiration. “Look at that perfect little ass!”
“Give her what she needs!” another voice added with enthusiasm. “Make her first time special!”
I pulled her soaked panties to the side, the wet fabric making a soft peeling sound as it separated from her swollen lips, revealing her virgin pussy already slick with thick arousal. Her opening was incredibly tight and pink, her hymen clearly visible as a thin barrier, with her inner lips slightly parted in desperate invitation. The musky scent of her need filled the air around us. “Are you sure about this? Here, in front of everyone?”
“I need to tell you something first,” she gasped, looking back at me over her shoulder with tears of need in her brown eyes. “I’m a virgin. But I want this more than anything I’ve ever wanted. I want you to be my first, right here, with everyone watching—I want my defloration to be public and perfect.”
The crowd went absolutely wild at that admission, cheering and applauding her honesty with genuine enthusiasm and support.
“First time!” someone shouted with excitement. “Make it special for her!”
“Take her gentle at first!” another caring voice called out. “Let her adjust to that big cock!”
I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her core, and pushed inside slowly. The resistance was immediate and intense—her hymen stretching and then tearing with a soft pop as I breached her virgin barrier. April cried out as I broke through, her virgin blood mixing with her thick arousal and coating my shaft as I filled her completely for the first time in her life.
“Oh God!” she screamed, loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear, her voice a perfect mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure. “It feels so good—so much better than I ever imagined! You’re so big inside me!”
The crowd was cheering us on now, creating an atmosphere more like a celebration than a restaurant, their genuine joy for her first experience making the moment feel sacred rather than shameful. April was pushing back against me, taking every inch while bent over the point-of-sale system, her body adjusting to accommodate my size.
“Harder!” she begged, completely uninhibited now, her voice carrying across the entire restaurant. “I want everyone to see how good you make me feel—I want them to see how much I love having my cherry popped!”
I gripped her hips with both hands and really started pounding her, the POS screen shaking violently with each powerful thrust, the plastic creaking under the force. Customers were filming from every angle, and I could hear detailed commentary about her reactions and my technique.
“Look how she takes it!” someone called out with amazement. “That’s a natural right there!”
“She’s loving every second!” another voice added with genuine happiness. “Look at that beautiful defloration!”
April’s moans were getting louder and more desperate, her voice echoing off the restaurant walls. “I’m going to cum!” she announced to the entire restaurant, her voice breaking with approaching climax. “Everyone watch me have my first orgasm on a real cock—watch me cum while I’m getting my pussy broken in!”
Her orgasm was explosive and completely public, her screams of pleasure echoing through the restaurant as her newly deflowered pussy clamped down on me like a vice, the muscles contracting rhythmically as she experienced her first cock-induced climax. Customers cheered and applauded as she came, their genuine joy for her pleasure making the moment even more intense. The sensation of her virgin walls milking my shaft triggered my own climax.
“Where do you want it?” I asked, feeling my release building, my cock swelling even thicker inside her tight channel.
“Inside!” she screamed without hesitation, her voice filled with desperate need. “Fill my virgin pussy with cum! I want to feel your seed flooding my womb—I want everyone to see your cum leaking out of my deflowered pussy!”
I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, my cock pulsing as I pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum into her newly deflowered pussy while the crowd went wild with appreciation. Each powerful spurt painted her inner walls white while she milked every drop with her contractions, her body greedily accepting my seed.
When I finally pulled out, my cum immediately began leaking from her stretched opening, the thick white fluid mixed with traces of her virgin blood creating abstract patterns as it dripped onto the restaurant floor. April reached down and worked her fingers into her cum-filled pussy, then slowly pulled out her soaked panties, the white cotton now completely transparent and stained with our combined fluids and her virgin blood.
“Here,” she said, offering me the cum-and-blood-soaked cotton with a radiant smile, “Your tip. I want you to keep them as a memento of taking my virginity.”
The crowd erupted in laughter and applause at the gesture, their appreciation genuine and warm. I took the panties, still warm and wet with our combined fluids and the evidence of her defloration, the fabric heavy with the proof of what we’d shared, and tucked them into my pocket.
“Best tip ever,” I said, which earned more enthusiastic cheers from the audience, their joy making the moment feel like a celebration of her sexual awakening.
April straightened up slowly, my cum already leaking down her thighs. But instead of being embarrassed, she looked radiant.
“Thank you,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “That was the most incredible first time any girl could ask for.”
The customers gave us a standing ovation as April smoothed down her skirt and I zipped up my jeans. Someone started chanting “Plume Boy! Plume Boy!” and soon the whole restaurant was joining in.
“Same time tomorrow?” April asked hopefully, apparently unconcerned that dozens of people had just watched us fuck.
“Wouldn’t miss it,” I replied, the cum-soaked panties a tangible reminder of what we’d just shared.
The pheromone app buzzed in my pocket. 84 feet now.
“I should probably clean up the kitchen before we leave,” I said, though what I really wanted was to fuck her again.
April nodded, but her eyes were still hungry. “Same time tomorrow?” she asked hopefully.
“Tomorrow?”
“I mean, if you want to. I know I’m probably not as experienced as the other girls you’ve been with, but I’m a fast learner.”
The innocence in her voice was incredibly endearing. She had no idea that less than twelve hours ago, her only “competition” had been my landlady, her daughter, and a chemistry professor.
“I’d like that,” I said.
April’s smile could have powered the entire restaurant. “Good. Because I have so many things I want to try with you.”
As we finished closing duties and locked up the restaurant, I couldn’t help but think about how much my life had changed in just two days. I’d gone from being a regular college student to deflowering virgins in storage rooms.
The pheromone app showed 87 feet as we walked to our cars. The radius was growing faster now, exponentially rather than linearly. At this rate, I’d be affecting the entire campus within days.
“Logan?” April called out as I reached my car.
“Thank you. For being so gentle, I mean. I know guys don’t always…”
“You deserved to have it be perfect,” I said.
She blushed again, then got into her car and drove away. I watched her taillights disappear into the night, already planning what I’d teach her tomorrow.
My phone buzzed with a text from Lena: “Skye and I made dessert. Hope you’re hungry when you get home. XOXO”
Dessert. Right. I had a feeling it wasn’t going to involve actual food.
The drive home gave me time to think about what April had said—about not being as experienced as “the other girls.” She was right, of course. In just two days, I’d been with more women than most guys managed in a semester. And if the pheromone radius kept expanding, that number was only going to grow.
Part of me felt guilty about what I was doing to these women. But a bigger part—the part that was still buzzing from April’s tight virgin pussy—was excited to see what tomorrow would bring.
As I pulled into the driveway of the townhouse, I could see warm light spilling from the kitchen windows. Lena and Skye were waiting for me, probably wearing very little and ready to continue my education in the finer points of sharing a harem.
My cock was already getting hard again just thinking about it.
Yeah, being a genetic mutant definitely had its perks.
I checked the pheromone app one more time before getting out of the car: 89 feet and climbing.




Chapter 6: Relay Night

The kitchen lights were still on when I walked through the front door at 10:30 PM. I could hear music playing softly—some indie pop that Skye was probably streaming from her phone—and the sound of quiet conversation.
“Logan?” Lena called out. “Is that you, honey?”
“Yeah, it’s me.”
I hung up my jacket and headed toward the kitchen, still processing the evening’s events. April’s shy smile, her gasp when I’d first pushed inside her, the way she’d looked at me afterward like I’d given her the greatest gift in the world.
The pheromone app was showing 135 feet now. The radius had jumped another few feet just during my drive home.
I walked into the kitchen to find Lena and Skye sitting at the island counter, sharing what looked like a chocolate lava cake and a bottle of wine. Both were dressed for bed—Lena in her silk robe and Skye in an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her thighs.
“How was work?” Lena asked, pouring me a glass of wine without being asked.
“Interesting,” I said, settling onto the stool between them. “Learned some new things about inventory management.”
Skye snorted. “Inventory management. Is that what we’re calling it now?”
“Skye,” Lena warned, but she was smiling.
“What? I’m just saying, Logan has that post-sex glow thing going on. Same as you did this morning, Mom.”
I nearly choked on my wine. “Jesus, Skye. Subtle as a brick.”
“I prefer direct communication.” She cut off a piece of cake with her fork and held it out to me. “Besides, Mom and I were talking while you were at work. We came to some interesting conclusions.”
I accepted the bite of cake, noting how Skye’s fingers lingered against my lips longer than necessary. “What kind of conclusions?”
Lena cleared her throat, suddenly looking nervous. “Well, we both agree that what’s happening between us isn’t normal. This whole pheromone thing, the way we can’t seem to control ourselves around you…”
“But we don’t want to control ourselves,” Skye added. “We like feeling this way. We like wanting you.”
“The thing is,” Lena continued, “we’ve been thinking about the practical aspects. If this is going to continue—and we both hope it is—we need to establish some ground rules.”
I set down my wine glass. “Ground rules?”
“Like sharing,” Skye said matter-of-factly. “Mom and I both want you, but we’re not going to fight over you like jealous teenagers. We’re adults. We can be civilized about this.”
“Civilized,” I repeated.
Lena nodded. “We’ve decided that as long as certain boundaries are respected, we’re perfectly happy to… take turns.”
“What kind of boundaries?”
“No contact between Skye and me during intimate moments,” Lena said firmly. “We can both be with you, but separately. No touching each other, no crossing that line.”
“I’m her daughter,” Skye added. “That doesn’t change just because we’re sharing the same man. Some things stay sacred.”
The casual way she said “the same man” made my cock twitch. Like it was already decided that I belonged to both of them.
“And what if I’m not okay with being shared?” I asked, though honestly, the idea was incredibly appealing.
Both women looked at me like I’d said something ridiculous.
“Logan,” Lena said patiently, “you fucked me over the stove this morning, got blown by my daughter an hour later, and just spent the evening doing God knows what with some other woman. I think you’ve already demonstrated your position on monogamy.”
She had a point.
“Plus,” Skye added, “your pheromone thing is only getting stronger. There are going to be more women. Lots more women. Mom and I would rather be part of your harem than compete with it.”
“My harem?”
“That’s what this is, isn’t it?” Skye gestured between the three of us. “Multiple women devoted to one man? Textbook harem dynamics.”
“I prefer to think of it as an unconventional family arrangement,” Lena said diplomatically.
“Call it whatever you want,” Skye shrugged. “The point is, we’ve worked out a system that makes everyone happy.”
I looked back and forth between them, trying to process this conversation. Less than forty-eight hours ago, I’d been a regular college student. Now I was apparently the head of a household where my landlady and her daughter had negotiated sharing agreements for access to my cock.
“What kind of system?” I asked.
Lena smiled and stood up from her stool. “A practical one. For instance, tonight we thought we’d do a health check. Make sure you’re not overdoing it with all these new… activities.”
She untied her robe and let it fall to the floor, revealing that she was completely naked underneath. Her body was even more incredible than I remembered—all sleek curves and toned muscle, like a fitness magazine come to life.
“Vitals monitoring,” Skye added, pulling her t-shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath either, and her small, perky breasts were already showing hard nipples. “Very important for someone with a genetic mutation.”
“You two planned this,” I realized.
“We did,” Lena confirmed, walking around behind my stool. Her hands landed on my shoulders, fingers working at the tension in my muscles. “We figured you might be tired after work, so we’d take care of all the… effort.”
Skye had moved to stand in front of me, her small hands already working at my belt buckle. “Mom suggested we take turns. See who can make you feel better.”
My jeans hit the floor, followed quickly by my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hardening from their touches and the sight of their naked bodies.
“Impressive recovery time,” Lena murmured against my ear. “Must be part of the mutation.”
Skye wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking slowly while she studied my reaction. “He’s already leaking precum. Look how responsive he is.”
“Let me see,” Lena said, walking around to get a better view. Both women were now staring at my cock like it was the most fascinating thing they’d ever seen.
“Who goes first?” Skye asked.
“You’re younger,” Lena said graciously. “Age before beauty doesn’t apply here.”
Skye grinned and dropped to her knees in front of my stool. “I was hoping you’d say that.”
She took the head of my cock into her mouth without hesitation, her warm lips forming a perfect seal around the crown while her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip in tight circles. Her small hand worked the shaft with twisting motions, her technique dramatically improved since this morning—she was more confident now, more aggressive in the way she used her mouth, clearly determined to show off her skills.
“That’s it, baby,” Lena encouraged, though she was talking to me, not her daughter, her voice filled with maternal pride at her daughter’s obvious talent. “Just relax and let us take care of you.”
Lena’s hands were still on my shoulders, massaging in slow circles while her daughter worked my cock with her mouth and tongue. The situation was incredibly erotic and completely surreal at the same time—having a mother coach me while her daughter sucked me off.
“How does she feel?” Lena asked, her breath hot against my ear as she watched her daughter’s head bob up and down on my shaft.
“Incredible,” I groaned as Skye took me deeper, her throat opening to accommodate my size while her tongue continued its relentless massage of my shaft. I could feel her saliva coating my cock, making her movements slick and smooth.
“She’s been practicing,” Lena said with obvious pride, watching as Skye took me impossibly deep. “Been working on her technique all afternoon with a popsicle—deepthroating frozen fruit while thinking about your cock.”
The mental image of Skye earnestly practicing her oral skills while fantasizing about me nearly pushed me over the edge right there. I could feel my cock swelling in her mouth as she worked.
“Don’t cum yet,” Lena warned, apparently reading the tension in my shoulders and the way my breathing had changed. “We’re just getting started with your examination.”
Skye pulled off my cock with a wet pop, thick strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my shaft. Her mouth was red and glistening, her eyes bright with arousal from the act of sucking me. “Your turn, Mom. I got him warmed up for you—he’s leaking precum like crazy.”
They switched positions smoothly, like they’d rehearsed it. Lena knelt between my legs while Skye moved behind me, her small hands replacing her mother’s on my shoulders.
“Let’s see how long you can last with an expert,” Lena murmured before taking my entire length into her mouth in one smooth motion.
Holy shit. If Skye had enthusiasm, Lena had decades of experience. She knew exactly how to use her tongue, when to apply suction, how to work my shaft with her hand while her mouth focused on the head. This was a woman who’d perfected her craft.
“Mom’s really good at this,” Skye said conversationally, like we were discussing her mother’s cooking skills instead of her blowjob technique. “She told me she used to be quite the party girl in college.”
Lena hummed around my cock, the vibrations making me see stars. She was taking me impossibly deep, her throat muscles working to milk my shaft.
“I’m getting close,” I warned.
Lena pulled off immediately. “Not yet. We haven’t finished our examination.”
She stood up and straddled my lap, positioning herself over my cock. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy as she hovered just inches away from penetration.
“Now we test cardiovascular response,” she said with a wicked smile.
She sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, both of us groaning at the sensation. She was still incredibly tight and wet, her walls gripping me like a velvet glove.
“Oh fuck,” I breathed as she started riding me, her movements slow and deliberate.
Behind me, Skye’s hands had moved to my chest, fingertips tracing over my muscles while she watched her mother bounce on my cock. “Heart rate definitely elevated,” she observed clinically. “Breathing increased. Subject appears to be responding well to treatment.”
Lena picked up the pace, her breasts bouncing with each movement. The sight was hypnotic, made even better by the sounds she was making—little gasps and moans that told me exactly how good it felt to have me inside her.
“Switch,” Skye said after a few minutes. “My turn to test muscular response.”
Again, they moved like dancers, Lena lifting herself off my cock so Skye could take her place. The transition was seamless, and suddenly I was buried inside Skye’s smaller, tighter pussy.
“Jesus Christ,” I groaned. She felt incredible—different from her mother, but equally amazing.
“Muscle tension definitely increased,” Skye panted as she started moving. “Subject shows excellent stamina.”
She was riding me faster than her mother had, her movements more urgent and desperate. Her small breasts bounced with each thrust, and I couldn’t resist reaching up to play with her nipples.
“That’s it,” she gasped. “Touch me while I fuck you.”
Lena had moved to stand beside us, one hand playing with her own breasts while she watched her daughter ride my cock. “You look beautiful together,” she said softly. “Both of you.”
The pheromone app in my discarded jeans buzzed. I could see the screen from here: 141 feet.
“I need to cum,” I announced, feeling the familiar tightness building in my balls.
“Not yet,” Lena said firmly. “One more switch. I want to finish what we started.”
Skye climbed off reluctantly, my cock popping free of her pussy with a wet sound. Lena immediately took her place, but instead of facing me, she turned around so I could see her perfect ass as she lowered herself onto my shaft.
“Reverse cowgirl,” she explained. “For optimal depth and angle.”
She wasn’t wrong. This position hit different spots, deeper and more intense. I gripped her hips and helped guide her movements, watching my cock disappear into her pussy over and over again.
“I’m going to cum soon,” I warned. “Where do you want it?”
“Inside,” both women said simultaneously.
“But who gets it?” Skye asked.
“You do,” Lena said suddenly, lifting herself off my cock. “The full load should be yours tonight, baby. I want to save every drop for your pussy.”
“Really?” Skye’s eyes lit up with excitement as she quickly moved to take her mother’s place.
“Every drop,” Lena confirmed, helping guide Skye onto my cock. “I want to watch you take all of his seed.”
Skye sank down onto me with a moan of satisfaction, her tighter pussy gripping me like a velvet vise. “Oh God, I can feel how close you are.”
“Don’t hold back,” Lena encouraged, moving to straddle my face. “Fill my daughter while I watch.”
The combination of Skye’s desperate movements and Lena’s pussy lowering onto my mouth pushed me over the edge. I gripped Skye’s hips and thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible as my orgasm hit like a freight train.
“Yes!” Skye cried out as she felt me filling her, her voice echoing through the kitchen. “Give me all of it! Every single drop of your hot cum!”
I pumped what felt like gallons of thick, hot cum into her eager pussy, each powerful spurt painting her inner walls white while my whole body shook with the intensity of the climax. I could feel her tight channel milking me rhythmically, her walls contracting to squeeze every drop from my pulsing cock. At the same time, Lena’s orgasm hit as I worked her swollen clit with my tongue, her sweet juices flooding my mouth while she ground against my face.
When the last spurt finally subsided, we were all breathing hard and covered in sweat, our bodies still twitching with aftershocks. I could feel my cum already beginning to leak from Skye’s stretched opening where she remained impaled on my cock.
“My turn to clean up,” Lena said with a wicked smile, but instead of touching her daughter, she immediately moved to me, dropping to her knees to lick my cock completely clean while Skye watched and recovered.
Skye lifted herself off my cock carefully, a wet sucking sound accompanying her movement as my cum immediately started leaking from her well-fucked pussy in thick streams. The white fluid dripped steadily onto the kitchen floor while she stood beside us, still trembling from her intense orgasm.
“You taste incredible on his cock,” Lena murmured as she worked her tongue over my shaft, cleaning away every trace of Skye’s juices mixed with my cum. “I can taste how good you two are together.”
“I love watching you clean him,” Skye breathed, her eyes bright with arousal as she watched her mother’s expert tongue work. “Knowing that cock was just inside me makes it even hotter.”
“Tomorrow we’ll both get our own loads,” Lena said, pulling back from my now-clean cock with satisfaction. “No more sharing—both of us filled at the same time.”
“I can’t wait,” Skye said with a blissful smile, still glowing from her orgasm. “Tonight was perfect practice, but tomorrow will be everything.”
The three of us stayed like that for a few minutes, catching our breath and processing what had just happened. The kitchen felt warm and intimate, filled with the scent of sex and satisfaction.
“So,” Lena said eventually, retying her robe around her naked body. “How do you feel? Any fatigue? Dizziness? Unusual symptoms?”
“I feel incredible,” I said honestly.
“Good.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Same time tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow?”
“Daily vitals checks,” Skye said seriously, though her eyes were twinkling with mischief. “Very important for monitoring your condition.”
“Besides,” Lena added, “we need to make sure you’re staying healthy with all these new… activities. What was her name? The girl from work?”
“April,” I said without thinking.
“April,” Lena repeated, tasting the name. “Pretty. I hope she was gentle with you.”
The casual acceptance in her voice was staggering. Not only were Lena and Skye okay with me sleeping with other women, they seemed genuinely concerned about my wellbeing.
“She was a virgin,” I found myself admitting.
“Oh, how sweet!” Skye clapped her hands together. “Her first time. That’s so romantic.”
“I hope you were careful with her,” Lena said with motherly concern. “First times should be special.”
“I was,” I assured her.
“Good.” She smiled and started cleaning up the cake plates. “Well, you should probably get some rest. Big day tomorrow.”
“Big day?”
“Your pheromone radius is growing exponentially,” Skye observed, pulling her t-shirt back on. “At this rate, you’ll be affecting the entire campus within a week. Things are about to get very interesting.”
She wasn’t wrong. The app was now showing 144 feet, and I could feel something humming under my skin—like electricity waiting to discharge.
“Just remember,” Lena said as I headed for the stairs, “whatever happens, you’ve got us. Your home base. Your family.”
“Unconventional family,” Skye corrected with a grin.
“The best kind,” Lena agreed.
I went to bed that night with my head spinning and my body still buzzing from our encounter. In less than three days, I’d gone from being a regular college student to the center of what Skye had accurately identified as a harem.
And according to the pheromone readings, this was just the beginning.
My phone buzzed with a text from April: “Thank you again for tonight. Can’t wait to see you tomorrow. I’ve been thinking about what you taught me, and I have some ideas… ;)”
I grinned and set the phone aside. Yeah, things were definitely about to get interesting.
Through the thin walls, I could hear Lena and Skye getting ready for bed, their voices soft and intimate as they discussed the evening’s activities. There was no jealousy, no competition—just two women who’d found a way to share something they both wanted.
The pheromone app showed one final reading before I fell asleep: 147 feet.




Chapter 7: Breakfast Backshot

I woke up sandwiched between Lena and Skye in the queen bed that we’d somehow all ended up sharing.
I woke up sandwiched between Lena and Skye in the queen bed that we’d somehow all ended up sharing. Lena’s warm body was pressed against my back, her arm draped over my chest, while Skye curled up against my side like a contented cat.
The pheromone app showed 152 feet when I checked it. Still climbing.
Lena stirred first, pressing a kiss to the back of my neck. “Morning, stud,” she murmured, her hand already drifting down to wrap around my morning wood. “Sleep well?”
“Like the dead,” I said, which was true. Whatever energy the mutation was giving me, it also seemed to provide perfect recovery. No fatigue, no soreness, just ready to go again.
Skye opened one hazel eye. “Are you two going to fuck again? Because if so, I want to sketch it. Morning light is perfect for figure studies.”
“Later,” Lena said, climbing out of bed and stretching. The sight of her naked body in the golden morning light was enough to make my cock twitch with renewed interest. “Right now, I’m starving. And I have a new house rule to implement.”
She padded toward the door, completely comfortable in her nudity. “Come on, Logan. Time for breakfast.”
I followed her downstairs, still naked, while Skye grabbed her sketchpad and trailed behind us. The kitchen was filled with warm morning light streaming through the windows, making Lena’s honey-blonde hair gleam as she moved around the space.
“What’s the new rule?” I asked, settling onto one of the bar stools at the island.
Lena was already pulling ingredients from the refrigerator—eggs, bacon, fresh fruit. She bent over to reach the bottom shelf, giving me a perfect view of her ass and the pink lips of her pussy peeking between her thighs.
“Simple,” she said, straightening up with her arms full of food. “If I’m cooking, you’re cocking.”
“Meaning?”
She set the ingredients on the counter and turned to face me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “Meaning if you see me in this kitchen preparing food, your cock better be inside me. No exceptions.”
“That seems like it might be a safety hazard,” I pointed out, though my body was already responding to the suggestion.
“That’s what makes it fun.” Lena tied her hair back in a loose ponytail and moved to the stove, turning on the gas burner under a large cast-iron skillet. “Now get over here and follow the rule.”
I didn’t need to be told twice.
I moved behind Lena as she cracked eggs into a bowl, my hands settling on her hips. Her skin was warm and soft, smelling like vanilla lotion and the lingering musk of last night’s activities.
“Mmm,” she hummed as I pressed against her, my hard cock nestling between her ass cheeks. “That’s better. Now I can concentrate.”
She started whisking the eggs while I kissed along her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. My hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples until they hardened under my touch.
“Logan,” she breathed, pushing her ass back against me, the soft flesh of her cheeks pressing against my hips. “I’m trying to cook here.”
“You said if you’re cooking, I’m cocking,” I reminded her, one hand sliding down to stroke between her legs. She was already wet, her pussy slick and swollen, her lips parted with arousal that had been building since she started cooking.
“Then do it,” she challenged, spreading her legs wider and arching her back to present herself. “Cock me while I cook—fuck me while I make your breakfast.”
I positioned myself behind her and slid in slowly, feeling her tight channel part to welcome me. Both of us groaned at the sensation as I sank deeper. This angle was different from last night—deeper, more intimate, with Lena bent forward slightly as she worked at the stove, her body open and vulnerable to my thrusts.
“Oh fuck,” she gasped as I started moving, her inner walls rippling around my shaft. “This is so much better than coffee for waking up—I can feel you touching places deep inside me.”
I established a steady rhythm, thrusting in time with her whisking, the domestic task becoming erotic as her movements grew more uncoordinated with pleasure. The sound of metal against bowl mixed with the soft slap of skin against skin and the wet sounds of my cock moving in her soaked pussy, creating an oddly domestic symphony of sex and cooking.
Lena poured the eggs into the hot skillet, where they immediately started sizzling. The smell of cooking breakfast filled the air, mixing with the musky scent of sex and arousal that was growing stronger with each thrust.
“Don’t stop,” she panted, reaching for the spatula with one trembling hand while bracing herself against the counter with the other. “I need to scramble these eggs—but God, you feel so good inside me.”
I gripped her hips tighter and picked up the pace, my fingers digging into her soft flesh while I watched her struggle to maintain domestic normalcy while I fucked her from behind. She somehow managed to stir the eggs despite the waves of pleasure, her movements becoming increasingly erratic as I drove into her. The multitasking was impressive and incredibly erotic—this sophisticated woman reduced to a quivering mess while still trying to cook.
“Getting close,” I warned as the familiar tightness built in my balls, my cock swelling even thicker inside her gripping channel.
“Not yet,” Lena gasped, flipping the eggs with expert precision despite her trembling hands. “Wait for the timer—I want us to cum together when breakfast is ready.”
Timer? As if summoned by her words, the oven timer she’d set for the bacon started beeping shrilly.
“Now,” she commanded, pushing back against me hard, taking me as deep as possible. “Cum in me now—fill me while the bacon’s done!”
I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, my cock pulsing as I pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum into her hungry pussy. Each spurt painted her inner walls while she cried out in ecstasy. The orgasm was intense, made more so by the domestic setting and the smell of cooking food mixing with the scent of our sex.
Lena cried out as she felt me filling her, her pussy clamping down around my cock in powerful waves, milking every drop while her legs shook with the force of her climax. My thick cum immediately started leaking out around my shaft, dripping steadily onto the kitchen floor in heavy drops that splattered on the tiles.
“Perfect timing,” she panted, turning off the burner and setting aside the spatula with shaking hands. “Breakfast is ready—and so am I.”
I was still buried inside her when we heard rhythmic footsteps outside, followed by heavy breathing that wasn’t from exertion.
Through the window, I could see a woman in running gear jogging past our house. She was maybe mid-thirties, with auburn hair in a ponytail and a lean runner’s build. But as she passed our front yard, she slowed to a stop, her nose lifted like she was scenting the air.
The pheromone app buzzed in my discarded pants pocket. 158 feet.
“Shit,” I muttered, finally pulling out of Lena. More cum gushed from her pussy, adding to the puddle on the floor.
“What?” Lena asked, turning to see what I was looking at.
The jogger was walking back toward the house, but slower this time. Her breathing had quickened beyond what her run would warrant, and there was a flush spreading up her neck.
“The radius is expanding,” I said. “She’s getting hit by the pheromones.”
“Oh my.” Lena watched as the jogger approached the front door, lingering on the porch like she was trying to work up the courage to knock.
“Should we invite her in?” Skye asked from behind us. I turned to see her perched on one of the bar stools, sketchpad in her lap, capturing the whole scene with quick charcoal strokes.
“She’s married,” Lena observed, pointing to the wedding ring visible on the jogger’s left hand as she finally knocked on the door for real.
“So are a lot of the women Logan’s been with,” Skye pointed out pragmatically.
The knocking came again, more insistent now.
“Excuse me?” the jogger called out. “I’m sorry to bother you, but I was wondering… is everything alright in there? I thought I heard… well, it sounded like someone might need help.”
Lena and I looked at each other. My cum was still leaking down her thighs, and we were both completely naked. But the jogger was clearly affected by the pheromones and not going anywhere.
“Just a minute!” Lena called out, reaching for her silk robe. “Logan, get dressed. Quickly.”
I pulled on my boxer shorts and a t-shirt while Lena tied her robe closed. The fabric did little to hide the fact that she’d just been thoroughly fucked—her hair was messed up, her lips were swollen, and there was a distinct glow about her that screamed post-orgasmic satisfaction.
“Maybe I should answer the door,” I suggested.
“Absolutely not,” Lena said firmly. “You’d have her bent over the porch railing within five minutes.”
She had a point.
Lena opened the front door to find the jogger standing there without any pretense of delivery, her attention clearly elsewhere. The runner’s pupils were dilated, and she kept taking deep breaths like she was trying to identify a particularly intoxicating scent.
“Hi there,” Lena said casually. “Can I help you?”
“Oh, I’m sorry to bother you,” the jogger said, slightly out of breath. “I was just jogging by and… I hope you don’t mind me asking, but what is that incredible scent? Is someone wearing cologne in there?”
“Cologne?”
“There’s a young man… I’ve seen him around the neighborhood a few times during my morning runs, and he has this incredible scent. Very… masculine. Intoxicating.”
The pheromone app buzzed again. 162 feet.
“I’m not sure he wears cologne,” Lena said diplomatically. “Why do you ask?”
The jogger shifted nervously, her hand unconsciously smoothing down her running top. “It’s just… I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately. Ever since I started running this route. The smell just… it does things to me.”
“What kind of things?”
“Things I probably shouldn’t be thinking about,” the jogger admitted, her cheeks flushing red. “I’m married. Happily married for fifteen years. But every time I run past this house, I feel like… like a teenager with a crush.”
From inside the house, I could hear Skye giggling softly at the conversation.
“Would you like to come in for some water?” Lena offered. “Maybe we can figure out what’s causing these… feelings. You look like you could use a break from your run.”
The jogger hesitated for a moment, clearly torn between propriety and the overwhelming urge to get closer to whatever was affecting her.
“I really shouldn’t,” she said. “I have to finish my route, and I’m meeting friends for brunch…”
“Just for a few minutes,” Lena coaxed. “I was just making breakfast. You look overheated from your run.”
The mention of rest seemed to tip the scales. The jogger nodded and stepped inside, immediately breathing deeper as the concentration of pheromones hit her full force.
“Oh my,” she whispered, gripping the doorframe for support. “It’s much stronger in here.”
“Logan!” Lena called out. “Could you come here for a moment?”
I appeared in the living room doorway, and Beth’s reaction was immediate and intense. Her knees actually buckled slightly, and she made a small whimpering sound in the back of her throat.
“This is Logan,” Lena said with obvious amusement. “Logan, this is… I’m sorry, what’s your name?”
“Sarah,” the jogger managed to say. “Sarah Chen.”
“Nice to meet you, Sarah,” I said, stepping closer. “Lena mentioned you had some questions about cologne?”
Sarah tried to speak but could only manage a small nod. Her breathing was rapid and shallow, and I could see her nipples hardening through her moisture-wicking running top.
“I think,” Lena said gently, “Sarah might be experiencing what we’ve been dealing with for the past couple of days.”
“The pheromone thing?” I asked.
“What pheromone thing?” Sarah managed to ask, though her voice was barely above a whisper.
“Logan has a genetic condition,” Lena explained. “It makes him produce pheromones that have a very strong effect on women. You’re probably feeling attracted to him in a way that seems completely irrational, right?”
Sarah nodded vigorously. “I’ve never felt anything like this before. It’s like every cell in my body is screaming at me to…”
She trailed off, blushing furiously.
“To what?” Lena prompted.
“To do things,” Sarah whispered. “Inappropriate things. Things that would destroy my marriage.”
“But you want to do them anyway,” Lena observed.
“God, yes,” Sarah breathed. “I’ve been changing my running route to pass this house multiple times a day. My husband thinks I’m training too hard, but really I’m just… drawn here.”
The pheromone app showed 165 feet now. The radius was expanding faster, and Sarah was well within its influence.
“The thing is,” Lena said carefully, “the feelings you’re having are real. The pheromones don’t make you want things you don’t actually want—they just remove the inhibitions that normally stop you from acting on those desires.”
“So if I’m thinking about…” Sarah glanced at me, then back at Lena. “If I’m thinking about being with him, it’s because part of me actually wants that?”
“Exactly.”
Sarah was quiet for a long moment, processing this information. I could practically see the internal struggle playing out on her face—fifteen years of marriage and social conditioning warring against the chemical attraction that was flooding her system.
“What if,” she said slowly, “hypothetically speaking, someone in my situation wanted to explore these feelings? How would that work?”
Lena smiled. “Well, hypothetically, it would be entirely up to that person. Logan’s condition doesn’t force anyone to do anything they don’t genuinely want to do. It just helps them be honest about what they want.”
“And if that person chose to act on these feelings?”
“Then that would be between consenting adults,” Lena said. “No judgment, no consequences beyond what that person decides they can live with.”
Beth looked at me again, and I could see the moment her decision crystallized. The internal conflict disappeared, replaced by a look of hungry determination.
“I want you,” she said simply. “I know it’s crazy, I know it’s wrong, but I want you more than I’ve wanted anything in my entire life.”
“Are you sure?” I asked. “Because once we cross that line—”
“I’m sure,” Sarah interrupted. “I was supposed to meet friends for brunch, but I can cancel. I need this more than I need anything else right now.”
She was already reaching for her phone, texting her friends with some excuse about not feeling well. Within minutes, she’d officially cleared her schedule.
“Now what?” she asked, looking between Lena and me.
“Now,” Lena said with a grin, “you get to find out just how good Logan is at satisfying a woman’s needs.”
Sarah’s smile was radiant. “Lead the way.”
As we headed toward the living room, I caught Skye’s eye. She was still sketching furiously, capturing every moment of Sarah’s transformation from conflicted jogger to eager participant.
“This is going to be a very interesting morning,” Skye observed.
The pheromone app buzzed again. 168 feet.
She had no idea how interesting it was about to get.
Through the kitchen window, I could see more people starting their morning routines—a mail carrier delivering packages, a neighbor woman getting her newspaper, a mom loading her kids into a minivan for school.
All of them within the expanding radius of my influence.
All of them about to discover just how powerful genetic attraction could be.
I looked down at Sarah, who was already working at the zipper of her running jacket with shaking fingers.




Chapter 8: Lab-Coat Breach

Professor Rowan’s text had been waiting for me when I finally extracted myself from Beth the mail carrier’s enthusiastic gratitude session: “Office hours start in ten minutes. Don’t be late. We have important research to conduct. -E”
I’d barely had time to shower and change before rushing across campus to the chemistry building. The pheromone app showed 171 feet now—the morning’s activities had pushed the radius even higher.
The chemistry department was housed in one of the older campus buildings, all brick and ivy with narrow hallways that smelled like decades of accumulated chemical experiments. Professor Rowan’s office was on the third floor, tucked away in a corner that provided maximum privacy for whatever kind of “research” she had in mind.
I knocked on her door at exactly 11:30 AM.
“Come in,” came her crisp voice from inside.
I opened the door to find Professor Evelyn Rowan standing behind her desk, looking every inch the stern academic. She wore a fitted lab coat over what appeared to be a white blouse and dark skirt, her chestnut hair pulled back in its usual French twist. Wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, giving her that no-nonsense intellectual look that had intimidated students for years.
But I could see the tells. The slight flush creeping up her neck. The way her pupils dilated behind those glasses when I stepped into the room. The unconscious way she tugged at her lab coat like she was trying to hide something underneath.
“Close the door, Logan,” she said, and I heard the soft snick of the lock engaging. “We have work to do.”
“What kind of work?”
Professor Rowan—Evelyn—walked around the desk to face me, her movements precise and controlled. But there was something different about her stride, a subtle sway to her hips that hadn’t been there in our classroom interactions.
“Sample collection,” she said matter-of-factly, pulling on a pair of nitrile gloves with a sharp snap. “Yesterday’s data was… incomplete. I need to conduct a more thorough analysis of your pheromone compounds.”
She gestured to what I now realized was a much more elaborate setup than a typical professor’s office. Along one wall, she’d arranged what looked like a mobile laboratory—microscopes, test tubes, specimen containers, and several machines I couldn’t identify.
“You turned your office into a lab?” I asked.
“Temporary research station,” she corrected, adjusting her glasses. “The main labs are too public for this kind of work. Too many prying eyes and departmental politics. This discovery needs to be properly documented before I publish.”
“Publish?”
Evelyn smiled, and for the first time, her professional mask slipped slightly. “Logan, you’re a genetic anomaly. The first documented case of spontaneous pheromone hypersecretion in human males. Do you have any idea what this could mean for evolutionary biology? For our understanding of human attraction and mate selection?”
“I’m starting to get an idea.”
“The applications are staggering. Fertility treatments, relationship counseling, even therapeutic interventions for social anxiety disorders.” She was pacing now, her excitement building. “But first, I need comprehensive data. Hormone levels, compound identification, physiological responses…”
She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something clean and professional, but underneath it was the unmistakable scent of arousal.
“I need you to understand,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper, “what happens between us today is purely for scientific purposes. I’m a researcher first, and this is the most important study of my career.”
“Purely scientific,” I repeated.
“Absolutely.” But her hands were already working at the buttons of her lab coat. “Although I should mention that the pheromone concentration in this enclosed space is quite… intense.”
The lab coat fell away, revealing what she’d been hiding underneath. Her white blouse was unbuttoned lower than any professor should wear to class, showing off the lacy edge of a black bra and the generous swell of her D-cup breasts. Her pencil skirt was shorter than usual, emphasizing her long, athletic legs.
“For research purposes,” she said again, though her breathing was getting faster, “I need to monitor your physiological responses during various states of arousal.”
“Various states?”
Evelyn reached up and pulled the pins from her French twist, letting her chestnut hair fall around her shoulders. The transformation was remarkable—she went from stern professor to sultry woman in seconds.
“Baseline readings first,” she murmured, moving closer. Her gloved hands landed on my chest, fingers tracing over my muscles through my t-shirt. “Heart rate elevation, skin temperature changes, pheromone output fluctuations.”
The clinical language was incredibly hot, made more so by the obvious hunger in her gray eyes.
“Then we’ll progress to more… intensive data collection.”
She was already pulling my shirt over my head, her touch clinical but unmistakably sexual. When her gloved fingers traced over my abs, I felt her shiver slightly.
“Excellent muscle definition,” she observed, though her voice was getting breathier. “Physical fitness clearly correlates with pheromone potency.”
“Is that a scientific conclusion?”
“Working hypothesis.” She unbuckled my belt with practiced efficiency. “Requires further testing to confirm.”
My jeans hit the floor, followed by my boxers. Evelyn stepped back to study me with the intensity of a researcher examining a particularly fascinating specimen.
“Remarkable,” she breathed. “Even in controlled laboratory conditions, the effect is overwhelming.”
She was right. The pheromone app was pinging steadily now, showing 174 feet. In this small, enclosed space, the concentration had to be off the charts.
“How are you feeling, Professor?”
Evelyn’s smile was predatory. “Like I want to throw two decades of professional ethics out the window and fuck my test subject until neither of us can walk.”
“For science?”
“For science.”
She started unbuttoning her blouse with shaking fingers, revealing more of the black lace bra underneath. Her breasts were magnificent—full and round, with just a hint of freckles across her pale cleavage.
“Elevated arousal in female test subject,” she narrated, though her clinical tone was undermined by the way she was panting. “Rapid onset, intensity beyond normal parameters.”
The blouse joined my clothes on the floor. Her skirt followed, revealing matching black lace panties and thigh-high stockings that made my cock twitch with appreciation.
“Subject’s response to visual stimuli is… substantial,” she observed, looking down at my erection. “Preparing for phase two of data collection.”
“What’s phase two?”
Instead of answering, Evelyn bent over her desk, bracing her hands on the surface and arching her back to present her ass. The position pulled her panties tight against her pussy, showing off the wet patch that had already formed in the lace.
“Penetrative analysis,” she said, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I need to document your effect during active copulation.”
I moved behind her, running my hands over the smooth curves of her ass. She shivered at the contact, pushing back against my touch.
“Are you sure about this?” I asked, even as I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her panties.
“Logan,” she said firmly, “I’ve wanted this since the moment you walked into my classroom. The pheromones didn’t create that desire—they just gave me the courage to act on it.”
I pulled her panties down to her knees, revealing her pussy in all its glory. She was completely bare, her lips already swollen and glistening with arousal.
“Beautiful,” I murmured, running a finger along her slit.
“Less commentary, more data collection,” she gasped, but her hips moved to follow my touch.
I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inside slowly, feeling the incredible resistance of her tight channel as it stretched to accommodate my girth. Both of us groaned at the sensation as I sank deeper. She was incredibly tight and wet, her inner walls gripping my cock like they’d been designed specifically for this purpose, rippling and contracting around my shaft.
“Oh God,” Evelyn cried out, her professional composure completely shattered as I filled her completely. “You feel incredible—so thick, so perfect inside me.”
I started moving, establishing a steady rhythm that had her gasping and pushing back against me desperately. Papers scattered across her desk as our movements grew more urgent, scientific journals and research notes flying in every direction while she braced herself against the wooden surface.
“Intensity increasing,” she panted, trying desperately to maintain some semblance of scientific observation even as waves of pleasure crashed over her. “Subject demonstrates exceptional… ah… technique and remarkable stamina.”
“Less talking, more fucking,” I growled, gripping her hips with bruising force and picking up the pace until I was driving into her with animal intensity.
That broke the last of her restraint. Evelyn abandoned any pretense of clinical detachment and gave herself over to the sensations completely, moaning loudly as I pounded into her from behind, her sophisticated facade crumbling under the assault of pure pleasure.
The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the small office, mixing with her increasingly desperate cries and the wet squelching sounds of my cock driving in and out of her soaked pussy. Her chestnut hair had come completely undone, falling across her flushed face as she gripped the edge of the desk hard enough to make her knuckles white.
“Harder,” she demanded, her voice breaking with overwhelming need. “I want to feel this tomorrow when I’m teaching—I want to remember your cock inside me every time I stand at that blackboard.”
I gave her what she wanted, fucking her with enough brutal force to make the heavy desk shake and slide across the floor. Books and papers tumbled everywhere, decades of careful research scattered, but neither of us cared about anything except the incredible pleasure building between us like a chemical reaction about to explode.
“I’m close,” she gasped, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—I can feel it building inside me.”
“Where do you want it?” I asked, feeling my own climax approaching, my cock swelling even thicker inside her gripping channel.
“Inside,” she said without hesitation, her scientific mind overcome by primal breeding instinct. “I want your cum inside me—deep inside my womb. For the research.”
The way she said “research” while pushing back desperately against my cock was the hottest thing I’d ever heard.
“Fill me up,” she continued, her voice getting higher and more desperate as her orgasm built. “I want to feel you breed me—pump your seed deep into my pussy like you’re trying to get me pregnant with your superior genes.”
That did it. The combination of her tight pussy and her filthy breeding talk pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as humanly possible and exploded, my cock pulsing as I pumped what felt like gallons of thick, hot cum into her hungry pussy. Each powerful spurt painted her inner walls white while she sobbed with overwhelming pleasure.
“Yes!” Evelyn screamed as she felt me filling her, her voice echoing off the office walls. “Breed me! Fill my womb with your seed!” Her own orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy clamping down around my cock in powerful rhythmic contractions as she came harder than I’d ever seen a woman come before, her whole body convulsing with the force of her release.
We stayed connected for several long minutes, both breathing hard and processing the intensity of what had just happened. I could feel her pussy still fluttering around my cock with aftershocks while my cum continued to leak from where we were joined. When I finally pulled out, thick streams of cum immediately started flowing from her stretched opening onto the floor, creating a growing puddle of our combined fluids.
But instead of cleaning up, Evelyn reached for one of her specimen containers.
“Sample collection,” she explained, catching my cum as it dripped from her pussy. “I need to analyze the composition.”
She sealed the container and labeled it with scientific precision, then reached for another container and carefully removed her soaked panties.
“Secondary sample,” she said, sliding the cum-soaked lace into the specimen bag. “Different absorption medium, different compound concentrations.”
Watching her handle our combined fluids with such clinical detachment while completely naked was incredibly arousing and slightly surreal.
“What exactly are you looking for?” I asked.
Evelyn straightened up and walked over to one of her machines, completely comfortable in her nudity. “Unknown compounds. Your pheromone signature contains elements that shouldn’t exist in normal human physiology.”
She loaded the cum sample into what looked like a mass spectrometer and started the analysis. “Initial tests showed elevated levels of androstenone and androstadienone—standard male pheromones. But there’s something else. Something I’ve never seen before.”
The machine hummed to life, running its analysis. Evelyn turned back to me, her gray eyes bright with scientific curiosity.
“I’m calling it OR7D4-X,” she said. “A novel compound that seems to bind to olfactory receptors with unprecedented efficiency. It’s like your body is producing a super-concentrated version of natural attraction pheromones.”
“And that’s what’s making women lose their minds around me?”
“In simple terms, yes.” She moved closer, her hands landing on my chest again. “But Logan, this isn’t mind control. What you’re producing amplifies existing desires, removes inhibitions, but it can’t create attraction that isn’t already there on some level.”
That was actually reassuring. I’d been worried that I was somehow forcing women to want me against their will.
“Every woman who’s responded to you,” Evelyn continued, “already had the potential for that response. Your pheromones just… unlock it.”
The machine beeped, indicating the analysis was complete. Evelyn checked the readout, her eyes widening at what she saw.
“Incredible,” she breathed. “The concentration has increased since yesterday. Whatever’s triggering your mutation, it’s still active. Still evolving.”
“What does that mean?”
“It means your effect radius is going to keep expanding. And the intensity is going to keep increasing.” She looked at me with a mixture of scientific fascination and obvious hunger. “Logan, within a week, you could be affecting women from miles away.”
The pheromone app chose that moment to buzz. I checked it: 186 feet.
“Jesus,” I muttered.
“Which brings me to my next research question,” Evelyn said, already moving back toward the desk. “I need to document the refractory period and recovery time for repeat exposures.”
“Meaning?”
She bent over the desk again, presenting herself for round two. “Meaning I need you to fuck me again. For science.”
I was already getting hard again, the mutation apparently having eliminated normal recovery time along with everything else.
“How many times?” I asked, positioning myself behind her.
“As many as it takes,” she panted as I slid inside her again. “This is the most important research of my career. We need to be… thorough.”
Three hours later, I stumbled out of Professor Rowan’s office with my legs shaking and my mind reeling. She’d documented everything—five separate encounters, each with detailed measurements and sample collection. My cum was now stored in a dozen different containers for various types of analysis.
The pheromone app showed 198 feet. Nearly a full city block.
I had a text from April waiting: “Can’t wait for tonight! I’ve been practicing some new things I want to show you ;)”
And another from Lena: “Skye’s making dinner. Hope you’re hungry when you get home. Both of you. XOXO”
As I walked across campus, I noticed more women paying attention to me than usual. A group of sorority girls outside the student union all turned to watch me pass. A female professor walking her dog did a double-take that nearly made her trip over the leash.
The mutation was accelerating. Professor Rowan was right—within days, I could be affecting the entire town.
The thought should have been terrifying.
Instead, I found myself looking forward to finding out just how far this rabbit hole went.
My phone buzzed with one more text, this one from an unknown number: “This is Dean Alvarez. Please report to my office first thing Monday morning. We need to discuss your academic future.”
I grinned and kept walking. My academic future was about to get very interesting indeed.
The pheromone app hit 201 feet as I reached the edge of campus.




Chapter 9: After-Hours Deglaze

The text from Dana had been waiting when I left Professor Rowan’s office: “Kitchen closes at 8. Back door will be unlocked. Come hungry. -D”
By the time I made it to QuickBite, it was 8:30 PM and the main dining area was dark. But I could see warm light spilling from the kitchen windows, and the smell of something incredible—spices and chocolate and heat—drifted through the evening air.
The pheromone app showed 215 feet now. My afternoon “research session” with Professor Rowan had pushed the radius even higher.
I slipped through the back entrance into the kitchen, immediately hit by a wave of delicious aromas and the sound of sizzling oil. The industrial space was a maze of stainless steel surfaces, commercial equipment, and hanging utensils that caught the overhead lights like chrome jewelry.
“About time,” came a sultry voice from near the stove. “I was starting to think you’d found something better to do.”
Dana Cruz stood with her back to me, stirring something in a large pot that sent fragrant steam curling toward the exhaust hood. She wore her usual work outfit—sleeveless black tank top and dark jeans—but somehow both looked more fitted than during regular hours. The tank clung to her curves like a second skin, and her jeans rode low on her hips, showing off the dimples at the base of her spine.
Her long, dark hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail that swayed as she worked, and her gold hoop earrings caught the light when she turned her head. Even from behind, she was the definition of sultry Latina beauty—all curves and confidence and barely contained sensuality.
“Sorry,” I said, moving closer. “Got held up at school.”
“Mmm.” Dana glanced over her shoulder, her molten caramel eyes taking in my appearance with obvious approval. “Professor business?”
“Research,” I said, which was technically true.
“I bet.” She turned back to her pot, adding what looked like dark chocolate to whatever she was making. “Well, you’re here now. And I’ve been waiting for you all day.”
As I got closer, I could see what she was cooking—some kind of complex mole sauce that filled the air with the scents of chilies, chocolate, and dozens of spices I couldn’t identify. The rich, dark mixture bubbled gently as she stirred it with a long wooden spoon.
“Smells incredible,” I said, settling onto one of the tall stools beside the prep counter. “What is it?”
“Mole poblano. My grandmother’s recipe.” Dana’s voice carried a note of pride. “Takes six hours to make properly. Twenty-eight ingredients, each one added at exactly the right time.”
She dipped a clean spoon into the sauce and tasted it, her eyes closing in concentration. When she opened them again, they were focused directly on me.
“Almost perfect,” she murmured. “Just needs one more ingredient.”
“What’s missing?”
Instead of answering, Dana set down her spoon and turned to face me fully. The movement made her tank top stretch tight across her chest, emphasizing the generous swell of her E-cup breasts. I could see the outline of her bra through the thin fabric, and the way her nipples had hardened in the cool air of the kitchen.
“You tell me,” she said, stepping closer. “What do you think is missing?”
The pheromone app buzzed in my pocket. Being in this enclosed space with her was ramping up the effect exponentially.
“I have no idea,” I admitted, though my body was already responding to her proximity.
Dana smiled, a slow curve of her lips that promised trouble. “Let me give you a hint.”
She moved to stand between my knees, her hands landing on my thighs. Even through my jeans, her touch was electric.
“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said, her fingers walking up my legs toward my belt. “Ever since yesterday, when I watched you fuck April at the POS station. The way you took control, the way she responded to you…”
Her hands reached my belt buckle and started working at the leather with practiced efficiency.
“I kept thinking about how it would feel to have you inside me,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. “How you’d stretch me, fill me, make me scream your name loud enough for the whole restaurant to hear.”
My jeans came undone, followed quickly by my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard from her words and touch.
“Jesus, Dana.”
“Mmm, even better than I imagined.” She wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking slowly while she studied my reaction. “You know what I want, Logan?”
“Tell me.”
“I want you to sit back and let me ride you,” she purred, already climbing onto my lap. “I want to show you what a real woman can do when she’s on top.”
The combination of her dirty talk and the heat of her pussy as she positioned herself over my cock was rapidly pushing me toward the edge of control.
She released my cock and stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her tank top. “But first, I want you to see what you’re getting.”
The tank came off in one smooth motion, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her magnificent breasts. Her skin was the color of honey and bronze, with a light sheen of sweat from working over the hot stove.
“Dios mio,” I breathed.
Dana laughed, a rich sound that filled the kitchen. “You like what you see?”
“You’re incredible.”
“I’m just getting started.”
Her jeans came next, sliding down her thick, dancer’s thighs to reveal matching black panties and the kind of curves that belonged in a Renaissance painting. Her hips flared from her narrow waist in a perfect hourglass, and her ass was round and full, begging to be gripped and squeezed.
“Now,” she said, moving back toward me, “let me show you how a chef rides her favorite ingredient.”
She straddled me on the stool, her pussy hovering just above my cock. I could feel the scorching heat radiating from her core as she positioned herself, her swollen lips already parted and glistening with thick arousal that threatened to drip onto my thighs.
“Right here in my kitchen,” she purred, slowly sinking down onto my shaft with exquisite control. “Where I create art every day—and now I’m going to create something beautiful with your cock.”
The sensation was incredible. Dana’s pussy was tight and incredibly wet, her inner walls rippling as they stretched to accommodate my girth. She was gripping me like a velvet vise as she took me completely inside her, inch by delicious inch until I was buried to the hilt in her scorching heat.
“Oh fuck,” she gasped, settling fully onto my lap, her pussy lips stretched wide around my base while she adjusted to my size. “You feel amazing—so thick, so perfect inside me.”
“Jesus, Dana.” I could barely speak as her inner walls rippled around me.
She started moving then, not the frantic grinding I’d expected, but slow, deliberate circles that had me seeing stars. She was riding me reverse cowgirl style, her magnificent ass bouncing and jiggling with each movement while I watched my thick shaft disappear into her pink pussy from behind. The visual was intoxicating—seeing my cock coated with her cream as it slid in and out of her stretched opening.
“This is what I’ve been dreaming about,” she panted, picking up the pace, her movements becoming more fluid and urgent. “Having you inside me while surrounded by all my creations—feeling your cock stretching my pussy in my own domain.”
I gripped her wide hips with both hands and helped guide her movements, feeling the softness of her flesh under my fingers. The rhythm was building between us, her ass slapping against my thighs with wet sounds while her pussy made soft squelching noises with each stroke. The sound mixed with the gentle bubbling of her mole sauce, creating the most erotic soundtrack ever.
“Harder,” she demanded, her voice echoing off the stainless steel surfaces as she threw her head back. “I want to feel this tomorrow when I’m cooking—I want to remember your cock every time I’m in this kitchen.”
She was riding me with increasing desperation now, her heavy breasts bouncing and swaying with each movement despite still being confined in the lace bra. The kitchen around us provided perfect acoustics—every moan and gasp echoed off the metal surfaces, amplifying the intensity and making her sounds seem to come from everywhere at once.
Mid-ride, I caught movement from the corner of my eye. April Vega had slipped in through the back entrance, her waitress uniform still on from her shift. She stopped in the doorway, watching us with wide eyes and flushed cheeks. But instead of leaving or looking away, she bit her lip and slid one hand down the front of her pink dress.
Her fingers worked between her legs, matching the rhythm of Dana’s riding, her soft gasps mixing with our sounds as she masturbated to the sight of us fucking in her workplace.
“I’m getting close,” I warned, feeling my climax building from the incredible reverse cowgirl action, my cock swelling even thicker inside her gripping channel.
“Good,” she panted, her movements becoming more urgent and erratic as her own orgasm approached. “I want you to cum inside me. I want to feel your hot seed mixing with everything I am—I want your cum to be part of this kitchen.”
“Where do you want it?”
“Deep,” she gasped, grinding down harder, taking me as deep as humanly possible. “As deep as you can go—flood my womb with your cum.”
I gripped her hips with bruising force and thrust up hard, burying myself completely as my orgasm hit like a freight train. My cock pulsed inside her, each spurt sending thick ropes of cum deep into her channel. Dana screamed as she felt me filling her, her own climax triggering at the same moment, her pussy clamping down rhythmically to milk every drop from me.
“Yes!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the industrial kitchen. “Fill me! Give me everything—pump me full of your seed!”
I pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum into her eager pussy, both of us shaking with the intensity of our shared climax. I could feel each pulse of my release painting her inner walls while she continued to grind against me, her body greedily accepting every drop.
When we finally came down from the high, Dana carefully lifted herself off my cock, and cum immediately started leaking from her stretched pussy onto the stainless counter in thick streams. The white fluid was mixed with her own arousal, creating abstract patterns on the metal surface.
“Perfect,” she murmured, catching some of my thick cum on her finger and tasting it with obvious relish. “Just what the recipe needed—the secret ingredient.”
“What recipe?” I asked, though I was starting to suspect.
Dana moved back to her mole pot, stirring it while my cum continued to drip down her thighs. “This is going on tomorrow’s special menu. And I know exactly what I’m going to call it.”
She pulled out her phone and started typing. “There. Menu updated.”
“What did you call it?”
“Chef’s Special Tasting Flight,” she said with satisfaction. “Multiple courses designed to… expand the palate. Very exclusive. By invitation only.”
“Tasting flight?”
“Different preparations, different combinations. Let customers experience the full range of what we offer here.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I think you’ll find the clientele very… appreciative.”
The pheromone app showed 223 feet now. Our encounter had pushed the radius even higher.
Just then, we heard a soft knock on the back door, followed by a familiar voice.
“Dana? Are you still here? I forgot my purse…”
“That’s April,” Dana whispered, her eyes lighting up with mischief. “She must have come back for something.”
The door opened, and April Vega stepped into the kitchen, still wearing her pink waitress uniform from the dinner shift. She stopped short when she saw us, her brown eyes widening as she took in the scene—Dana’s slightly disheveled appearance, my obvious post-sex glow, and the lingering scent of arousal in the air.
“Oh,” April said softly, her cheeks flushing pink. “I didn’t mean to interrupt…”
“You’re not interrupting,” Dana said smoothly. “Logan and I were just discussing tomorrow’s menu.”
April’s gaze flicked between us, clearly picking up on what had really been happening. But instead of being shocked or upset, she looked… curious.
“It smells amazing in here,” she said, stepping closer to the stove. “What were you cooking?”
“Mole poblano,” Dana replied. “Want to taste?”
She offered April a clean spoon with a small amount of the enhanced sauce. April took it without hesitation, closing her eyes as she savored the complex flavors.
“Oh my God,” she breathed. “That’s incredible. There’s something in there I can’t identify, but it’s…”
“Addictive?” Dana suggested.
“Exactly.” April opened her eyes, and I could see her pupils were dilated. The pheromones in the enclosed space were affecting her too. “What’s the secret ingredient?”
Dana and I exchanged a look.
“Let’s just say,” Dana said with a smile, “it’s something very special that Logan provided.”
Understanding dawned on April’s face, and instead of being disgusted, she looked even more intrigued.
“Can I… can I have some more?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
“Of course, mi niña,” Dana said, ladling more sauce into a small container. “Take some home. See how it affects your… appetite.”
April accepted the container like it was precious cargo. “Thank you. Both of you.”
As she prepared to leave, she paused and looked back at me.
“Logan? Are we still on for later tonight? Because after tasting this…” She trailed off, biting her lower lip. “I have some new ideas I want to try.”
“I’ll be there,” I promised.
April smiled and headed for the door, but not before giving Dana a hug that lingered longer than necessary.
“Thank you for the sauce,” she whispered. “And for showing me that it’s okay to want what I want.”
After she left, Dana and I finished cleaning up the kitchen. But as we prepared to lock up, I couldn’t help but think about what had just happened.
“You just gave April a container of sauce made with my cum,” I said.
“And she couldn’t wait to get home and eat it,” Dana pointed out. “That tells you something about how your… essence affects people.”
She was right. April had known exactly what she was taking, and it had only made her want it more.
“The pheromone thing is getting stronger,” I said, checking the app. 227 feet now.
“Good.” Dana locked the back door and turned to face me. “Because tomorrow, I’m going to find out just how many people in this town are ready to taste what you’re offering.”
She kissed me goodbye, her lips still carrying the taste of chocolate and spices and sex.
“Sweet dreams, Logan,” she purred. “And don’t forget—you have a very eager student waiting for you at home.”
As I walked back to the townhouse, I couldn’t stop thinking about Dana’s plan. Tomorrow, she was going to serve food enhanced with my cum to unsuspecting customers. The idea should have been horrifying.
Instead, I found myself curious to see how they’d react.
The pheromone app hit 230 feet as I reached my front door.




Chapter 10: Oven-Door Double

It was nearly midnight by the time I made it home from the restaurant, but the kitchen lights were still on. Through the windows, I could see Lena moving around inside, and the smell of baking pastry drifted through the night air.
The pheromone app showed 238 feet now. My encounter with Dana had pushed the radius nearly two and a half blocks.
I let myself in through the front door, immediately hit by the warm scents of vanilla, cinnamon, and butter. But underneath the domestic aromas was something else—something musky and familiar that told me I wasn’t the only one who’d had an eventful evening.
“Perfect timing,” came Lena’s voice from the kitchen. “I’m just pulling the first batch out of the oven.”
I walked into the kitchen to find her bent over the open oven door, using thick mitts to remove what looked like individual cherry pies. She was wearing nothing but her silk robe, which had ridden up dangerously high, giving me a perfect view of her bare ass and the pink lips of her pussy peeking between her thighs.
“Midnight baking?” I asked, settling onto one of the bar stools to enjoy the show.
“Couldn’t sleep,” Lena replied, setting the hot pies on a cooling rack. “Too much energy. Figured I’d channel it into something productive.”
She bent over again to check on another batch still in the oven, the movement making her robe ride up even higher. This time I could see everything—the wet glisten of her pussy lips, the tight pucker of her asshole, the way her thighs trembled slightly from holding the position.
“How many pies are you making?” I asked, my cock already responding to the view.
“Dozen or so. Cherry, apple, peach…” She straightened up and turned to face me, her blue eyes bright with arousal. “Thought we could use them for tomorrow’s breakfast. Maybe some other creative purposes.”
“Creative purposes?”
Before she could answer, Skye appeared in the kitchen doorway, wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her ass. Her hazel eyes were dilated, and she was carrying her ever-present sketchpad.
“Finally,” she said, settling onto the stool beside me. “Mom’s been horny as hell since you left. I thought she was going to fuck herself with a rolling pin.”
“Skye!” Lena protested, but she was smiling.
“What? It’s true. You’ve been baking like a woman possessed and eyeing the kitchen utensils with suspicious interest.” Skye turned to me. “How was your evening? You smell like spices and sex.”
“Dana wanted to show me her mole recipe,” I said, which was technically accurate.
“I bet she did.” Skye opened her sketchpad and started making quick strokes with her charcoal. “Did you like her… cooking?”
“Very much.”
The timer chose that moment to go off, a shrill beeping that filled the kitchen. Lena moved back toward the oven, reaching for her mitts.
“These should be done too,” she said, bending over the open door again.
This time, I didn’t just watch. I stood up and moved behind her, my hands settling on her hips as she worked.
“Logan,” she breathed, pushing her ass back against me. “What are you doing?”
“Following the rule,” I said, my hands sliding up to untie her robe. “You’re cooking. That means I’m supposed to be cocking.”
“Technically, I’m baking,” she pointed out, but she didn’t resist as the silk fell away, leaving her completely naked and bent over the hot oven.
“Close enough.”
I ran my hands over the smooth curves of her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh while she tried to focus on removing the pies. The heat from the oven warmed our skin, mixing with the heat building between us, making both of us slick with perspiration. Her ass was perfect—round and full, the kind that begged to be gripped and spread.
“The pies,” Lena gasped as I slid a finger between her swollen pussy lips, finding her already soaking wet and ready. Her arousal coated my finger immediately, the slick fluid evidence of how much she wanted this.
“Will keep for a few more minutes,” I said, adding a second finger and feeling her inner walls clench around me desperately, her muscles gripping my digits.
“Oh God,” she moaned, her grip tightening on the oven mitts as waves of pleasure rolled through her. “That feels so good—your fingers are so deep inside me.”
I worked my fingers in and out of her dripping pussy while she struggled to maintain her grip on the hot pie tins, her coordination destroyed by the building pleasure. The combination of intense arousal and the need to concentrate on not burning herself was clearly driving her wild, her body trembling with conflicting needs.
“Logan,” she panted, her voice breaking, “I need to get these out before they burn.”
“Then you’d better hurry.” I curled my fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her whole body jerk with pleasure.
She managed to extract the pies and set them on the cooling rack with shaking hands, but the moment her hands were free, she braced them against the oven door and pushed her ass back against me desperately.
“Now,” she demanded, her voice thick with need. “I need you inside me now—I need to feel you stretch me open.”
But instead of her pussy, I positioned myself at her other entrance—the tight pucker of her asshole that was glistening with the thick arousal that had leaked down from her pussy, coating the pink ring in her own juices.
“Wait,” Lena gasped as she felt the broad head of my cock pressing against her backdoor, the pressure building as I prepared to breach her. “I haven’t… we haven’t done that yet.”
“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, though I could see her asshole already beginning to relax and open under the pressure.
“No,” she said immediately, then more quietly, “I just… go slow. It’s been a while since I’ve had a cock in my ass.”
I reached over to the counter where Lena kept a bottle of coconut oil for cooking, drizzling the golden liquid generously over my cock and her ass. The oil warmed from our body heat, providing the perfect lubrication we needed while mixing with her natural arousal.
“Relax,” I murmured, pressing forward slowly, feeling her tight ring stretch around my cock head. “Let me in—let me fill your ass.”
The head of my cock breached her tight ring with a soft pop, and we both groaned at the incredible sensation. She was incredibly tight, her anal muscles gripping me like a vice, but the oil helped me slide deeper into her forbidden channel.
“Fuck,” Lena gasped, her knuckles white where she gripped the oven door. “You’re so big—I can feel every inch stretching me open. It’s so intense.”
I paused, letting her adjust to my size while her ass muscles rippled around my cock. “How does it feel?”
“Full. So incredibly full. Amazing.” She pushed back slightly, taking more of me inside her tight channel. “Keep going. I want all of you—I want your entire cock buried in my ass.”
I slid deeper, inch by torturous inch, until I was buried to the hilt in her tight ass. The sensation was incredible—different from her pussy, tighter and more intense, with a forbidden quality that made it even hotter. I could feel her anal walls gripping every inch of my shaft, the muscles contracting rhythmically around me.
“Holy shit,” came Skye’s voice from behind us. I’d almost forgotten she was there, sketching the whole encounter.
I looked back to see her perched on the edge of her stool, t-shirt pushed up around her waist, one hand working between her legs while the other held her charcoal pencil.
“This is so fucking hot,” she breathed, her hand moving faster between her thighs. “Mom, you look incredible with his cock in your ass.”
“Skye,” Lena moaned, but there was no disapproval in her voice. If anything, knowing her daughter was watching and getting off on it seemed to turn her on even more.
I started moving slowly, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. The friction was incredible, and Lena’s reactions told me she was enjoying it just as much as I was.
“Faster,” she gasped, pushing back to meet my thrusts. “I can take it.”
I picked up the pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin mixing with the gentle hum of the oven and Skye’s increasingly desperate moans. The kitchen filled with the scents of baking pastry, coconut oil, and raw sex.
“God, yes,” Lena cried out, one hand dropping to rub her clit while I fucked her ass. “This is so dirty, so perfect.”
The combination of anal stimulation and her own fingers on her clit was rapidly pushing her toward orgasm. I could feel it building in the way her muscles tensed, the way her breathing quickened.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced, her voice getting higher. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”
“Look at Skye,” I commanded, wanting to see her reaction.
Lena turned her head to watch her daughter masturbating furiously while sketching their encounter. The sight of Skye getting off on watching her mother get fucked in the ass pushed Lena over the edge.
Her orgasm was explosive. Her ass clamped down on my cock like a vice while she screamed my name, her whole body shaking with the force of her climax. But I held back from my own release.
“Don’t cum yet,” I commanded, pulling out of her ass carefully. “We’re not finished.”
“What?” Lena gasped, turning to look at me with confusion and desperate need.
“The double,” I said, looking at Skye who was still masturbating furiously while watching us. “Come here, baby. Your turn.”
Skye’s eyes went wide with excitement as she quickly moved from her stool to the kitchen counter beside her mother. “Really? You want me too?”
“Both of you,” I confirmed, helping Lena move aside while Skye positioned herself at the perfect height. “That’s what tonight is about. Taking care of both my women.”
Skye spread her legs eagerly, her pussy already soaking wet from watching her mother get fucked. “I’ve been so ready,” she panted. “Watching you in Mom’s ass made me crazy.”
I positioned myself at her entrance and slid inside easily—she was incredibly tight and hot, her walls gripping me like a silk glove after the different sensation of her mother’s ass.
“Oh God,” Skye cried out as I filled her completely. “After seeing you with Mom, this feels even more intense.”
Lena moved to stand beside us, one hand still pressed to her ass where my cum was leaking out. “Look at you two,” she breathed. “So perfect together.”
I started thrusting into Skye with the same intensity I’d used on her mother, my hands gripping her hips while she braced herself against the counter. The pies were still cooling nearby, filling the air with the scent of cherries and vanilla.
“Harder,” Skye begged, pushing back against me. “I want to feel what Mom felt.”
“This is what you wanted to see,” I said, pounding into her while Lena watched. “Both of your women, both satisfied by the same cock.”
“Yes,” Lena moaned, her free hand working between her own legs despite having just climaxed from the anal. “Take her like you took me. Show her how good you are.”
The combination of Skye’s desperate pussy and Lena’s encouraging words finally pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep in Skye and exploded, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into her eager womb.
“Yes!” Skye screamed as she felt me filling her. “So much cum! I can feel every drop!”
Her own orgasm hit at the same moment, her pussy clamping down on my cock in waves of pleasure that seemed to go on forever.
At the same time, Lena’s fingers brought herself to another climax, watching her daughter get filled with my seed while her own ass still leaked with evidence of our earlier encounter.
For several long minutes, the kitchen was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the quiet hum of appliances. When I finally pulled out of Skye, cum immediately started leaking from her pussy onto the counter. Some of it dripped onto the cooling cherry pies below, creating white streaks across the golden crusts, mixing with what was still dripping from Lena’s ass.
“Jesus Christ,” Skye whispered, looking at the evidence of our encounter. “I can’t believe we just did that.”
“Both of us,” Lena added, slowly straightening up despite the soreness in her ass. “Filled by the same perfect cock.”
“That was…” I started, then shook my head. “I don’t have words for how incredible that felt.”
“The sketches are amazing,” Skye said, holding up her pad. “I captured the exact moment Mom came. Her face, the way her body tensed, everything.”
I looked at the drawings and was amazed by Skye’s skill. She’d somehow managed to capture not just the physical act but the emotion and intensity of the moment.
“You’re incredibly talented,” I said.
“I have good subjects,” Skye replied with a grin. “Though I think I need to change techniques for the next one.”
“Next one?” Lena asked.
“Well, you just had anal. I’ve been thinking it’s my turn to try something new.” Skye’s eyes were bright with curiosity and arousal. “I want to know what it feels like.”
“Skye…” Lena started, sounding suddenly maternal despite her current state of nudity.
“Mom, I’m twenty-one years old. I think I can decide what I want to try in bed.” Skye turned to me. “What do you think, Logan? Want to be my first for that too?”
The idea of being Skye’s first for anal was incredibly appealing, but I was also aware that we were talking about Lena’s daughter.
“It’s up to you,” I said carefully. “Both of you. But if we’re going to do it, we should do it right. Take our time, use plenty of oil, make sure you’re comfortable.”
“I want to,” Skye said firmly. “But not tonight. I want to prepare first, maybe practice a little.” She grinned wickedly. “I’ve got some toys that might help.”
The pheromone app buzzed in my discarded jeans. 248 feet now.
“Besides,” Skye continued, “we should probably clean up this mess first.”
She gestured to the cum dripping from Lena’s ass onto the kitchen tiles, the oil smeared on the counter, and the general state of dishevelment we’d created.
“Good point,” Lena said, reaching for some paper towels. “Though I have to say, this kitchen has never been more thoroughly… seasoned.”
As we cleaned up, I couldn’t help but think about how quickly things were escalating. Just three days ago, I’d been a regular college student. Now I was part of a household where anal sex in the kitchen while baking pies was apparently just another Tuesday night.
“The pies turned out perfect, by the way,” Lena observed, checking on her baking. “Maybe we should make this a regular thing. Late-night baking sessions.”
“With benefits,” Skye added with a laugh.
“Definitely with benefits,” Lena agreed.
As we finished cleaning up and headed upstairs to bed—all three of us together in the queen bed that had become our standard sleeping arrangement—I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were building toward something bigger. The pheromone radius was expanding faster now, affecting more people, creating more opportunities for encounters.
And based on the texts I’d received throughout the day—from Professor Rowan wanting to schedule more “research sessions,” from Dana planning her special menu, from April eager to try new things—tomorrow was going to be even more intense than today.
The mutation was accelerating, and so was everything else.
As I drifted off to sleep between Lena and Skye, both women curled against me like contented cats.
The pheromone app’s final reading of the night: 251 feet.




Chapter 11: Sunrise Stuffing

The day started before sunrise.
I woke to the sensation of warm, wet heat engulfing my cock and opened my eyes to find Lena straddling me in reverse cowgirl position, her honey-blonde hair catching the first rays of light streaming through the bedroom window.
“Good morning, stud,” she purred, rolling her hips in slow circles that made me groan with pleasure. “Hope you don’t mind me getting an early start.”
Beside us, Skye was awake too, propped up on one elbow and sketching the scene with quick charcoal strokes. She was completely naked, her small breasts moving slightly with each breath, nipples hard in the cool morning air.
“How long have you been awake?” I asked, my hands finding Lena’s hips to guide her movements.
“About ten minutes,” Lena replied, picking up the pace. “You were so hard when you woke up, I couldn’t resist. Your body is incredible—even in sleep, you’re ready to go.”
The pheromone app on my nightstand showed 254 feet. The radius had grown overnight, probably from residual arousal and the close proximity of sleeping between two beautiful women.
“Skye,” Lena said, glancing over at her daughter. “Come here. I want to try something.”
Skye set down her sketchpad and moved closer, settling beside us on the bed. “What did you have in mind?”
“I want you to lick Logan’s balls while I ride him,” Lena said matter-of-factly. “But no touching me. Just focus on him.”
The casual way she discussed sharing me continued to amaze me. Three days ago, I would have thought this scenario was impossible. Now it felt natural, like this was how mornings were supposed to go.
Skye positioned herself between my legs, her tongue immediately going to work on my balls while her mother continued to ride my cock. The dual sensation was incredible—Lena’s tight pussy gripping my shaft while Skye’s warm mouth worked my most sensitive areas.
“That feels amazing,” I groaned, one hand on Lena’s hip while the other tangled in Skye’s dark hair.
“We aim to please,” Lena said with a smile, her movements becoming more urgent. “I’ve been thinking about this all night. Woke up so wet I was practically dripping.”
“Me too,” Skye murmured against my skin. “I had dreams about yesterday. About watching Mom get fucked in the ass while I touched myself.”
“Such a dirty girl,” Lena said fondly, though her breathing was getting faster as her arousal built. “But you’re right—yesterday was incredible. I can still feel where Logan stretched me.”
The combination of their words and actions was rapidly pushing me toward climax. Lena’s pussy was getting tighter with each thrust, and Skye’s tongue was working magic on my balls.
“I’m getting close,” I warned them.
“Good,” Lena panted, her movements becoming more frantic. “I want to cum with you. I want to feel you fill me up while Skye watches.”
“And I want to clean you both afterward,” Skye added, her voice muffled but eager. “I want to taste how you mix together.”
That visual—Skye licking our combined fluids from her mother’s pussy—pushed me over the edge. I gripped Lena’s hips and thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible as my orgasm exploded through me.
“Yes!” Lena cried out as she felt me filling her. Her own climax hit at the same time, her pussy clamping down around my cock in waves of pleasure.
But something different happened this time. As Lena’s orgasm peaked, I noticed droplets of white liquid beading at the tips of her swollen nipples, growing larger before beginning to run down the curves of her flushed breasts.
“Mom,” Skye breathed, staring at her mother’s chest in amazement. “You’re leaking—you’re actually lactating.”
Lena looked down at herself in wonder, her eyes wide as she took in the sight of milk flowing from her nipples. “I’m lactating. I haven’t done that since… God, it’s been years.”
The milk was flowing more freely now, thick white streams running down the curves of her heavy breasts before pooling in the valley of her cleavage. The sight was incredibly erotic and strangely intimate—this beautiful woman’s body responding to my presence by preparing to nourish.
“Is that normal?” I asked, though I was pretty sure I knew the answer as I watched the creamy fluid coat her skin.
“Not for someone who hasn’t been pregnant recently,” Lena said, cupping one of her breasts and watching as more milk leaked between her fingers at the touch. “It must be your pheromones. They’re affecting my hormone production—triggering my body’s maternal instincts.”
Skye was staring at the flowing milk with obvious fascination, her eyes bright with curiosity. “Can I… can I try it? I want to know what it tastes like.”
Lena looked at her daughter with surprise. “You want to nurse from me?”
“Not like that,” Skye said quickly, her cheeks flushing. “I just… I’m curious. About how it tastes. About how it feels for you when someone drinks from you.”
There was something incredibly innocent about her request, despite the context of our threesome. Lena looked at me, seeking permission or guidance, milk still streaming down her chest.
“It’s up to you,” I said. “Both of you.”
Lena nodded slowly, her decision firm. “Okay. But just a taste. And Logan… I want you to keep fucking me while she does it. I want to feel your cock inside me while she drinks my milk.”
The request was so beautifully perverse that my cock, which had barely softened, immediately returned to full hardness inside her, swelling until her walls stretched tight around me.
“Switch positions,” I said, helping Lena climb off me. “Lie on your back so we can both access you.”
Lena positioned herself in the center of the bed, her legs spread wide and her milk-heavy breasts heaving with each breath, streams of white fluid still flowing from her erect nipples. I moved between her thighs and slid back inside her easily—she was incredibly wet and ready, her pussy still fluttering from her recent orgasm. This time I took her in missionary position so we could both watch Skye.
Skye approached tentatively, settling beside her mother’s chest. She studied the milk beading and flowing from Lena’s swollen nipple, the creamy fluid glistening in the morning light.
“Are you sure about this?” she asked, her voice soft with emotion.
“Yes,” Lena said softly, her voice filled with love. “It feels right. You and Logan taking care of me, me taking care of both of you. Like this is what we were meant to be.”
Skye lowered her head and took Lena’s nipple into her mouth, sucking gently. The moment her lips made contact, Lena’s reaction was immediate and intense—her back arched off the bed, her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice, and she let out a moan of pure, overwhelming pleasure.
“Oh God,” she gasped, her hands gripping the bedsheets instead of touching her daughter. “I forgot how intense that feels—it’s like a direct line from my nipple to my pussy, every suck sends lightning through my whole body.”
I started moving slowly, watching Skye nurse from her mother while I filled Lena’s pussy with long, deep strokes. The sight was incredibly erotic—the ultimate combination of maternal and sexual intimacy.
“How does it taste?” I asked Skye.
She pulled off the nipple with a soft pop, milk glistening on her lips. “Sweet. Warm. Like vanilla and honey.” She smiled. “I can see why babies like it.”
“There’s something else,” Lena said, her voice dreamy with arousal. “Logan, I can feel your cum from earlier mixing with my milk production. Like your essence is becoming part of me.”
The idea that my genetic material was somehow influencing her body’s functions was incredibly arousing and strangely possessive.
“Switch sides,” I told Skye. “Make sure both breasts get attention.”
Skye moved to Lena’s other nipple, latching on eagerly while I continued to thrust into her mother’s pussy. The combination of physical and visual stimulation was incredible.
“This is so beautiful,” Lena whispered, one hand stroking Skye’s hair while the other gripped my shoulder. “My two favorite people taking care of me.”
The pheromone app buzzed on the nightstand. 267 feet now.
“I’m going to cum again,” Lena announced, her voice getting higher. “Don’t stop, either of you.”
I picked up the pace, driving into her with increasing urgency while Skye sucked harder on her nipple. The combination pushed Lena into another intense orgasm, her whole body shaking as she cried out in pleasure.
This time, her milk production increased dramatically. I could see it flowing more freely, and Skye had to swallow repeatedly to keep up with the flow.
“So much,” Skye gasped, pulling back briefly. “She’s really producing now.”
“It’s the pheromones,” I said, feeling my own climax building. “They’re triggering all kinds of biological responses.”
I buried myself deep in Lena’s pussy and exploded for the second time that morning, adding another load of cum to her already-filled womb. The sensation triggered another wave of milk production, and Skye eagerly returned to nursing.
For several long minutes, we stayed connected—me inside Lena, Skye nursing from her, all of us breathing hard and processing the intensity of what had just happened.
Finally, Skye sat back, milk glistening on her lips and chin. “That was incredible. Mom, you taste amazing.”
“How do you feel?” I asked Lena as I slowly pulled out of her.
“Full,” she said with a satisfied smile. “In every possible way. My breasts feel heavy with milk, my pussy is full of your cum, and my heart is full of love for both of you.”
My phone chose that moment to buzz with a text message. I reached for it and saw a message from an unknown number:
“This is Coach Riley from the college gym. I got your number from the student directory. I need to see you at noon today for some specialized training. Trust me, you’ll want to be there. The address is attached.”
“Who’s that?” Skye asked, still licking traces of milk from her lips.
“Coach Riley. She wants me to come to the gym at noon.”
“The tomboy trainer?” Lena asked with interest. “I’ve seen her around campus. Very fit. Very… athletic.”
“And probably very interested in testing her endurance against our stud here,” Skye added with a grin.
The pheromone app showed 271 feet now. The morning’s activities had pushed the radius even higher.
“What time is it?” I asked.
“Seven-thirty,” Lena replied, checking her own phone. “You have a few hours before you need to be anywhere.”
“Good. Because I think we need to get cleaned up and have some breakfast.” I looked at both women, still naked and glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction. “And maybe discuss this lactation thing.”
“What’s to discuss?” Lena asked. “My body is responding to your pheromones in amazing ways. I’m not going to complain about that.”
“Neither am I,” Skye added. “It’s like you’re turning Mom into the perfect nurturing lover. Maternal but sexual, caring but insatiable.”
She wasn’t wrong. The combination of Lena’s natural warmth and sexuality with this new lactating ability was incredibly appealing on a biological level.
“Just be careful at the gym today,” Lena said as we headed toward the shower. “If this Coach Riley is as athletic as I think she is, she’s going to want to test your stamina in every possible way.”
“Are you worried?” I asked.
Lena smiled. “Not worried. Curious. I want to hear all about it when you get home.”
As we stepped into the shower together—all three of us fitting easily under the rainfall showerhead—I couldn’t help but think about how quickly things were escalating. The pheromone radius was growing faster, the women in my life were developing new abilities and desires, and now I was about to encounter my first truly athletic woman.
Coach Riley represented something different from the women I’d been with so far. Where Lena was nurturing, Skye was artistic, Professor Rowan was intellectual, and Dana and April were service-oriented, Riley was competitive. Athletic. Someone who would see our encounter as a challenge to be conquered rather than a pleasure to be savored.
The thought was both exciting and slightly intimidating.
“Whatever happens at the gym,” I said as we soaped each other under the hot water, “you two are my home base. My anchor.”
“Always,” Lena said, pressing a kiss to my chest while Skye washed my back.
“Besides,” Skye added with a mischievous smile, “we’ll want a full demonstration of whatever new techniques Coach Riley teaches you.”
The pheromone app, sitting on the bathroom counter, showed a final morning reading: 275 feet.




Chapter 12: Mat-Side Mount

The campus fitness center was buzzing with activity when I arrived at noon. Through the glass doors, I could see students running on treadmills, lifting weights, and stretching on yoga mats. But the text from Coach Riley had been specific—I needed to find the wrestling room in the back of the building.
The pheromone app showed 278 feet as I made my way through the main gym floor. Several women turned to stare as I passed, their workouts momentarily forgotten as they caught my scent. A redhead on the elliptical machine nearly fell off when I walked by, and I had to steady her with a quick hand on her elbow.
“You okay?” I asked.
“Fine,” she gasped, her pupils dilating as she looked up at me. “Just… lost my balance for a second.”
The pheromone effect was getting stronger, affecting people faster and from greater distances. I needed to be more careful about where I went and how long I stayed in enclosed spaces with multiple women.
I found the wrestling room tucked away in the back corner of the building, separated from the main gym by heavy doors that muffled the sound of grunting and impact. A sign on the door read “VARSITY WRESTLING - COACH R. AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.”
I knocked and waited.
“Come in!” came a strong, confident voice from inside.
I pushed through the doors into a space that smelled like sweat, rubber mats, and determination. The room was dominated by a large wrestling mat in the center, surrounded by mirrors and exercise equipment designed for combat sports training. But what caught my attention immediately was the woman standing in the middle of the mat.
Coach Riley was exactly what I’d expected and somehow more. She stood about 5’7“ with the kind of athletic build that came from years of serious training—broad shoulders, defined arms, and legs that looked like they could crush a watermelon. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a high ponytail with an undercut that gave her an edgy, aggressive look.
She wore black compression shorts that hugged every curve of her muscular thighs and a sports bra that did nothing to hide the defined abs underneath. Her skin had a slight farmer’s tan, and I could see the sheen of sweat from whatever workout she’d been doing before I arrived.
But it was her eyes that really got my attention—electric green and absolutely blazing with competitive fire. This was someone who lived to win, to dominate, to prove herself against any challenge.
“Logan Hart,” she said, not a question but a statement. “You’re exactly what I expected.”
“And what did you expect?”
Riley walked closer, her movements predatory and confident. “A college boy who’s been getting lucky with some amateur pussy and thinks he’s hot shit.”
The blunt language and challenging tone caught me off guard. This was different from the worshipful attention I’d been receiving from other women. Riley was treating me like competition.
“Is that what you think I am?” I asked.
“That’s what I’m here to find out.” She stopped just outside arm’s reach, close enough that I could smell her scent—clean sweat, vanilla deodorant, and underneath it all, the unmistakable musk of arousal. “See, I’ve been hearing rumors about you. About your effect on women. About this supposed pheromone thing.”
The pheromone app buzzed in my pocket. 285 feet now.
“And I don’t believe in shortcuts,” Riley continued. “I believe in earning what you get through hard work, dedication, and superior performance.”
“So what do you want from me?”
Riley’s smile was sharp as a blade. “I want to test you. See if you can back up all the hype with actual performance.”
She gestured to the wrestling mat. “This is my domain. My rules. If you’re really as dominant as everyone says, prove it here.”
“Prove it how?”
“Simple. Pin me.” She stretched, her sports bra riding up to show more of her incredible abs. “Standard wrestling rules, but with a twist. If you can pin me for a ten-count, I’ll admit your superiority and… submit to whatever you want.”
“And if I can’t?”
“Then you’re just another college boy who got lucky, and I’ll make sure everyone knows it.”
The challenge was clear, and despite the obvious sexual undertones, I could tell Riley was serious about the wrestling part. This wasn’t going to be some playful tussle—she intended to actually compete.
“Deal,” I said, pulling off my shirt. “But when I pin you, I get to collect my prize right here on these mats.”
Riley’s eyes flicked over my exposed chest and abs, and I saw her pupils dilate slightly despite her confident facade. The pheromones were affecting her, but she was fighting it.
“Confident. I like that.” She snapped the elastic of her ponytail, resetting it higher on her head. “But confidence without skill is just arrogance.”
We moved to the center of the mat, facing each other in traditional wrestling stance. Riley was clearly experienced—her posture was perfect, her weight balanced, her eyes focused on my center of mass rather than getting distracted by trying to read my intentions.
“Ready?” she asked.
“Ready.”
We circled each other for a few seconds, both looking for an opening. Riley moved like a predator, all controlled power and coiled energy. But I had advantages she didn’t know about—the enhanced physical abilities that had come with my mutation, plus the growing effect of my pheromones in this enclosed space.
She shot in first, going for a leg takedown with textbook technique. But I sprawled back and caught her in a front facelock, using my superior reach to control her head and shoulders.
“Not bad,” she grunted, working to break free. “But technique beats size every time.”
She proved her point by hooking my leg and rolling, using my own momentum against me to reverse our positions. Suddenly I was on my back with Riley straddling my waist, her hands pinning my shoulders to the mat.
“One!” she counted, grinning down at me. “Two! Three!”
But I wasn’t done yet. I bridged up, arching my back and using my core strength to throw her off balance. She rolled forward, and I quickly scrambled to a dominant position, mounting her from behind and controlling her wrists.
“My turn,” I said, pressing her face-first into the mat. “One! Two! Three!”
Riley bucked and twisted, her athletic flexibility allowing her to escape in ways that would have been impossible for most people. But as we continued to grapple, I noticed something—her breathing was getting heavier, and not just from exertion.
The pheromones were doing their work.
“Getting tired?” I taunted, catching her in another takedown.
“Hardly,” she shot back, but her voice was breathier now. “Though I have to admit, you smell incredible.”
“Getting distracted?”
“Maybe a little.”
Our wrestling had become more intimate, our bodies pressed together in ways that had nothing to do with combat sports. When I mounted her again, this time I made sure to press my crotch against her ass, letting her feel the hardness there.
Riley went still beneath me. “That’s not regulation wrestling technique.”
“You want to call a foul?”
She was quiet for a long moment, her breathing heavy against the mat. “No. No fouls.”
“Good.” I leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Because I can feel how wet you’re getting. Your shorts are soaked.”
“Shut up and wrestle,” she said, but there was no real anger in it.
We continued to grapple, but the nature of our contact had changed. What had started as legitimate wrestling was becoming something else—a form of foreplay disguised as competition. Riley was still fighting, but her resistance was becoming more about prolonging the encounter than actually trying to win.
“You know,” I said, pinning her on her back and holding her wrists above her head, “I think you’re enjoying being dominated.”
“Fuck you,” she gasped, but she wasn’t trying very hard to break free anymore.
“That’s the idea.”
I leaned down and kissed her, hard and demanding. For a split second she resisted, then she melted into it, her mouth opening under mine with a moan of surrender.
When I pulled back, her green eyes were glazed with lust. “The ten-count,” she whispered. “You need to pin me for ten.”
“I think I already have.”
Just then, the door to the wrestling room burst open, and a group of cheerleaders spilled in, led by a tall blonde in a tiny practice outfit.
“Coach Riley!” the blonde called out. “We came to watch the— oh my God.”
The cheerleaders stopped short, taking in the scene of me straddling their coach on the wrestling mat, both of us half-naked and breathing hard. But instead of being scandalized, they seemed fascinated.
“Is this the guy?” another cheerleader asked, a petite brunette with her phone already out. “The one from the videos?”
“Videos?” I asked.
“YouTube, TikTok, Instagram,” the blonde explained, not taking her eyes off me. “You’re famous, Logan Hart. #PlumeBoy is trending.”
The pheromone app was going crazy now—292 feet and climbing. Having multiple women in the small space was amplifying the effect exponentially.
“Ladies,” Riley said, trying to regain some professional composure despite her position underneath me, “this is a private training session.”
“Can we watch?” the brunette asked, still filming. “Please? This is better than any reality show.”
“I think they want to see the full demonstration,” I said to Riley, grinding my hips against hers. She gasped at the contact.
“The full…?”
“You lost the match,” I reminded her. “Now you have to submit to whatever I want.”
Riley looked up at me, then at the cheerleaders surrounding us with their phones out. The competitive fire in her eyes was mixing with something else now—arousal and a hint of exhibitionist excitement.
“Here?” she asked. “In front of them?”
“Here. Now. On these mats where you thought you were going to dominate me.”
That decided it. Riley’s competitive nature wouldn’t let her back down from any challenge, even this one.
“Fine,” she said, loud enough for the cheerleaders to hear. “But if I’m going to submit, I’m going to do it right.”
She pushed herself up and moved to hands and knees on the wrestling mat, presenting herself in the classic doggy-style position. Her athletic ass was incredible—tight, muscular, perfect for gripping.
“If I’m going down,” she announced to the cheerleaders, “I’m going down like a champion.”
My jeans hit the mat, followed by my boxers. Several cheerleaders gasped as my cock sprang free, already hard from our wrestling and the pheromone-charged atmosphere.
“Holy shit,” the blonde breathed. “He’s huge.”
“Get those phones ready, girls,” Riley said, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Because you’re about to see your coach get fucked like the submissive she never knew she was.”
She reached back and peeled off her compression shorts, revealing that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy was completely bare, the lips swollen and glistening with arousal. From this angle, I could see everything—her tight ass, her wet pussy, the way her muscular thighs were already trembling with anticipation.
“Mat doggy,” she commanded, despite being the one about to be dominated. “Show them how a real man takes his prize.”
I positioned myself behind her, my hands gripping her muscular hips as I lined up my thick cock with her entrance. The cheerleaders moved to get better angles, their phones capturing every detail as they formed a semicircle around us on the wrestling mats.
“This is so hot,” one of them whispered, her breathing already quickened from the pheromones and the anticipation. “Riley never lets anyone dominate her.”
“Looks like she found someone who can,” another replied, zooming in to capture the moment my cock head pressed against Riley’s swollen pussy lips.
I pushed inside her slowly, both of us groaning at the incredible sensation. She was incredibly tight—all that athletic muscle tone extended to her pussy walls, which gripped me like a silk-lined steel vise. Her channel was scorching hot and already slick with arousal, but the tightness made every inch a delicious struggle.
“Oh fuck,” Riley gasped, her muscular arms shaking as she held herself up in perfect doggy position. “You feel incredible—so thick, stretching me wider than I’ve ever been stretched.”
The cheerleaders were filming from multiple angles now, their own breathing getting heavier as they watched their normally dominant coach get taken from behind on the wrestling mats. I could see their pupils dilating from the pheromone concentration in the small room.
“Harder,” I commanded, starting to thrust with deliberate force. “Show them how much you love being fucked like the submissive you really are.”
“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back against me with desperate need, her perfect ass jiggling with each impact. “God, yes. Fuck me harder—show these girls how a real man dominates!”
I gripped her hips with bruising force and gave her what she wanted, pounding into her with the same relentless intensity she brought to her workouts. Her muscular ass rippled with each powerful thrust, the firm flesh bouncing and flexing while my cock disappeared into her tight channel over and over. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the wrestling room, mixing with the wet squelching of her soaked pussy.
“Look at her,” the brunette cheerleader said, zooming in with her phone to capture the way Riley’s face contorted with pleasure. “She’s completely lost in it—our tough coach is just a cock-hungry slut.”
She was right. Riley’s usual control had evaporated completely. She was pushing back against my thrusts desperately, her athletic body gleaming with sweat, every muscle defined and trembling as she submitted to being fucked like an animal. Her face was twisted in ecstasy, mouth hanging open as guttural moans escaped her throat.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced to the room, her voice echoing off the mirrored walls. “Oh God, I’m going to cum so hard on this cock—everyone’s going to see me lose control!”
“Do it,” I growled, reaching around to find her swollen clit with my fingers while continuing to pound her from behind. “Cum for your audience—show them what happens when their tough coach gets properly dominated.”
Riley’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave. She threw her head back and screamed, her pussy clamping down on my cock in powerful waves of pleasure that seemed to go on forever. Her whole body convulsed as she came, muscles tensing and releasing while she gushed around my cock, her juices coating my shaft and dripping onto the wrestling mats. The sight and sound of her complete submission triggered something primal in me, and I exploded inside her, my cock pulsing as I pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum into her athletic body.
The cheerleaders caught every second of it on their phones, the sound of multiple cameras recording mixing with Riley’s animalistic cries of pleasure as she took every drop of my seed.
When her orgasm finally subsided, Riley collapsed forward onto the mat, both of us breathing hard. Cum was already leaking from her pussy onto the wrestling surface.
“Holy shit,” she whispered. “That was incredible.”
“Did we get it all?” the blonde cheerleader asked the others.
“Every second,” the brunette confirmed. “This is going to break the internet.”
“Wait,” I said, suddenly realizing the implications. “You’re not actually going to post that, are you?”
The cheerleaders exchanged looks.
“Too late,” the blonde said, showing me her phone. “Already uploaded. #PlumeBoy #CoachRiley #WrestlingGoneWild.”
Riley laughed, apparently unconcerned about her sexual performance being broadcast to the world. “Let them watch. I’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.”
She climbed off my cock and stretched, completely comfortable with her nudity in front of her students. “Besides, this was the best workout I’ve had all year.”
The pheromone app showed 312 feet now. The public nature of our encounter, combined with the audience of aroused cheerleaders, had pushed the radius higher than ever before.
“Same time tomorrow?” Riley asked as she started getting dressed.
“Tomorrow?”
“I need to work on my submission technique,” she said with a grin. “And I think you’re the perfect training partner.”
As we got dressed and the cheerleaders filed out (still buzzing about their footage), I couldn’t help but think about what had just happened. In less than an hour, I’d dominated the most competitive woman I’d ever met and been filmed doing it by her own students.
The video was probably already getting thousands of views, spreading my reputation even further. #PlumeBoy was trending, which meant more women would be curious about me, more encounters would be inevitable.
The pheromone app hit 315 feet as I left the fitness center.
And judging by the way every woman I passed on my walk back to the townhouse turned to stare, tomorrow was going to be even more interesting than today.
My phone buzzed with notifications—friend requests, direct messages, comments on videos I hadn’t even known existed. The digital side of my mutation was spreading as fast as the biological one.
The day wasn’t even half over, and I was already becoming a campus legend.




Chapter 13: Bathroom Blowout

By 5 PM, I was back at QuickBite for my evening shift, still buzzing from the encounter with Coach Riley. The video of our wrestling session had already racked up over 50,000 views across various social media platforms, and #PlumeBoy was trending on three different apps.
The pheromone app showed 318 feet as I clocked in. My radius was now affecting nearly four city blocks, which meant every woman in the downtown area was potentially within my influence.
The evening dinner rush was in full swing when I spotted them—a mother-daughter pair I’d noticed before but never really paid attention to. They sat in their usual booth by the window, but tonight something was different. Both women kept glancing in my direction with unmistakable hunger in their eyes.
The mother, who had to be in her early forties, was a full-figured woman with the kind of curves that belonged in a Renaissance painting. She had chestnut hair in a bouncy bob that framed her plush cheeks, warm mocha eyes that sparkled with mischief, and a body that screamed fertility and abundance. Her floral wrap dress was perpetually on the verge of catastrophe, straining to contain her massive G-cup breasts and showcasing her cafe-au-lait skin marked with the stretch marks of motherhood.
Her daughter looked like a younger, tighter version of her mother—probably early twenties, with silky mocha hair tied half-up with a pink bow. She had the same hazel-gold eyes and smooth cafe con leche skin, but where her mother was soft and maternal, she was firm and athletic. Her DD-cups strained against a crop hoodie, and high-waist jeggings showed off her thick thigh gap and perfect peach butt. A tiny waist bead chain caught the light as she moved, drawing attention to her hourglass figure.
But what really caught my attention was the man sitting with them—presumably the husband and father. He was a big guy, probably in his late forties, with thinning hair and a beer gut. But instead of looking jealous or concerned about his wife and daughter’s obvious interest in me, he seemed… excited? He kept glancing between them and me with what looked like anticipation.
“That’s the Washingtons,” April said, appearing beside me with a tray of drinks. “Marcy, Kayla, and Big Mike. They come in three times a week.”
“The daughter doesn’t look old enough to be drinking,” I observed, noticing the beers on their table.
April giggled. “Kayla’s twenty-two. She just looks young. And Marcy… well, she’s been trying to get your attention for weeks. Ever since you started working here.”
“And the husband’s okay with that?”
“Big Mike? He’s more than okay with it.” April leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Word is he’s got a… sharing kink. Loves to watch Marcy with other men. And lately, he’s been talking about wanting to see both his girls get lucky.”
The pheromone app buzzed. 322 feet now.
“Both his girls?”
“Kayla’s his stepdaughter, but he’s been raising her since she was ten. They’re super close.” April glanced over at the family. “And from what I hear, she’s just as interested in you as her mom is.”
That explained the dynamic I was seeing. This wasn’t a case of a jealous family—this was a family where the patriarch actively wanted to share his women.
“Logan!” Dana called from the kitchen pass. “Order up for table seven!”
Table seven. The Washingtons’ booth.
I loaded up a tray with their food—three bacon cheeseburgers, loaded fries, and onion rings—and headed over to their table. As I got closer, I could see the effect my approach was having. Marcy was fidgeting with her dress, her massive breasts rising and falling with increasingly rapid breathing. Kayla was popping her gum nervously, her eyes locked on my crotch. And Big Mike was practically vibrating with excitement.
“Bacon cheeseburgers,” I announced, setting down their plates. “Extra everything, just how you like it.”
“Thank you, honey,” Marcy said, her voice slightly breathless. Her hand brushed mine as she reached for her burger, and I felt her shiver at the contact. “You’re looking especially handsome today.”
“Mom,” Kayla said, but she was smiling. “You’re being obvious.”
“I’m being honest,” Marcy replied, not taking her eyes off me. “A woman my age doesn’t have time to be subtle.”
Big Mike chuckled. “What my wife is trying to say,” he said in a deep, gravelly voice, “is that she’s been hoping to get to know you better. Both of them have.”
The directness caught me off guard. Most of the encounters I’d had so far had involved some pretense or buildup. But the Washingtons were laying their cards on the table immediately.
“Is that so?” I asked.
“Very much so,” Marcy said, leaning forward in a way that made her dress gap dangerously at the neckline. I could see the edge of a lacy black bra struggling to contain her enormous breasts. “In fact, we were hoping you might have time to… discuss some special menu options.”
“Special menu options?”
“The kind that require privacy,” Kayla added, her voice sweet but loaded with innuendo. “Maybe somewhere we could get more… intimate service?”
The pheromone app was pinging steadily now. 328 feet.
Big Mike pulled out his phone and set it on the table. “I like to document special occasions,” he said with a meaningful look. “For the family albums, you know?”
The implication was clear. He wanted to film whatever was about to happen.
“I get off shift in an hour,” I said carefully.
“Oh, we can’t wait that long,” Marcy said, fanning herself with a napkin. “I’m afraid if we don’t get some… personal attention soon, we might just combust right here in this booth.”
“The ladies’ room,” Kayla suggested quietly. “It’s more private than the booths.”
I glanced around the restaurant. Dana was busy in the kitchen, April was handling other tables, and most of the customers were focused on their own meals. The timing wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t impossible either.
“Give me five minutes,” I said. “Then meet me back there.”
“Both of us?” Kayla asked, though her eyes were bright with excitement.
“Both of you. And bring the camera.”
Big Mike’s grin was huge. “This is going to be legendary.”
Five minutes later, I slipped away from the dining area and headed toward the back of the restaurant where the restrooms were located. The women’s bathroom was at the end of a short hallway, away from the main traffic flow of the restaurant.
I was checking to make sure the coast was clear when I heard footsteps behind me. I turned to see Marcy and Kayla approaching, with Big Mike trailing behind with his phone ready.
“Ladies first,” Big Mike said, gesturing toward the bathroom door. “I’ll keep watch and get the good angles.”
Marcy pushed open the door and we all filed into the women’s restroom. It was larger than I’d expected, with pink tile, floral soap dispensers, and a full-length mirror that would provide excellent views of whatever was about to happen.
“This is so exciting,” Marcy said, her hands already working at the ties of her wrap dress. “I haven’t done anything this naughty since college.”
“Mom’s always been adventurous,” Kayla added, pulling her crop hoodie over her head to reveal a lacy black bra that matched her mother’s. “She taught me that life’s too short not to pursue what you want.”
“And what do you want?” I asked, watching as both women continued to undress.
“You,” they said in unison, then looked at each other and giggled.
Marcy’s dress hit the floor, revealing her incredible body in all its glory. She was wearing matching black lingerie that did amazing things for her curves—a bra that somehow managed to support and showcase her massive G-cups, and panties that hugged her wide hips and thick thighs. Her stretch marks caught the light like badges of honor, proof of her fertility and maternal power.
Kayla was just as stunning in a different way. Where her mother was soft and voluptuous, she was firm and athletic. Her DD-cups filled out her bra perfectly, and her body had the toned curves of youth combined with the generous proportions of her genetic heritage.
“Damn, girls,” Big Mike said from behind his phone. “You look incredible.”
“We feel incredible,” Marcy said, approaching me with predatory confidence. “But we’re going to feel even better in a few minutes.”
She dropped to her knees in front of me, her movements graceful despite her excitement, her hands immediately going to my belt buckle with trembling fingers. Kayla knelt beside her mother, both women working together with eager coordination to free my cock from my jeans.
“Oh my God,” Kayla breathed as my erection sprang free, her eyes wide with amazement. “Mom, look at the size of him—he’s huge.”
“I’m looking, baby girl,” Marcy said, wrapping both hands around my thick shaft, her fingers barely able to encircle my girth. “And I’m very, very impressed. This is exactly what we’ve been hoping for.”
“Can I touch it too?” Kayla asked, sounding almost shy despite the circumstances, her voice sweet and innocent.
“Of course, honey. We’re sharing, remember? That’s what families do.”
Both women’s hands on my cock was an incredible sensation that sent electricity through my entire body. Marcy’s touch was confident and experienced, her fingers knowing exactly how to stroke and twist, while Kayla’s was more tentative but equally enthusiastic, her curiosity evident in every gentle caress. They took turns stroking me, their fingers intertwining around my shaft, creating a perfect rhythm.
“This is so hot,” Big Mike said from behind the camera, his voice thick with arousal and pride. “My wife and stepdaughter taking care of the same man. It’s like a dream come true.”
“Stepdaughter,” Kayla corrected automatically, though her attention was completely focused on my cock, studying every detail with fascination. “But yeah, it’s pretty amazing.”
Marcy leaned forward and took the head of my cock into her mouth, her warm, experienced lips wrapping around me with practiced skill. She sucked gently while Kayla worked the shaft with both hands, both women coordinating their efforts with the kind of teamwork that only came from genuine intimacy.
“That feels incredible,” I groaned, one hand tangling in Marcy’s chestnut curls while the other found Kayla’s silky hair, guiding both women as they worshipped my cock.
“We’re just getting started,” Marcy said, pulling off my cock with a wet pop, saliva glistening on her lips. “Kayla, honey, your turn to taste him.”
Kayla eagerly took my cock into her mouth, her technique less experienced than her mother’s but making up for it with pure enthusiasm and determination. She tried to take me deeper than she could handle and ended up gagging slightly, but she didn’t stop, her eyes watering as she fought to accommodate my size.
“Easy, baby,” Marcy coached lovingly, her hand stroking her daughter’s hair. “Relax your throat. That’s it. Use your tongue more—swirl it around the head like this.”
Watching a mother patiently teach her stepdaughter how to properly suck cock was one of the most erotic things I’d ever experienced. The combination of taboo family dynamics and genuine maternal care between them was incredibly arousing and touching at the same time.
But I wasn’t finished with them yet.
“Stand up,” I commanded, and both women immediately obeyed, rising from their knees with eager anticipation.
“Who’s first?” I asked, though I could see the answer in their eyes.
“Me,” Marcy said breathlessly, already turning around and bracing her hands against the bathroom wall. She pulled her panties down to her knees, presenting her thick ass and dripping pussy to me. “I’ve been waiting weeks for this.”
I positioned myself behind her and slid into her wet heat with one powerful thrust. She was incredibly tight despite her age and experience, her inner walls gripping me like a velvet glove.
“Oh God!” Marcy screamed, loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me right here in this bathroom!”
I gripped her wide hips and started pounding into her, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the tiled walls. Her massive breasts bounced and swayed with each thrust, and I could hear Big Mike encouraging us from behind his camera.
“That’s it, baby!” he called out. “Take that cock like the good wife you are!”
After several minutes of intense fucking, I pulled out of Marcy and turned to Kayla, who was already bent over the sink counter, her perfect ass presented and ready.
“My turn,” she panted, looking back at me with desperate need. “Please, I need to feel what Mom felt.”
I entered her in one smooth stroke, and she was even tighter than her mother—young and firm, her pussy gripping me like a silk glove. She cried out as I filled her completely, her DD-cups pressing against the cold mirror.
“Fuck yes!” Kayla screamed. “I can feel every inch! You’re so big inside me!”
I alternated between them, fucking Marcy’s experienced pussy and then switching to Kayla’s tight young channel, both women begging for more as I took them one after the other in the restaurant bathroom.
“Both of us,” Marcy gasped when I buried myself deep in her again. “We both want your cum!”
“Fill us both,” Kayla added when it was her turn. “We want to feel your seed inside us!”
I pulled out of Kayla and positioned myself so I could alternate quickly between them, driving into Marcy’s pussy for several strokes, then switching to fuck Kayla, building toward an explosive finish.
“Now!” I growled, burying myself deep in Marcy first and pumping several thick ropes of cum into her womb, then quickly pulling out and driving into Kayla to finish the rest of my load inside her tight pussy.
Both women screamed as they felt me filling them, their pussies clamping down to milk every drop from my cock.
“That was…” Marcy began, watching in amazement as we all caught our breath.
“Incredible,” Kayla finished, my thick cum still leaking from her well-fucked pussy and coating her inner thighs. “Like a religious experience—like we were all connected on some spiritual level.”
“That’s my boy!” Big Mike shouted, loud enough that his voice probably carried into the hallway. “That’s how you treat the Washington women!”
“Shh,” Marcy giggled, but she was glowing with satisfaction. “People will hear.”
“Let them hear,” Kayla said defiantly. “I want everyone to know how amazing this was.”
As if summoned by her words, we heard voices in the hallway outside.
“Did you hear that?” someone said. “It sounded like it came from the bathroom.”
“Holy shit,” another voice replied. “Is someone having sex in there?”
“LEGEND!” a third voice—male, probably a customer—shouted loud enough to echo through the entire restaurant. “Absolute legend!”
The voices were followed by what sounded like applause and cheering from the dining area. Apparently our encounter had been audible throughout the restaurant, and the customers were showing their appreciation.
“We should probably get cleaned up,” I said, though I was grinning at the enthusiastic response from outside.
“Probably,” Marcy agreed, but she was in no hurry to move. “Though I have to say, this was the best meal I’ve ever had at QuickBite.”
“Same time next week?” Kayla asked hopefully.
“Absolutely,” Big Mike said, still filming. “This video is going to be watched a million times by tomorrow morning.”
As we got dressed and cleaned up, I couldn’t help but think about what had just happened. In the span of twenty minutes, I’d had sex with both a mother and her stepdaughter while the family patriarch filmed it all for posterity. And instead of being scandalized, the entire restaurant had cheered us on.
The pheromone app showed 341 feet as we prepared to leave the bathroom. The public nature of our encounter, combined with the audience reaction, had pushed the radius to new heights.
When we finally emerged from the bathroom, the entire restaurant burst into applause. Customers were on their feet, clapping and cheering like we’d just performed on stage.
“Speech! Speech!” someone called out.
But I was too stunned to speak. This level of public acceptance and encouragement was beyond anything I’d experienced so far.
Dana appeared beside me, grinning widely. “Well, that’s one way to increase customer satisfaction ratings,” she said. “I’m thinking of adding ‘bathroom entertainment’ to the menu.”
“You’re not serious,” I said.
“Try me. After tonight, this place is going to be packed every evening. We might need to start taking reservations.”
She wasn’t wrong. The Washington family had just provided the restaurant with the kind of viral marketing that money couldn’t buy. And judging by the way customers were looking at me with renewed interest, this was only the beginning.
The pheromone app hit 345 feet as I clocked out for the evening.




Chapter 14: Edge-Play Evening

By the time I made it home, it was nearly 10 PM and my phone was buzzing non-stop with notifications. The video from the restaurant bathroom had gone viral—over 100,000 views and climbing, with comments ranging from impressed to outright jealous.
The pheromone app showed 351 feet. My public encounter with Marcy and Kayla had pushed the radius to nearly four city blocks.
I let myself into the townhouse to find the living room dimly lit and the sound of running water coming from upstairs. Soft music was playing—something sultry and electronic that Skye had probably found on one of her indie playlists.
“Logan?” Lena’s voice called from the bathroom. “Is that you, baby?”
“It’s me,” I called back, heading up the stairs.
The bathroom door was open, revealing a scene that made my cock twitch with immediate interest. Lena and Skye were both in the large walk-in shower, water cascading over their naked bodies while they soaped each other with what looked like coconut oil instead of regular soap.
The oil made their skin glisten in the bathroom’s soft lighting, every curve and muscle highlighted as they moved. Lena’s honey-blonde hair was slicked back, emphasizing her elegant neck and the full swell of her milk-heavy breasts. Skye looked like a water nymph, her dark pixie cut sticking to her head while rivulets ran down her petite but perfectly formed body.
“We’ve been waiting for you,” Lena said, gesturing for me to join them. “Thought you might need to wash off the scent of other women before we… discuss your day.”
“Discuss?”
“We saw the videos,” Skye said with a grin, holding up her phone. “Both of them. Coach Riley and the Washington family. You’ve been busy.”
I stripped quickly and stepped into the shower, immediately surrounded by warm water, coconut-scented steam, and two very aroused women.
“Were you jealous?” I asked, settling between them as they started working the oil into my skin.
“Jealous? No.” Lena’s hands worked over my chest and shoulders. “Proud? Absolutely. You dominated a competitive athlete and satisfied a mother-daughter pair while their husband filmed it. That takes skill.”
“And stamina,” Skye added, her smaller hands tracing over my abs. “Which we want to test tonight.”
“Test how?”
Instead of answering, both women dropped to their knees in the shower, the warm water cascading over their upturned faces as they looked up at me.
“We want to see how long you can last,” Lena explained, her hand wrapping around the base of my rapidly hardening cock. “How much control you have when we’re both working on you.”
“At the same time?” I asked, though my body was already responding to their touch.
“At the same time,” Skye confirmed, her tongue darting out to lick the precum that was already beading at my tip. “But here’s the rule—you’re not allowed to cum until we say you can.”
“Edge play,” Lena added, her mouth joining her daughter’s at the head of my cock. “We’ll bring you right to the edge, then stop. Over and over until you’re begging us to let you finish.”
The idea was both incredibly arousing and slightly terrifying. I’d never had two women focused entirely on torturing me with pleasure before.
“And if I can’t hold back?”
“Then you have to start over,” Skye said, taking my cock into her mouth while her mother worked the shaft with both hands. “We keep going until you prove you can control yourself.”
The combination of Lena’s experienced hands and Skye’s eager mouth was immediately overwhelming. They worked in perfect coordination, but carefully avoided any contact with each other—one focusing on the head while the other worked the shaft, then switching positions without missing a beat, their bodies never touching.
“Jesus,” I groaned, my hands finding their slick hair to steady myself as the oil made everything incredibly sensual.
“No calling on higher powers,” Lena said with a wicked smile, taking her turn with her mouth while Skye moved to work my balls with her tongue. “This is about earthly pleasures—about testing your limits.”
They established a rhythm that was maddeningly perfect—bringing me right to the edge of climax with their mouths, then backing off completely to switch to penetration, then back to oral, alternating between different types of stimulation and different positions. The warm water and oil made every sensation more intense.
“Now for the real test,” Lena announced, turning around and presenting her perfectly round ass to me, her honey-blonde hair swinging like a metronome. “I want you inside my pussy while Skye works on your balls—but no touching between us.”
I slid into Lena’s tight channel from behind while she braced against the shower wall, the warm water cascading over all three of us. Her Pilates-sleek body was incredible under the spray, her high-C cup breasts pressed against the tile while I filled her completely. Skye knelt carefully between my legs, positioning herself so she could tongue my balls while I thrust into her mother, making sure to avoid any contact with Lena.
“This feels incredible,” I groaned, the dual stimulation almost overwhelming as Lena’s pussy gripped my shaft while Skye’s tongue worked magic on my balls.
“We’re just getting started,” Lena panted, pushing back against my thrusts. “I can feel how close you’re getting—but you’re not allowed to cum yet.”
“Switch holes,” Skye suggested after a few minutes, her voice breathless from watching me pound her mother’s pussy. “Mom’s ass. I want to see you take her forbidden hole.”
“You want anal?” I asked Lena, though I could see from her dilated pupils that she was desperate for it.
“God yes,” she panted, her summer-sky blue eyes dark with lust. “I want to feel your thick cock stretching my tight asshole—I want both my holes claimed tonight.”
I pulled out of her soaked pussy and positioned myself at her backdoor, using the coconut oil as lubrication. The tight ring resisted at first, then gradually opened as I pressed forward. She was incredibly tight, but her body relaxed quickly, accepting my cock into her forbidden channel with a deep moan of pleasure.
“Fuck,” Lena gasped as I filled her ass completely. “You’re so thick—I can feel you stretching me wide open.”
I started thrusting slowly, savoring the incredible tightness of her anal channel while she braced against the shower wall. The oil made every stroke smooth and intense, her ass gripping me like a silk-lined vice.
“Your turn, Skye,” I said after several minutes of pounding Lena’s ass, watching her body shake with each thrust. “Come here and present yourself.”
Skye immediately took her mother’s place beside us, but in a different position to avoid contact, presenting her petite body for my use. I slid into her pussy first, her incredibly tight channel gripping me intensely after the completely different sensation of her mother’s ass.
“Oh God,” she gasped, her hazel eyes flecked gold with arousal. “After watching you destroy Mom’s ass, feeling you in my pussy is incredible—so thick, so perfect.”
Her petite B-cup breasts bounced with each thrust as I pounded her tight bubble-butt from behind, her pale skin flushed with arousal under the warm spray.
“Switch holes,” Lena commanded, now positioning herself to service my balls with her tongue while carefully avoiding contact with her daughter. “I want to see you take her virgin ass too.”
I pulled out of Skye’s soaked pussy and carefully positioned myself at her tight backdoor, using plenty of oil to ease the way. She was even tighter than her mother, but her enthusiasm and trust made the penetration possible.
“Yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking with the intensity of being stretched. “Both holes claimed—just like Mom, but separately.”
The alternating continued with careful precision—pussy to ass, Lena to Skye, different combinations of penetration while maintaining clear boundaries. The warm water and oil made every transition smooth and incredibly erotic, but they were careful never to touch each other, only me.
“I can’t take much more,” I finally admitted, my cock harder than it had ever been from the constant stimulation and switching between their different holes.
“One more round,” Lena said, positioning herself for missionary on the shower floor while Skye carefully straddled my face in a separate position. “Alternating holes, both of us, until you explode.”
The final sequence was the most intense yet—fucking Lena’s tight pussy while eating Skye’s sweet slit, then switching to pound Lena’s ass while Skye ground against my tongue, building and building until all three of us were desperate for release but maintaining our boundaries.
“Now,” Lena commanded as she felt my cock swelling inside her channel. “Cum for both of us—fill both our holes.”
My orgasm exploded through me like a dam bursting, filling Lena’s pussy with several powerful spurts before I quickly pulled out and buried myself balls-deep in Skye’s tight ass, emptying the rest of my massive load into her gripping channel.
Both women came at the same time but separately, their individual cries of pleasure echoing off the shower walls as they felt me filling them in different holes—Lena’s pussy and Skye’s ass both flooded with my seed while they maintained their careful distance from each other.
“So much,” Skye marveled, feeling my cum deep in her ass. “That was incredible.”
“Worth the wait?” Lena asked, my cum starting to leak from her pussy.
“Absolutely,” I managed, my legs shaking from the intensity of alternating between their different holes.
As we finished washing each other clean, the pheromone app showed a new reading: 367 feet. The intensity of our shared experience had pushed the radius even higher.
“Tomorrow’s going to be interesting,” Lena observed as we toweled off. “You’re affecting almost the entire downtown area now.”
“And it’s only going to get stronger,” Skye added. “I can feel it. The way the air changes when you’re aroused, the way your scent gets more intense.”
She was right. I could feel something building under my skin, like pressure waiting to be released. The mutation was still evolving, still growing stronger with each encounter.
“What do you think will happen when it reaches the whole town?” I asked.
“I guess we’ll find out,” Lena said with a smile. “But whatever happens, we’ll face it together.”
As we headed to bed—the three of us settling into what had become our normal sleeping arrangement—I couldn’t help but think about how much my life had changed in just three days.
And based on the exponential growth of my pheromone radius, the changes were far from over.
The app showed 371 feet as I drifted off to sleep between my two favorite women.




Chapter 15: Morning Mommy Milk

I woke to the sound of dripping and opened my eyes to find Lena sitting up in bed beside me, staring down at her breasts with a mixture of amazement and arousal.
I woke to the sound of dripping and opened my eyes to find Lena sitting up in bed beside me, staring down at her breasts with a mixture of amazement and arousal.
“Logan,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “Look.”
I followed her gaze and saw what had caught her attention. Her nipples were leaking steadily now, drops of white milk beading at the tips before running down the curves of her breasts to pool on her stomach.
“It’s gotten stronger,” she said, cupping her breasts carefully. “I’m producing so much more than yesterday.”
The sight was incredibly erotic and strangely touching at the same time. Here was this beautiful, mature woman whose body was responding to my presence in the most primal way possible—producing nourishment as if she were preparing to feed my children.
“How does it feel?” I asked, sitting up beside her.
“Heavy. Full. Almost… urgent?” She looked at me with those summer-sky blue eyes. “It’s like my body is begging to be emptied.”
On the other side of me, Skye was stirring awake, drawn by the sound of our conversation. When she saw her mother’s condition, her hazel eyes went wide.
“Mom, you’re really lactating,” she breathed, sitting up to get a better look. “Like, a lot.”
“I know. It started about an hour ago. I woke up soaked.” Lena gestured to the wet spots on the sheets around her. “I think Logan’s pheromones are triggering more than just arousal. They’re causing actual physiological changes.”
The pheromone app on the nightstand showed 375 feet. The number had jumped significantly overnight, probably in response to the intensity of last night’s edge play session.
“Does it hurt?” I asked, genuinely concerned.
“Not hurt, exactly. But it’s… intense. Like pressure that needs to be released.” Lena looked at me hopefully. “Would you…? I mean, could you help me with this?”
“How?”
Instead of answering with words, Lena lay back against the pillows and guided my head toward her chest. Her meaning was clear.
“You want me to nurse from you?” I asked.
“Please. I need the relief, and… God, Logan, the idea of you drinking from me is incredibly arousing.”
I settled beside her and took her left nipple into my mouth, immediately tasting the sweet, warm milk that flowed freely from her swollen breast. The flavor was incredible—like vanilla and honey with an underlying richness that seemed to carry her very essence. The milk was thick and creamy, coating my tongue as I sucked gently, drawing more of the precious fluid from her heavy breast.
Lena’s reaction was immediate and devastatingly intense. Her back arched completely off the bed and she moaned loudly, her hands tangling desperately in my hair to hold me against her breast like she never wanted me to stop. Her whole body trembled with each pull of my mouth.
“Oh fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking with overwhelming sensation. “That feels amazing—like every nerve in my body is connected to my nipples. Keep going, don’t ever stop drinking from me.”
I sucked more firmly, drawing the sweet milk from her breast while my free hand played with her other nipple, rolling the hardened peak between my fingers until more milk began to leak. The combination was clearly driving her wild—she was writhing beneath me, her hips grinding against the mattress as waves of pleasure radiated from her chest throughout her entire body.
“Skye,” she panted, looking at her daughter who was watching with obvious fascination, her eyes bright with curiosity and arousal. “The other one. Please. I need both breasts emptied—I’m so full it almost hurts.”
Skye didn’t hesitate. She moved to Lena’s other side and took the neglected nipple into her mouth, sucking gently at first then with growing enthusiasm while I continued to work on the first breast. The sight of both of us nursing from her was incredibly intimate and primal.
“Yes,” Lena moaned, her body trembling with overwhelming pleasure as we both drank from her. “Both of you drinking from me. This is perfect—this is what my body was made for.”
The milk was flowing steadily now from both breasts, and I could taste how it changed as Lena’s arousal built to desperate heights. It became sweeter, richer, like her body was flavoring it with hormones and desire, each drop carrying the essence of her maternal love and sexual need.
“I’m getting so wet,” Lena whispered, her voice thick with arousal. “Just from you two drinking from me. This is the most intimate thing I’ve ever experienced—I can feel my pussy flooding just from the nursing.”
I could see what she meant. Her thighs were glistening with thick arousal, and the musky scent of her pussy was mixing with the sweet smell of flowing milk to create an intoxicating combination that filled the bedroom.
“I need you inside me,” she continued, her voice desperate now, her hips grinding against nothing as she sought friction. “Please, Logan. I need to feel your cock while you drink from me—I need to be filled while I feed you.”
I didn’t need to be asked twice. I positioned myself between her legs and slid inside her easily—she was incredibly wet and ready, her channel slick with the arousal that nursing had triggered. But instead of starting to thrust immediately, I went back to nursing from her breast, creating the perfect cycle of giving and receiving.
The combination of sensations was incredible and overwhelming. Her pussy gripped my cock with rhythmic contractions that matched my sucking rhythm, while her sweet milk flowed freely into my mouth. Her hands held both Skye and me against her chest like she never wanted to let us go, her body becoming a fountain of nourishment and pleasure.
“This is so beautiful,” Skye said, pulling back from Lena’s nipple to watch our connection. “Mom, you look like a goddess. Like the ultimate nurturing woman.”
“I feel like one,” Lena replied, her eyes half-closed with bliss. “Like this is what my body was made for. To feed you and pleasure Logan and be the center of our little family.”
I started moving slowly, establishing a rhythm that complemented the flow of milk. Each thrust seemed to trigger more production, as if the physical pleasure was directly connected to her maternal instincts.
“Harder,” Lena gasped. “I want to feel you in every part of my body.”
I picked up the pace, driving into her with increasing force while continuing to drink from her breast. The milk was endless, flowing as fast as I could swallow it.
“I can feel you getting bigger inside me,” she moaned. “Your cock, your presence, your essence. It’s like you’re claiming every cell in my body.”
The poetic way she described our connection was incredibly arousing. This wasn’t just sex anymore—it was something deeper, more primal, like we were bonding on a biological level.
“Skye,” Lena said, turning to her daughter. “I want you to taste this. To understand what’s happening between Logan and me.”
“Are you sure?” Skye asked.
“I’m sure. We’re family. All three of us. And family shares.”
Skye leaned down and kissed me, tasting her mother’s milk on my lips. Her eyes widened as she experienced the flavor.
“It’s incredible,” she whispered. “Sweet and warm and… intimate. Like tasting love itself.”
“That’s what it is,” Lena said softly. “It’s love made physical. My body’s way of showing how much I care for both of you.”
The emotional weight of her words, combined with the intense physical sensations, pushed me toward climax. I could feel my orgasm building, made more intense by the nursing and the intimacy of the moment.
“I’m going to cum,” I warned them.
“Inside me,” Lena said immediately. “I want to feel you fill me while you drink from me. Complete the circle.”
I buried myself deep and exploded, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into her pussy while her milk continued to flow into my mouth. The orgasm was incredible—more intense than usual, like the nursing had amplified every sensation.
Lena’s own climax hit at the same time, her pussy spasming around my cock while her milk production surged. For a moment, she was giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously, her body a conduit of pure sexual energy.
When the waves finally subsided, we lay tangled together, all three of us breathing hard and covered in milk and sweat and satisfaction.
“That was…” Lena began, then shook her head. “I don’t have words for how perfect that felt.”
“Sacred,” Skye said quietly. “It felt sacred. Like we were participating in something holy.”
The pheromone app chose that moment to chime with a new alert. I reached for it and saw that the radius had jumped to 389 feet—nearly four and a half city blocks.
“It’s still growing,” I observed.
“Good,” Lena said, settling back against the pillows with a satisfied sigh. “I want the whole world to know how incredible you are.”
Just then, the church bells started ringing outside—the morning call to worship from the old clapboard church at the center of town. The sound was clear and beautiful, carrying across the quiet morning air.
“Speaking of the whole world,” Skye said with a mischievous smile, “I wonder what Father Martinez would think if he knew what was happening just a few blocks from his church.”
“Probably that we’re all going to hell,” I said, though I was smiling too.
“Worth it,” Lena said firmly. “This is heaven as far as I’m concerned.”
The bells continued to ring, marking the start of another day in Brookvale. Somewhere out there, women within my expanding radius were waking up with inexplicable desires and needs they didn’t understand. Soon, they’d start seeking out the source of those feelings.
“What’s on the agenda for today?” I asked.
“Dean Alvarez wants to see you at eleven,” Lena reminded me. “Something about your academic future.”
“And I have that figure drawing class this afternoon,” Skye added. “I’m hoping you can model for us. The other students are very… curious about you.”
“Plus there’s your shift at the restaurant tonight,” Lena continued. “Dana texted this morning about some special event she’s planning.”
I checked my phone and saw several messages waiting:
From Professor Rowan: “Lab results are fascinating. Need immediate follow-up session. My office, 2 PM.”
From Coach Riley: “Ready for round two? Bring stamina. Wrestling room, 3 PM.”
From Dana: “Special tasting menu tonight. VIP customers only. Don’t be late.”
The pheromone app showed 392 feet now, and the day hadn’t even officially started yet.
“This is going to be intense,” I said.
“The best kind of intense,” Lena replied, milk still beading at her nipples. “And we’ll be here when you get home, ready to help you… decompress.”
“Both of us,” Skye added with a grin. “Though I think after today, we might need to invest in stronger bed frames.”
The church bells finished their morning song, leaving Brookvale in peaceful silence. But I had a feeling that peace wasn’t going to last much longer.
I reached for Lena again, suddenly hungry for more of her sweet milk and the incredible intimacy it represented.




Chapter 16: Dean’s Discipline

The administration building was the oldest structure on campus—all brick and ivy with narrow hallways that echoed every footstep. Dean Alvarez’s office was on the third floor, behind heavy oak doors that had intimidated students for decades.
I knocked at exactly 11 AM, the pheromone app showing 396 feet. My morning session with Lena’s lactating breasts had pushed the radius even higher.
“Enter,” came a crisp, authoritative voice from inside.
I pushed open the door to find Dean Carmen Alvarez standing behind her massive mahogany desk, looking every inch the academic administrator. She was probably in her early fifties, with silver-streaked black hair pulled back in an elegant chignon and sharp features that commanded respect. Her navy blazer and pencil skirt were perfectly tailored, giving her a professional authority that had made generations of students nervous.
But I could see the tells. The flush creeping up her neck despite her composed expression. The way her dark eyes lingered on my body as I entered. The unconscious way she licked her lips when she looked at me.
“Mr. Hart,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her desk. “Please, sit. We have much to discuss.”
I settled into the leather chair, noting how she remained standing—a classic power move designed to establish dominance. But her position behind the desk also gave me a perfect view of her figure, and despite her age, Dean Alvarez was clearly a woman who took care of herself. Her blazer couldn’t quite hide the swell of her breasts, and her pencil skirt emphasized the curves of her hips.
“I’m sure you know why you’re here,” she began, opening a thick folder on her desk. “Reports of inappropriate conduct, public disturbances, and violations of the student code of ethics.”
“Reports from who?”
“Multiple sources. Faculty, staff, students, even members of the local community.” She pulled out what looked like printed screenshots from social media. “The evidence is quite… comprehensive.”
I recognized some of the images—stills from the videos of my encounters with Coach Riley and the Washington family. Others I didn’t recognize but were clearly from earlier incidents.
“What exactly are you accusing me of?” I asked, though I was pretty sure I knew.
Dean Alvarez walked around the desk to stand in front of me, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. As she got closer, I could smell her perfume—something expensive and sophisticated, but underneath it was the unmistakable scent of arousal.
“I’m not accusing you of anything,” she said, her voice dropping slightly. “I’m trying to understand what’s happening to the women on this campus. Why normally rational, professional individuals are suddenly acting like…”
“Like what?”
“Like sex-crazed teenagers.” She was close enough now that I could see her pupils dilating behind her wire-rimmed glasses. “Including myself, apparently.”
The pheromone app buzzed in my pocket. 401 feet.
“I’ve been Dean of this institution for twelve years,” she continued, her breathing becoming slightly faster. “I’ve maintained the highest standards of professional conduct. I’ve never so much as flirted with a student, let alone…”
She trailed off, her gaze dropping to my crotch where my cock was already responding to her proximity.
“Let alone what?” I prompted.
“Let alone spent the last three days masturbating in this office while thinking about a twenty-year-old college student,” she finished, her cheeks flushing red at the admission.
“Is that what you’ve been doing?”
“Every break between meetings. Every quiet moment. I can’t concentrate on anything except how badly I want to…” She stopped herself, shaking her head. “This is completely inappropriate. I could lose my job, my reputation, everything I’ve worked for.”
“But you want it anyway.”
“God, yes.” She moved even closer, until she was standing directly in front of my chair. “I want you to bend me over this desk and fuck me until I can’t remember my own name. I want to feel your cum inside me while I try to conduct faculty meetings.”
The admission hung in the air between us. I could see the internal struggle playing out on her face—decades of professional conditioning warring against the overwhelming biological need my pheromones were creating.
“What’s stopping you?” I asked.
“Nothing, apparently.” She reached behind herself and locked the office door, the click echoing in the quiet room. “Absolutely nothing.”
Dean Alvarez—Carmen—began unbuttoning her blazer with shaking fingers. Underneath, she wore a white silk blouse that strained slightly across her chest, revealing the lacy edge of what looked like expensive lingerie.
“I need you to understand,” she said as the blazer hit the floor, “I’m not someone who loses control. I’m methodical, rational, disciplined. But around you…”
“Around me?”
“Around you, I feel like a woman first and a professional second.” The blouse followed the blazer, revealing a black lace bra that showcased her mature but still impressive breasts. “And it’s been so long since I felt like just a woman.”
Her pencil skirt came next, sliding down her hips to reveal matching panties and thigh-high stockings that made her legs look incredible. Despite her age, Carmen had maintained an amazing figure—curves in all the right places, toned from what looked like regular exercise, and skin that glowed with health and arousal.
“You’re beautiful,” I said, standing to face her.
“I’m fifty-two years old,” she replied, though she was smiling at the compliment.
“And you’re beautiful.”
Carmen reached for my shirt, pulling it over my head with eager hands. “I’ve been watching you walk across campus for weeks, imagining what you’d look like without clothes. The reality is even better than my fantasies.”
Her fingers traced over my chest and abs, her touch both reverent and hungry. When she reached my belt buckle, she paused.
“Once we do this, there’s no going back,” she said quietly. “I’ll be just another woman in your… collection.”
“Is that what you think you are?”
“Isn’t that what this is? A series of conquests for the campus legend?”
I cupped her face in my hands, forcing her to look into my eyes. “Carmen, every woman I’ve been with chose to be there. I don’t conquest anyone. I just give them permission to want what they already wanted.”
“And what do I want?”
“You tell me.”
She was quiet for a moment, searching my face. Then her expression shifted, professional restraint giving way to raw hunger.
“I want you to dominate me,” she whispered. “I want you to show me what it feels like to surrender control completely.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”
I finished undressing while she watched with obvious appreciation. When my cock sprang free, already hard from the anticipation and her proximity, she actually licked her lips.
“Turn around,” I commanded. “Hands on the desk.”
Carmen obeyed immediately, bending over her mahogany desk and presenting herself for my attention. The position pushed her ass up and out, creating a view that made my cock twitch with excitement.
I moved behind her, running my hands over the curves of her ass through the black lace panties. She shivered at the contact, pushing back against my touch.
“Please,” she whispered. “I need you inside me.”
“Where?” I asked, hooking my fingers in the waistband of her panties and pulling them down to her knees.
“Everywhere. Anywhere. I don’t care, just fill me.”
Her pussy was completely bare and already soaking wet, but my attention was drawn to her other entrance. According to the outline, this was supposed to be an anal scene, and Carmen’s positioning suggested she was prepared for that.
“Have you ever done anal?” I asked, running a finger around the tight pucker of her asshole.
“Not in twenty years,” she admitted, her breathing quickening. “But I’ve been thinking about it constantly since I first saw you. I want you to take me there.”
I reached for the bottle of hand lotion on her desk—not ideal, but it would work for lubrication. Carmen watched over her shoulder as I prepared her carefully, working first one finger, then two into her tight channel.
“Relax,” I murmured, scissoring my fingers to stretch her. “Let me open you up.”
“Oh God,” she gasped as I added more lotion and worked her open. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. In my office, during office hours…”
“Anyone could knock on that door,” I pointed out, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance.
“I know,” she breathed. “That’s what makes it so exciting.”
I pushed forward slowly, feeling the incredible resistance as my cock head stretched her tight anal ring. Carmen’s reaction was immediate and intense—she cried out and gripped the edge of the mahogany desk so hard her knuckles went white, her whole body tensing as I breached her forbidden entrance for the first time in decades.
“Too much?” I asked, pausing to let her adjust to my size, feeling her muscles ripple and contract around just the head of my cock.
“No,” she gasped, her voice strained but determined. “Don’t stop. I want all of you—every thick inch buried in my ass.”
I continued pushing deeper, inch by torturous inch, until I was buried completely in her incredibly tight channel. The sensation was overwhelming—she was impossibly tight, her anal muscles gripping me like a silk-lined steel vise, her walls rippling with each breath she took.
“Fuck,” Carmen cried out, loud enough that anyone in the hallway would have heard her refined voice breaking with raw pleasure. “You’re so big—I can feel you stretching me beyond what I thought possible. I feel so completely full.”
I started moving slowly, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back into her depths, watching her face contort with the intensity of each stroke. Her tight ring gripped my shaft like it was trying to pull me deeper, and each thrust made her gasp and moan, her professional composure completely shattered by the anal assault.
“Harder,” she demanded, pushing back against me with desperate need. “I want to feel this tomorrow when I’m in budget meetings—I want to remember your cock in my ass every time I sit at this desk.”
I gave her exactly what she craved, pounding into her ass with increasing brutal force, my hips slapping against her firm cheeks with wet sounds. The heavy desk shook and groaned with each powerful thrust, papers and pens scattering to the floor as Carmen lost herself completely in the sensations of being anally dominated.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her voice echoing off the office walls as I drove into her forbidden channel again and again. “Fuck my ass—claim me, own me, show me who’s really in charge here!”
The power exchange was incredible and intoxicating. Here was the most powerful person on campus, reduced to begging for my cock while bent over her own authority desk, her sophisticated facade destroyed by the primal need to be filled and dominated.
“You like being fucked by your student?” I asked, reaching around to find her swollen clit with my fingers while continuing to pound her ass.
“God, yes. I love it—I love being your anal slut,” she screamed, the crude word foreign on her normally refined lips but perfect for what she’d become.
The word ‘slut’ from the normally pristine Dean was incredibly arousing. I picked up the pace, driving into her tight ass with enough savage force to make her scream with each impact, her body jolting forward against the desk.
But her screams were getting too loud, even for someone with her authority. Without thinking, I reached for the silk scarf that had been draped over her coat rack—probably part of her professional wardrobe—and tied it firmly around her mouth as an improvised gag.
Carmen’s eyes went wide above the silk, but instead of protesting, she moaned deeply around the gag and pushed back against me even harder, her muffled sounds of pleasure making the domination even more complete.
“That’s better,” I said, gripping her hips with bruising force and really letting her have it. “Can’t have the whole building hearing their distinguished Dean getting her ass destroyed by a student.”
The combination of brutal anal stimulation, the makeshift gag, and my fingers working her swollen clit pushed Carmen over the edge into complete submission. Her orgasm was explosive and devastating, her whole body convulsing as she came around my cock buried deep in her ass, her muffled screams of ecstasy vibrating through the silk gag. The sensation of her anal muscles contracting rhythmically around my shaft triggered my own climax, and I buried myself as deep as possible in her tight channel as I exploded.
“Take it all,” I growled as I pumped thick load after thick load of cum into her tight anal channel, filling her forbidden depths with my seed. “Every fucking drop in your ass.”
Carmen’s muffled screams of pleasure filled the office as she felt me flooding her bowels with cum, her body accepting every pulse of my release while she shook with the intensity of being anally bred.
I pulled out carefully, and cum immediately started leaking from her ass. Carmen slowly straightened up, removing the silk gag with shaking hands.
“That was…” she began, then shook her head. “I don’t have words for how incredible that felt.”
“No regrets?”
“None.” She turned to face me, completely comfortable with her nudity despite the professional setting. “In fact, I think this arrangement could be very… beneficial for both of us.”
“What kind of arrangement?”
Carmen smiled and walked over to a small plaque mounted in the corner of her office. For the first time, I noticed the small red light blinking beneath it.
“Consent-Cam enabled for staff safety,” she read aloud. “Records audio and video of all interactions to protect against false accusations.”
My blood went cold. “You recorded that?”
“I recorded us having completely consensual sex,” she corrected. “Which proves that despite your… effect on women, you’re not coercing anyone. You’re not forcing anyone to do anything they don’t want to do.”
She was right. The recording would show her initiating contact, explicitly consenting, and thoroughly enjoying every moment of our encounter.
“Why are you telling me this?”
“Because I want you to feel safe,” she said, beginning to get dressed. “There are going to be more reports, more complaints from people who don’t understand what’s happening. But I can protect you, as long as we have evidence that everything is consensual.”
“And what do you want in return?”
Carmen’s smile was predatory. “Regular meetings to discuss your academic progress. Very private, very thorough meetings.”
She walked over and pressed a kiss to my cheek, her lips still swollen from being gagged. “Same time tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow?”
“Oh yes. I think we’ll need daily conferences to properly monitor your… development.”
As I got dressed, Dean Alvarez—Carmen—was already back in professional mode, straightening her hair and reapplying her lipstick. Within minutes, she looked like the composed administrator again, though I could see the satisfied glow in her eyes.
“One more thing,” she said as I headed for the door. “Your misconduct report has been filed under ‘resolved.’ As far as the official record is concerned, you’re a model student.”
“And unofficially?”
“Unofficially, you’re the best thing that’s happened to this campus in years.”
I left her office with my head spinning and my phone buzzing with new notifications. The pheromone app showed 407 feet—over four city blocks now.
As I walked across campus to my next class, I couldn’t help but notice how many women turned to stare. The effect was becoming impossible to hide, and apparently impossible to resist.
My phone buzzed with a text from Carmen: “Thank you for the meeting. Very… productive. Same time tomorrow. Don’t be late. -Dean A”
The day was still young.




Chapter 17: Table-Service Takeover

By the time my evening shift started at QuickBite, the restaurant was buzzing with an energy I’d never felt before. Word had spread about last night’s bathroom encounter, and it seemed like half the town had shown up hoping to witness something similar.
The pheromone app showed 412 feet as I clocked in. My afternoon sessions with Professor Rowan and Coach Riley had pushed the radius even higher, and now I was affecting nearly five full city blocks.
“Logan!” Dana called out from the kitchen, her voice carrying over the dinner rush noise. “Perfect timing. We have some VIP customers tonight.”
I looked out at the dining area and immediately spotted them—Marcy and Kayla Washington, sitting in their usual booth but dressed significantly more provocatively than usual. Marcy wore a wrap dress that strained to contain her massive breasts, while Kayla had chosen a crop top that showed off her flat stomach and the glint of her waist bead chain.
Big Mike sat across from them, his phone out and ready, clearly anticipating a repeat of last night’s performance.
“They’ve been here for an hour,” April said, appearing beside me with her notepad. She was practically vibrating with excitement, her cheeks flushed and her pupils dilated. “Waiting for you. They ordered the Chef’s Special.”
“Dana’s new menu?”
“The Creampie Tacos with enhanced mole sauce,” April confirmed. “Along with a few… special requests.”
Before I could ask what she meant, Dana emerged from the kitchen carrying a tray of food that smelled incredible—spicy and rich and complex, with undertones that made my mouth water.
“Table seven,” she announced, but instead of giving the tray to April, she handed it to me. “They specifically requested personal service.”
I carried the tray over to the Washington family’s booth, immediately noticing how the conversation in the restaurant had quieted. Other customers were watching openly now, phones out and recording.
“Good evening, folks,” I said, setting down their plates. “Dana tells me you ordered the special.”
“We did indeed,” Marcy said, her voice husky with arousal. “But we were hoping for the full experience. The kind that made us so… satisfied last night.”
“Right here in the booth?” I asked, though my body was already responding to her suggestion.
“Right here,” Kayla confirmed, sliding over to make room beside her. “We want everyone to see what great service looks like.”
Big Mike’s grin was enormous. “The camera’s ready, son. Make it a show worth watching.”
The restaurant had gone completely quiet now, all attention focused on our table. Dana and April had moved closer, ostensibly to bus nearby tables but really to get the best view of whatever was about to happen.
“Special table service,” I announced to the room, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Coming right up.”
I unzipped my jeans right there in the dining room, my cock springing free to appreciative murmurs from the watching crowd. Marcy immediately reached for me, her experienced hands stroking my length while Kayla watched with obvious hunger.
“God, I love how big you are,” Marcy breathed, leaning forward to take the head of my cock into her mouth. The position pressed her massive breasts against the booth’s formica table, and I could see other customers angling their phones to get the best shots.
“Mom always gives the best head,” Kayla said conversationally, as if we were discussing the weather instead of public oral sex. “But I’ve been practicing.”
She proved her point by taking my cock from her mother and demonstrating her improved technique. Where yesterday she’d been hesitant, tonight she was confident, taking me deeper and using her tongue more skillfully.
“Excellent progress,” I said, my hand finding her silky hair. “You’ve definitely been practicing.”
The crowd was getting into it now. I could hear whispered commentary, the click of camera shutters, and what sounded like bets being placed on various aspects of the performance.
“My turn,” came Dana’s voice from beside the booth. She’d abandoned any pretense of working and was openly participating now. “I want to show these ladies how it’s done.”
Dana knelt beside the booth and took my cock from Kayla, her expert mouth immediately working magic on my shaft. Her technique was different from both mother and daughter—more aggressive, more demanding, like she was claiming ownership.
“So good,” she murmured, pulling off to admire her work. “But I think our VIP customers should get the main course now.”
“Which one first?” I asked, looking between Marcy and Kayla.
“Ladies’ choice,” Big Mike said from behind his camera. “Show the people what they came to see.”
“Me first,” Marcy said, already hiking up her dress to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties. “I want to ride you right here in this booth while everyone watches.”
She straddled me right there on the vinyl seat, her massive breasts bouncing as she positioned herself over my cock. The booth was barely wide enough for the maneuver, but Marcy was determined.
“This is for everyone who’s ever fantasized about fucking a MILF in public,” she announced to the restaurant, then sank down onto my cock with a moan that echoed off the walls.
The crowd erupted in cheers and applause. Customers were standing on chairs to get better views, and I could see multiple live streams being broadcast from phones around the room.
“Fuck me harder!” Marcy demanded, bouncing on my cock with enthusiasm that made the booth shake. “Show them how a real woman takes cock!”
Her pussy was incredible—tight despite her age and experience, her inner walls gripping and massaging my shaft like she’d been designed specifically for this purpose. Her massive G-cup breasts bounced and swayed hypnotically with each movement, the heavy flesh rippling like waves, and I couldn’t resist reaching up to play with her hard nipples, rolling them between my fingers until she screamed with pleasure.
“That’s it,” she moaned. “Touch me everywhere. Make me your public slut.”
The crowd was eating it up. I could hear comments about her technique, appreciative remarks about her body, and what sounded like requests for specific positions.
“Switch!” called out a voice from the crowd. “Let the daughter have a turn!”
“Yeah!” other voices joined in. “We want to see both of them!”
Marcy climbed off my cock reluctantly, immediately replaced by Kayla who was equally eager to perform. Where her mother had been confident and experienced, Kayla was enthusiastic and athletic, riding me with the energy of youth.
“This is incredible,” she gasped, her DD-cups bouncing with each movement. “Everyone watching, everyone cheering… I feel like a porn star.”
“You look like one too,” someone called out from the crowd, earning laughs and more applause.
Dana and April had moved closer, ostensibly to clear tables but really to participate. Dana’s hand was already working between her legs under her apron, while April was openly groping herself through her uniform.
“Don’t forget about us,” Dana said, her molten caramel eyes dark with lust. “We want our turn too.”
“There’s room for more,” Big Mike suggested from behind his camera. “Make it a real party.”
The idea was incredibly tempting, but the booth was already crowded with Kayla riding me enthusiastically. The logistics of adding more participants seemed impossible.
Until Dana proved me wrong.
She climbed onto the booth seat behind me, her hands reaching around to play with my chest while Kayla continued to bounce on my cock. April joined us on the other side, her mouth finding my neck and shoulder.
“This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” April whispered against my ear. “Four women sharing one perfect cock.”
The crowd was going wild now. Phones were everywhere, capturing every angle of our impromptu orgy. I could hear people calling out suggestions, placing bets on who would cum first, and generally treating us like the main event at some erotic sporting competition.
“I’m getting close,” Kayla announced, her movements becoming more frantic. “Don’t stop, don’t any of you stop.”
“Cum for us, baby,” Marcy encouraged, reaching over to play with her stepdaughter’s bouncing breasts. “Show everyone how good Logan makes you feel.”
Kayla’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave. She threw her head back and screamed, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she came harder than I’d ever seen anyone come in public.
The crowd erupted in cheers and applause, phones capturing every second of her climax.
But we weren’t done yet.
“My turn,” Dana said, and somehow the four women managed to rearrange themselves so Dana could straddle me while the others provided support and stimulation.
Dana’s pussy was different from Kayla’s—tighter, more experienced, gripping me with the skill of someone who knew exactly what she was doing.
“This is my restaurant,” she announced to the crowd, riding me with confident strokes. “And this is how we treat our special customers.”
The crowd loved it. People were literally standing on tables now to get better views, and the noise level was approaching concert levels.
“All of us,” April said suddenly. “I want all of us to cum together.”
It was ambitious, but somehow they made it work. The four women formed a complex arrangement around me—Dana riding my cock, Marcy and April positioning themselves so I could finger them, and Kayla grinding against my thigh while she played with herself.
“Now,” I commanded when I felt my climax building. “All of you. Cum for me now.”
The result was spectacular. Four women climaxed in unison, their cries of pleasure mixing into a symphony that filled the restaurant. My own orgasm hit at the same time, and I exploded inside Dana while the crowd went absolutely insane with cheers and applause.
For several long minutes, the restaurant was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and continued applause. Customers were on their feet, clapping and cheering like they’d just witnessed the greatest performance of their lives.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” Big Mike announced, still filming, “the Plume Boy and his harem!”
The crowd erupted again, and I realized that our encounter had been broadcast live to who knows how many viewers. The reach of my influence was expanding beyond just physical proximity—it was going digital, viral, global.
The pheromone app showed 438 feet as we finally disentangled ourselves and got dressed. The public nature of our encounter had pushed the radius to nearly five city blocks.
Dana was already updating the menu on her phone. “Tonight’s special is officially the Plume Platter,” she announced to the still-cheering crowd. “Available by request for VIP customers only.”
As the evening wound down and the crowd slowly dispersed, I couldn’t help but think about what had just happened. I’d essentially performed live sex acts in front of a room full of strangers, been broadcast to potentially millions of viewers, and turned a family restaurant into the hottest entertainment venue in town.
The mutation was no longer just affecting individual women—it was transforming the entire social fabric of Brookvale.
And based on the exponential growth of my radius, tomorrow was going to be even more intense.
The pheromone app hit 441 feet as I left the restaurant.




Chapter 18: Shower Relay

It was nearly midnight by the time I made it home, but the townhouse was blazing with light and the sound of running water echoed from upstairs. The restaurant encounter had left me drained but oddly energized—like the public performance had somehow supercharged my system.
The pheromone app showed 456 feet now. The viral nature of tonight’s show had pushed my radius to nearly six city blocks.
I climbed the stairs, following the sound of voices and splashing water to the master bathroom. The door was open, and I could see steam rising from what looked like a full bathtub, with two silhouettes moving in the warm water.
“Is that you, baby?” Lena’s voice called out over the sound of gently lapping water. “We’ve been waiting for you.”
I pushed open the bathroom door to find Lena and Skye already in the large soaking tub, their naked bodies glistening with water and what looked like coconut oil. The air was thick with steam and the scent of tropical flowers mixed with the unmistakable musk of arousal.
“How was work?” Skye asked, grinning at me from the warm bath. “We saw some of the live streams. Very impressive performance.”
“You watched?”
“Everyone watched,” Lena said, reaching over to adjust the water temperature. “The whole town was tuned in. You’re officially famous now.”
I stripped quickly and joined them in the large tub, immediately surrounded by warm water, slick bodies and eager hands. Both women were covered in oil from head to toe, making their skin incredibly smooth and touchable.
“We thought you might need some help washing off the scent of other women,” Lena explained, her oil-slick hands already working over my chest and shoulders. “Before we claim you for ourselves.”
“Claim me?”
“Mmm-hmm.” Skye’s smaller hands joined her mother’s, working lower to soap my abs and hips. “We’ve been talking about tomorrow. About what we want from you.”
“What do you want?”
Instead of answering immediately, Lena settled deeper into the warm bath water, the gentle lapping creating a soothing rhythm around all three of us. The sensation was incredible—hot water, slick oil, and two beautiful women pressing against me from both sides.
“We want you to breed us,” Lena said matter-of-factly, as if she were discussing the weather. “Both of us. At the same time.”
“Tomorrow morning,” Skye added, her hands now working dangerously close to my cock. “No more of this relay stuff where we take turns. We want you to fill both our wombs simultaneously.”
The casual way they discussed getting pregnant was both arousing and overwhelming. “Are you sure about that? I mean, the biological implications…”
“Are exactly what we want,” Lena finished firmly. “Logan, my body is already responding to you in impossible ways. The lactation, the way I crave your touch, the way I feel incomplete when you’re not inside me. That’s not just lust—that’s biological bonding.”
“Same here,” Skye said, finally wrapping her oil-slick hand around my cock. “I dream about carrying your babies. About our family growing in the most intimate way possible.”
Their words, combined with Skye’s expert touch, had me fully hard within seconds. The oil made every sensation more intense, and the confined space of the shower kept us pressed together intimately.
“But tonight,” Lena said, dropping to her knees in the shower, “we want to practice our coordination.”
“Practice?”
“If we’re going to breed simultaneously tomorrow,” she explained, positioning herself at the perfect height to take my cock into her mouth, “we need to make sure we can work together seamlessly.”
Skye joined her mother on her knees, both women now at cock level and grinning up at me with obvious hunger.
“Relay race,” Skye announced. “See who can make you feel better.”
Before I could respond, Lena had taken my entire length into her mouth, her decades of experience allowing her to swallow me completely without gagging. The sensation was incredible—her throat muscles working rhythmically to massage my shaft while her tongue played expertly along the sensitive underside. The warm bath water lapped around us as she deep-throated me with masterful skill.
“Show off,” Skye muttered, but she was smiling as she watched her mother’s expert technique. When Lena finally pulled off, gasping for air with saliva and precum glistening on her lips, Skye immediately took her place, her smaller mouth working just as enthusiastically if not as expertly.
They established a perfect rhythm of relay oral worship, passing my cock back and forth between them like the most erotic bathtub game ever devised, but maintaining careful distance from each other. Lena’s technique was flawless and controlled—every movement calculated for maximum effect—while Skye’s was eager and experimental, her enthusiasm making up for what she lacked in experience. The contrast was incredibly arousing in the steamy bath water.
“You taste different tonight,” Skye observed, pulling off my cock to catch her breath, precum and saliva coating her swollen lips. “Saltier. More intense. Like your body is changing.”
“It’s the public performance,” Lena said, taking her turn with my cock, her mouth immediately working over the sensitive head. “His pheromone production is spiking from all the stimulation—I can taste it in his precum.”
She was absolutely right. I could feel something building under my skin—raw energy, heat, pressure that needed to be released. The more public and intense my encounters became, the stronger the mutation seemed to get, and it was affecting everything, even the taste of my precum.
“I can taste it too,” Lena continued, her mouth working over the swollen head of my cock while warm bath water lapped around us. “Like concentrated masculinity and raw sexual power—pure male essence.”
They went back to their relay worship with renewed intensity, but now they were being more creative. Instead of just switching back and forth, they were working in careful coordination—one focusing entirely on the head while the other worked the shaft and balls, then switching positions smoothly in the warm water while maintaining their boundaries.
The oil made every sensation incredibly slick and intense, their mouths and hands working in perfect harmony but never touching each other. It was like a choreographed dance of oral worship, both women dedicated to driving me wild while maintaining their careful distance.
“Getting close,” I warned them, feeling my orgasm building from their dual attention.
“Not yet,” Lena said, pulling back immediately. “We want multiple releases tonight. Building up for tomorrow.”
“First load goes in my mouth,” Skye declared, positioning herself to take me deep. “I want to taste how you’re changing.”
She went to work with renewed enthusiasm, her throat relaxing to take me deeper than ever before. The oil made everything incredibly slick, and the sound of her gagging and slurping mixed with the shower spray to create an incredibly erotic atmosphere.
“Now,” Lena commanded when she saw me reaching the point of no return. “Give her everything.”
I exploded in Skye’s mouth, pumping what felt like gallons of cum down her throat. She swallowed as much as she could, but some leaked from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the shower water and oil.
“So much,” she gasped when I was finally empty. “And it tastes incredible. Like pure essence of man.”
But instead of being satisfied, both women seemed energized by my climax.
“Round two,” Lena announced, already working to get me hard again. “This time I get the prize.”
The enhanced recovery time from my mutation meant I was ready to go again within minutes. This time it was Lena’s turn to swallow my load, her experienced throat milking every drop while Skye provided encouragement and additional stimulation.
“One more,” Skye said when Lena finished cleaning my cock. “Between Mom’s tits this time. I want to see you cover her breasts with cum.”
The idea was incredibly appealing, especially given Lena’s enhanced breast sensitivity from the lactation. I positioned myself in front of her as she pressed her oil-slick breasts together, creating a perfect channel for my cock.
“This is what I’ve been dreaming about,” Lena said as I slid between her breasts. “Feeling you between my tits while my daughter watches.”
The titfuck was incredible. The oil and bath water made everything impossibly slick, while Lena’s enhanced breasts provided the perfect amount of pressure and softness. She angled her head down to lick the tip of my cock each time it appeared between her cleavage.
“So beautiful,” Skye breathed, her hands working between her own legs as she watched from the other side of the tub. “You two look perfect together.”
“We are perfect together,” Lena said, pressing her breasts tighter around my cock. “All three of us. The perfect unconventional family.”
The combination of her words, the visual of my cock sliding between her magnificent breasts, and Skye’s obvious arousal as she watched pushed me to my third climax of the evening.
“I’m going to cum,” I warned them.
“Do it,” Lena urged. “Cover my tits with your cum. Mark me.”
I exploded across her chest, painting her breasts and neck with thick ropes of semen. Some of it mixed with the milk that was still beading at her nipples, creating swirls of white on white in the bath water that looked like abstract art.
“Perfect,” Skye breathed from her position across the tub, watching but maintaining her distance. “This is exactly what I wanted to see—you marking Mom with your cum.”
The sight of Lena covered in my seed while Skye watched with obvious arousal from across the warm bath was incredibly erotic. I immediately moved to clean Lena myself, licking the cum and milk mixture from her chest while Skye observed with hungry eyes.
“Tomorrow I want that too,” Skye said, her voice thick with need. “I want you to cover my tits with cum just like that.”
“You’ll both get everything you want tomorrow,” I promised, finishing the cleanup of Lena’s chest. “Every drop, every mark, everything.”
As we finished washing each other clean and finally drained the tub, the bathroom was filled with steam so thick it had completely fogged all the mirrors. The pheromone concentration in the enclosed space was off the charts.
“Tomorrow,” Lena said as we toweled off, “we do this for real. No more practicing, no more delays.”
“Tomorrow we become yours completely,” Skye added, her hazel eyes bright with anticipation. “Mind, body, and womb.”
The pheromone app showed 487 feet as we headed to bed. The intensity of our shower encounter had pushed the radius to nearly six and a half blocks.
“The whole downtown area is going to be affected soon,” I observed, settling between them in our shared bed.
“Good,” Lena said, curling against my side. “I want every woman in Brookvale to understand what they’re missing.”
“And when they come looking,” Skye added from my other side, “they’ll find you already belong to us.”
As I drifted off to sleep, I could feel something building—not just in my body, but in the very air around us. The mutation was reaching a critical point, and tomorrow was going to bring changes that would affect not just me and my growing harem, but the entire town.
The app’s final reading of the night: 491 feet.




Chapter 19: Double-Yolk Breakfast

I woke to find myself alone in bed—both Lena and Skye had already slipped away, though I could hear their voices and soft laughter echoing from downstairs.
I woke to find myself alone in bed—both Lena and Skye had already slipped away, though I could hear their voices and soft laughter echoing from downstairs. The pheromone app showed 503 feet, meaning my radius had crossed the half-mile mark overnight.
I pulled on a pair of boxer shorts and headed downstairs, following the increasingly delicious smells coming from the kitchen. As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I could hear Lena talking to someone—probably Skye—in low, intimate tones.
“…perfect timing for the breeding,” she was saying. “My cycle is exactly right, and with the lactation already triggered…”
“Same here,” came Skye’s voice, though it sounded muffled. “I can feel my body preparing. It’s like every cell is begging to be fertilized.”
I pushed through the kitchen doorway and stopped short at the scene before me.
Lena stood at the stove in nothing but an apron, her naked ass and legs completely exposed as she worked at the cast-iron skillet. Her honey-blonde hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and I could see drops of milk beading at her nipples where the apron didn’t cover them completely.
But what really caught my attention was what was happening under the counter.
Skye was positioned on her knees beneath the kitchen island, completely naked, with her art supplies spread around her on the floor. She was sketching something, but from the angle and her position, it was clear she was also waiting for something else.
“Perfect timing,” Lena said without turning around, somehow sensing my presence. “I was just starting the eggs.”
“Special eggs,” Skye added from under the counter, her voice carrying a note of mischief. “Double-yolk eggs for a very special breakfast.”
“Rule’s still in effect,” Lena reminded me, wiggling her ass slightly as she cracked eggs into the hot skillet. “If I’m cooking, you’re cocking.”
I didn’t need to be told twice. I dropped my boxers and moved behind Lena, my hands settling on her bare hips as I pressed against her.
“Already wet,” I observed, feeling the slick heat between her thighs.
“I’ve been wet since I woke up,” she admitted, pushing back against me. “Dreaming about today, about what we’re going to do.”
I slid inside her easily, her channel already slick with the thick arousal that had been building since she woke up. Both of us groaned at the familiar sensation of perfect fit—her Pilates-sleek pussy gripping my cock like it had been designed specifically for me. But this time, instead of just fucking her while she cooked, I felt a warm, wet tongue working expertly on my balls.
Skye had positioned herself perfectly underneath us, carefully avoiding any contact with her mother while licking and sucking my balls with dedicated enthusiasm. Her inky-brown pixie hair was already messed from her position, and her pale skin flushed with arousal as she serviced me while I thrust into Lena from behind. The dual stimulation was absolutely incredible.
“This is perfect,” Lena gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure as she somehow managed to keep cooking while I pounded into her tight channel. “You filling my pussy while Skye worships your balls—both of us serving our stud.”
The double-yolk eggs in the cast-iron skillet were cooking perfectly, the golden yolks intact and shimmering. But Lena’s increasingly erratic movements as I fucked her hard from behind were making the pan shake dangerously, threatening to break the delicate yolks with each powerful thrust.
“Careful,” I growled, gripping her bare hips with bruising force. “Don’t break those eggs—I want them perfect.”
“I’m trying,” she panted desperately, her knuckles white where she gripped the spatula, “but your thick cock feels so incredible inside me. I can’t concentrate on anything except how deep you’re going.”
Skye’s talented tongue was working absolute magic on my balls, alternating between gentle, teasing licks and more aggressive sucking that made me see stars. She took each ball into her mouth individually, rolling them with her tongue while I continued to pound her mother’s tight pussy. The combination of her expert mouth and Lena’s gripping channel was rapidly pushing me toward an explosive climax.
“God, Skye,” I groaned, feeling my balls tightening in her mouth. “Your tongue is incredible.”
“I’ve been practicing,” she mumbled around my balls, her voice muffled but proud. “Wanted to be perfect for this moment.”
The scent of cooking eggs mixed with the musky aroma of sex and arousal, creating the most intoxicating combination imaginable. Lena’s pussy was getting tighter and wetter with each thrust, her inner walls beginning to flutter as her own orgasm approached.
“I’m getting close,” I warned them.
“Not yet,” Lena said, carefully flipping the eggs with expert precision. “Wait for the perfect moment.”
“What perfect moment?”
Instead of answering, Lena reached for the salt and pepper, seasoning the eggs while I continued to thrust into her from behind. Skye had positioned herself to lick my balls while I fucked her mother, carefully avoiding any contact with Lena while providing additional stimulation to me.
“Now,” Lena said suddenly, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. “Right now. Finish me while they finish!”
I understood what she wanted. As the eggs reached perfect doneness in the skillet, I buried myself deep in her pussy and exploded, pumping cum into her womb while she cried out in pleasure.
Lena’s orgasm was incredible, her pussy spasming around my cock as she screamed my name. She managed to turn off the burner and remove the pan from heat just as her climax peaked.
“Perfect timing,” she gasped as I pulled out of her, cum leaking down her thighs. “Everything’s ready.”
“Including us,” Skye breathed from under the counter, immediately moving to clean my cock with her tongue.
Lena quickly plated the perfectly cooked double-yolk eggs, adding bacon and toast like any normal breakfast. The sight of her casual domesticity while completely naked was incredibly erotic.
“Family breakfast,” she announced, untying the apron and letting it fall to the floor. Now completely naked, she carried the plates to the kitchen island where Skye was emerging from her hiding spot under the counter.
“This looks perfect,” Skye said, settling onto one of the bar stools with her sketchpad beside her plate. “Nothing beats fresh eggs.”
The three of us ate our breakfast in comfortable nudity, discussing plans for the day ahead. The eggs were perfectly prepared—golden yolks intact, seasoned just right.
“So,” Lena said between bites, “ready for our big day?”
“As ready as I can be,” I said, though honestly, I wasn’t sure anyone could be ready for what they had planned.
“It’s going to be incredible,” Skye said, her eyes bright with anticipation. “I’ve been preparing all week. Tracking my cycle, researching optimal positions, even practicing visualization techniques.”
“Visualization techniques?”
“Imagining your cum filling my womb,” she said matter-of-factly. “Picturing the moment of conception. Some fertility experts say mental preparation can increase the chances of successful impregnation.”
The casual way she discussed getting pregnant was still surreal, but also incredibly arousing. Both women were approaching this like it was the natural next step in our relationship.
“And I’ve been taking prenatal vitamins,” Lena added. “Just in case. My body seems to be responding to you in ways that suggest it’s preparing for pregnancy whether I’m consciously ready or not.”
The pheromone app chose that moment to chime with a new alert. I checked it: 521 feet.
“Over a tenth of a mile now,” I observed.
“Soon it’ll be the whole town,” Skye said with satisfaction. “Every woman in Brookvale will understand what we already know.”
“That you’re the perfect man to father our children,” Lena finished.
The certainty in their voices was both flattering and slightly overwhelming. But looking at them—naked, beautiful, glowing with health and satisfaction—I couldn’t imagine wanting to be anywhere else or with anyone else.
“What time do you need to be at campus?” Lena asked, checking her phone.
“Professor Rowan wants me at her lab by nine,” I said. “Something about new test results.”
“Perfect. That gives us plenty of time for our breeding session,” Skye said. “I want to take our time with this. Make it special.”
“Very special,” Lena agreed, milk beginning to bead at her nipples again just from talking about it. “The beginning of our real family.”
As we finished breakfast and headed back upstairs, I couldn’t shake the feeling that today was going to change everything. The mutation was reaching critical mass, my radius was expanding exponentially, and now the two women I was closest to were actively trying to get pregnant.
The pheromone app hit 524 feet as we reached the bedroom.




Chapter 20: Faculty Free-For-All

The text had been waiting when I left Professor Rowan’s morning lab session: “Emergency faculty meeting. Lecture Hall B. Noon. Come alone. -E, C, R & Z”
Four initials. Evelyn Rowan, Carmen Alvarez, Riley, and Zoe. Four women who had all been affected by my pheromones, all requesting a meeting at the same time.
The pheromone app showed 534 feet as I approached the science building. My morning “breeding session” with Lena and Skye had pushed the radius over half a mile.
Lecture Hall B was in the basement of the science building—a older classroom that was rarely used anymore, with stadium seating that curved around a central platform. The perfect place for privacy, or for a presentation to a small, intimate audience.
I pushed through the heavy doors to find the hall empty except for four figures standing near the central podium. Professor Rowan in her lab coat and glasses. Dean Alvarez in her usual professional attire. Coach Riley in athletic gear. And Zoe, still looking like the innocent pre-med student despite everything we’d done together.
“Gentlemen,” Professor Rowan said as I approached, though there was nothing academic about the hunger in her gray eyes. “Thank you for coming.”
“This is about your mutation,” Dean Alvarez added, though she was already tugging at her blazer buttons. “We need to conduct a comprehensive study.”
“A very hands-on study,” Coach Riley said with a predatory grin, pulling off her crop top to reveal her sports bra and defined abs. “To test your limits.”
“Our limits too,” Zoe said quietly, but her eyes were bright with anticipation as she started unbuttoning her sundress.
“What kind of study?” I asked, though my body was already responding to the sight of four beautiful women preparing to undress.
“Endurance testing,” Professor Rowan explained, shrugging out of her lab coat to reveal the black lace lingerie underneath. “We want to see how many partners you can satisfy simultaneously.”
“And how many times,” Dean Alvarez added, her professional skirt hitting the floor. “For scientific purposes, of course.”
“Of course,” I said, pulling off my shirt. “And this requires all four of you because…?”
“Control group,” Coach Riley said, stepping out of her compression shorts. “We need multiple data points for proper analysis.”
Within minutes, all five of us were completely naked in the empty lecture hall. The contrast between the four women was striking—Professor Rowan’s porcelain skin and elegant curves, Dean Alvarez’s mature sophistication, Coach Riley’s athletic power, and Zoe’s youthful innocence. Each represented a different type of beauty and sexual energy.
“Four-way carousel,” Professor Rowan announced, all four women moving to surround me in the center of the platform. “Continuous rotation. No breaks, no timing. Just pure pleasure until he breaks.”
They formed a perfect circle around me, and what followed was the most elaborate sexual carousel I could imagine. Instead of individual sessions, they created a flowing rotation where I was constantly engaged with one woman while the others provided support and stimulation.
Coach Riley mounted my cock first, her athletic body moving with predatory grace as she positioned herself over me. Her tight shelf booty pressed against my hips as she slowly sank down onto my shaft, her electric green eyes blazing with competitive fire.
“Fuck yes,” she groaned as my cock filled her muscular channel completely. “This is what I needed—your thick cock stretching my tight pussy.”
At the same time, Professor Rowan straddled my face with scientific precision, her porcelain thighs framing my head as she lowered her completely bare pussy to my mouth. Her icy gray eyes behind her glasses were now smoky with lust as she ground against my tongue.
“Excellent technique,” she panted as I worked her clit with focused attention. “Subject demonstrates superior oral skills.”
Meanwhile, Dean Alvarez and Zoe positioned themselves within reach of my hands, both women already soaking wet and desperate for stimulation. My fingers found their pussies simultaneously—Carmen’s experienced channel gripping my digits while Zoe’s tight slit clenched around my other hand.
“This is incredible,” Dean Alvarez moaned, her mature body responding to my fingering with desperate need. “Four women, one perfect cock—this is administrative efficiency at its finest.”
“Rotate!” she commanded after several minutes of intense stimulation, and they smoothly switched positions like dancers in a perfectly choreographed performance.
Now it was Zoe’s turn to ride my cock, her petite body moving with youthful enthusiasm as she impaled herself on my shaft. Her wire-rimmed glasses fogged with arousal as she took me completely inside her tight channel.
“Oh God,” she gasped, her innocent voice breaking with pleasure. “You feel even bigger this time—I can feel you touching my cervix.”
Coach Riley took her turn on my face, her powerful thighs gripping my head as she ground her muscular pussy against my tongue. The taste of her arousal was intoxicating—clean and athletic with an edge of competitive intensity.
“That’s it,” she growled, using my mouth for her pleasure. “Service your coach while the student rides you.”
Professor Rowan and Dean Alvarez had moved to new positions, ensuring my hands stayed busy fingering their dripping channels while my cock and mouth were occupied.
“Again!” Professor Rowan called out, and they rotated once more with fluid precision.
Dean Alvarez took her turn on my cock, her mature body bringing decades of experience to bear as she rode me with sophisticated control. Her silver-streaked hair swayed as she moved, her authority intact even while impaled on student cock.
“This is what power really looks like,” she announced, grinding down to take me deeper. “A woman in control taking exactly what she needs.”
Zoe settled over my face with shy eagerness, her sweet pussy flooding my mouth with arousal as she ground against my tongue. Despite her innocence, she was learning to take what she wanted.
“One more rotation!” Coach Riley announced, and they spun again with athletic precision.
This time Professor Rowan rode my cock with scientific precision, her D-cup breasts bouncing hypnotically as she moved. Her chestnut hair had come completely undone, framing her flushed face as she rode me with increasing desperation.
“Fascinating,” she panted, her clinical composure cracking completely. “The subject’s stamina appears limitless.”
Dean Alvarez commanded my oral attention, her mature pussy grinding against my tongue while she maintained her authoritative demeanor despite being completely naked and desperate for release.
The four-way carousel had created a perfect system where everyone was constantly engaged, constantly building toward an explosive group climax that would bind us all together.
“This is incredible,” I managed to say during a brief transition. “You’re all incredible.”
“We’re your faculty,” Dean Alvarez panted as she took another turn on my cock. “Your devoted, cock-hungry faculty.”
The carousel continued, each rotation bringing new combinations and intensities. They moved like a well-oiled machine, ensuring that someone was always riding me, always grinding against my face, always being fingered by my free hands.
“Getting close,” I warned them as the constant stimulation built toward an inevitable climax.
“Carousel finale,” Professor Rowan announced breathlessly. “All of us, receiving together.”
They arranged themselves perfectly for the climax—all four women positioned so that when my orgasm finally hit, I could somehow reach them all. My cum painted their faces and bodies while they climaxed in harmony, the four-way carousel reaching its perfect conclusion.
“Yes!” they all cried out together, their synchronized orgasms creating a symphony of female pleasure that echoed through the lecture hall.
But instead of being satisfied, they immediately started sharing.
“Kiss me,” Professor Rowan demanded, climbing off my face. “Let me taste myself on your tongue.”
She kissed me deeply while Dean Alvarez carefully lifted herself off my cock, cum immediately starting to leak from her pussy.
“Don’t waste it,” Coach Riley said, immediately moving to lick the cum from Dean Alvarez’s thighs. “Share the wealth.”
What followed was the most erotic display of female cooperation I’d ever witnessed. They passed my cum between them through kisses and oral contact, each woman getting a taste while making sure none was wasted.
“This is beautiful,” Zoe whispered, joining the chain of cum-sharing kisses. “We’re all connected now. All part of the same family.”
The pheromone app was going crazy, showing readings that jumped between 547 and 563 feet. The group encounter was pushing my mutation to new levels.
Just then, the fire alarm started blaring throughout the building, the shrill sound echoing off the lecture hall walls.
“Shit,” Dean Alvarez said, immediately shifting back into crisis management mode. “Emergency evacuation.”
But instead of panic, I heard giggling from outside the lecture hall doors, followed by what sounded like crying.
“That little bitch,” Coach Riley said, recognizing something in the sound. “Madison pulled the alarm.”
“Madison?” I asked.
“Cheerleader. She’s had a crush on you since the wrestling video went viral,” Riley explained, already gathering her clothes. “Must have figured out what we were doing and gotten jealous.”
“Will this be a problem?” I asked Dean Alvarez.
“Not for us,” she said confidently, pointing to a security camera I hadn’t noticed in the corner of the lecture hall. “Everything we did here was consensual and clearly documented. If anything, this proves that you’re not coercing anyone.”
As we got dressed quickly, I could hear more voices in the hallway—other students and faculty responding to the fire alarm, but also what sounded like female voices asking about the source of the “incredible smell” coming from the lecture hall.
“The radius is expanding faster,” Professor Rowan observed, checking my phone. “565 feet now. You’re affecting almost the entire campus.”
“And they’re all coming to investigate,” Zoe added, pressing her ear to the door. “I can hear at least a dozen women out there asking about you.”
“Emergency exit,” Dean Alvarez decided. “Back stairs. We can’t let you get mobbed by half the female student body.”
As we slipped out through the building’s rear entrance, avoiding the crowd of curious women gathering near the main exits, I couldn’t help but think about what had just happened.
Four of the most important women on campus had conspired to seduce me simultaneously. They’d shared me, shared my cum, and created a bonding experience that went beyond simple sexual gratification.
And now there were apparently dozens more women actively seeking me out.
The pheromone app showed 571 feet as we reached the parking lot.
“Tomorrow,” Professor Rowan said before we parted ways, “I want to document the breeding process with Lena and Skye. For research purposes.”
“We all do,” Dean Alvarez added. “This is the most important biological event in recorded history.”
“Just remember,” Coach Riley said with a grin, “save some energy for the rest of us. We’re not done testing your limits.”
As they drove away and I headed home. The pheromone app hit 578 feet.




Chapter 21: Kitchen Cataclysm

The text from Dana had been urgent: “Kitchen emergency. Need you here NOW. Bring stamina. -D”
It was only 5 PM, but when I arrived at QuickBite, the parking lot was already packed beyond capacity. Cars were lined up down the block, and there was actually a line of people waiting to get inside. The dinner rush had turned into something resembling a music festival.
The pheromone app showed 587 feet as I slipped through the back entrance into the kitchen. My afternoon encounters with the faculty had pushed the radius to cover most of downtown Brookvale.
“Thank God you’re here,” Dana said, appearing beside me with relief written across her face. “We’ve got a situation.”
The kitchen was chaos in the best possible way. Every burner was going, fryers were bubbling at maximum capacity, and the air was thick with the smell of cooking food and something else—something that made my cock twitch with recognition.
Arousal. Lots of it.
“What kind of situation?” I asked.
“VIP customer situation,” Dana explained, gesturing toward the dining area. “Marcy and Kayla came in an hour ago demanding the ‘full service experience.’ April’s been here since her shift ended, refusing to leave until you arrived. And half the town showed up wanting to watch.”
Through the pass-through window, I could see the dining room packed with people, all apparently waiting for something to happen. Phones were out everywhere, people were livestreaming, and there was an energy in the air that felt electric.
“Where are they now?”
“Right here in the kitchen,” Dana said, gesturing toward the main prep area where I could see three figures moving between the industrial equipment. “Waiting for you. All three of them.”
“Three?”
“Marcy, Kayla, and April. They’ve been… planning something.”
As if summoned by our conversation, April appeared from behind one of the large prep counters, wearing what looked like a modified version of her uniform—the standard polo shirt, but with the top three buttons undone to show off her cleavage, and a skirt short enough to be scandalous.
“Logan!” she said, her face lighting up with genuine joy. “You’re here. We were starting to think you might not come.”
“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said, though I still wasn’t entirely sure what ‘it’ was.
April grabbed my hand and pulled me deeper into the kitchen. “Come on, the others are waiting. And Dana, can you start the livestream? People have been requesting it all afternoon.”
“Livestream?”
“Don’t worry,” Dana said, pulling out a professional-looking camera setup. “Audio only for the stream. Video is just for our personal collection.”
The industrial kitchen had been prepared for our arrival. The main prep area had been cleared, and the stainless steel surfaces had been arranged to create a perfect performance space. Soft lighting supplemented the harsh industrial fixtures, and the air was thick with the scent of spices and arousal.
In the center of this setup, between the prep counters and cooking stations, Marcy and Kayla waited for me.
Marcy looked incredible—she’d traded her usual wrap dress for a black negligee that showcased her massive G-cup breasts and curvy hips. Her chestnut hair was styled in loose waves that framed her plush cheeks, and her warm mocha eyes sparkled with mischief and lust.
Kayla had gone for a more youthful look—a baby pink babydoll that barely covered her DD-cups and left her long legs completely exposed. Her silky mocha hair was tied up with a pink bow, and the tiny waist bead chain caught the light as she moved.
“Welcome to our private dining experience,” Marcy said, her voice husky with arousal. “Population: just us.”
“We wanted to thank you properly for everything you’ve done for our family,” Kayla added, moving closer. “Mom and I have been planning this all day.”
“Planning what exactly?”
“A tasting menu,” April explained, closing and locking the office door behind us. “Each of us wants to offer you something different, something special.”
“And we want everyone to hear how much we appreciate it,” Marcy added, nodding toward the livestream setup. “Let the world know what real customer service sounds like.”
The pheromone app was going crazy now, jumping between 592 and 611 feet. Having four women in the small, enclosed space was creating a concentration effect that was off the charts.
“Where do we start?” I asked, already pulling off my shirt as all four women began undressing with obvious eagerness.
“With the appetizer,” Dana announced, emerging from the kitchen carrying a bottle of her special mole sauce. “Something to… enhance the flavor.”
She was completely naked now, her curvy Latina body glistening with what looked like cooking oil. Her espresso hair fell in waves down her back, and her E-cup breasts swayed hypnotically as she moved.
“Flavor enhancement?” I asked.
“Trust me,” Dana said with a wicked smile. “You’re going to love this.”
What followed was the most erotic and elaborate sexual encounter of my life. The four women had choreographed everything like a performance piece, each taking turns to provide different types of stimulation while the others watched and provided support, but maintaining careful boundaries.
“Standing line-up,” Dana announced, her molten caramel eyes dark with lust. “Each woman gets her turn to be properly serviced.”
They formed a perfect line against the stainless steel prep counter—Dana first with her curvy Latina body bent over the metal surface, then April with her soft C-cups pressed against the counter, then Marcy with her massive G-cup breasts hanging freely, and finally Kayla with her DD-cups bouncing as she waited her turn.
“First course,” Dana purred, presenting her thick hips to me. “The chef gets first taste.”
I positioned myself behind her and drove into her scorching channel in one powerful thrust. Her pussy was already soaking wet, her inner walls gripping me like a silk glove as I began pounding her against the counter.
“Sí! Sí!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the industrial surfaces. “Fuck your chef! Breed my pussy!”
The sound was incredible—her cries of pleasure mixing with the sizzle of fryers and the cheers from the dining room beyond. I could see phones pressed against the pass-through window, customers trying to capture audio of our encounter.
“Next,” I announced after filling Dana’s womb with a thick load of cum, immediately moving to April.
“My turn,” April said eagerly, no longer the shy virgin but a confident woman who knew exactly what she wanted. She bent over the counter beside Dana, presenting her plush hips to me.
I slid into her tight channel easily—she was dripping with arousal from watching Dana get bred. Her soft curves jiggled perfectly as I pounded into her, her pussy gripping me with skills she’d developed through our encounters.
“Yes!” she cried out for the entire restaurant to hear. “Breed me too! Fill my womb just like Dana’s!”
After flooding April’s eager pussy with another massive load, I moved to Marcy, who was practically vibrating with need.
“A real woman’s turn,” she announced, her massive G-cups swaying as she positioned herself. “Show them how you breed a MILF.”
I gripped her wide hips and buried myself in her experienced channel. Despite her size and age, she was incredibly tight, her walls massaging my cock with decades of skill.
“That’s it!” she screamed, her voice carrying across the entire restaurant. “Breed this old cow! Fill my fertile womb!”
Big Mike’s voice came from the dining room, cheering me on: “That’s my boy! Give my wife those babies!”
Finally, I moved to Kayla, who had been watching her stepmother get bred with obvious arousal but maintaining careful distance.
“My turn,” she said sweetly, presenting her younger, tighter body to me. “Show me what Mom just felt.”
I drove into her tight channel with the force built up from breeding three women, and Kayla’s scream was the loudest yet.
“Yes! Just like Mom—but tighter!” she cried out, her DD-cups bouncing as I pounded her mercilessly.
The line-up continued with each woman getting multiple turns, the rotation building toward an explosive finale where all four wombs would be thoroughly bred.
“He’s getting close,” Dana observed from where she was monitoring the livestream equipment.
“Not yet,” Marcy said, immediately pulling away. “We want this to last.”
“Everyone together for the finale,” Kayla suggested. “All of us at once.”
They arranged themselves around me in a formation that shouldn’t have been physically possible but somehow worked perfectly. Multiple hands, mouths, and bodies providing stimulation from every direction while the audience beyond the door went wild with appreciation.
“Now,” Dana commanded when she saw me reaching the breaking point. “Everyone now!”
My orgasm was explosive, covering all four women with what felt like gallons of cum while they climaxed around me in a symphony of female pleasure. The sound was incredible—four different voices crying out in harmony while the crowd outside cheered like they were at a sporting event.
The pheromone app, lying forgotten on the floor beside us, showed 641 feet. The group encounter had pushed my radius to well over a tenth of a mile.
“That was incredible,” April gasped, cum dripping from her face and breasts.
“Legendary,” Marcy agreed, already moving to share the bounty with the others through kisses and intimate contact.
“The whole town probably heard that,” Kayla said with a satisfied smile. “Good. Let them know what they’re missing.”
As we cleaned up and got dressed, I realized that this encounter had been different from all the others. More public, more organized, more like a declaration than a private moment.
The women in my life weren’t just accepting the mutation anymore—they were celebrating it, promoting it, turning it into entertainment for the masses.
The pheromone app hit 648 feet as we emerged from the office to thunderous applause from the packed dining room.




Chapter 22: Oiled Prep

By the time I made it home from the restaurant, it was nearly 8 PM and the townhouse was glowing with warm candlelight. The pheromone app showed 652 feet—my radius had broken through the half-mile barrier and was now affecting most of downtown Brookvale.
I could hear soft music playing from upstairs, something sensual and electronic that seemed to pulse with the rhythm of a heartbeat. The smell of coconut oil mixed with vanilla candles drifted through the air, creating an atmosphere that was part spa, part bordello.
“Logan?” Lena’s voice called from the master bedroom. “Come upstairs, baby. We have a surprise for you.”
I climbed the stairs, following the increasingly intoxicating scents and the sound of whispered conversation. The bedroom door was open, revealing a scene that made my cock instantly hard.
Lena and Skye knelt side by side on the bed, both completely naked and glistening with coconut oil from head to toe. Their skin caught the candlelight like polished marble, every curve and muscle highlighted by the slick coating.
But what really caught my attention was what they were watching on Skye’s laptop, which was positioned at the foot of the bed.
“Is that…?” I began.
“Generic porn,” Skye said with a grin, not taking her eyes off the screen. “Professional stuff. We wanted to study different techniques.”
On the screen was a standard adult video—nothing special, just regular pornographic content that looked amateurish compared to what I’d been experiencing.
“We wanted to compare,” Lena explained, her honey-blonde lob swinging as she turned to look at me. “See how professional performers measure against what you can do.”
“And we wanted to get in the right mindset for tomorrow,” Skye added, her hazel eyes flecked with gold in the candlelight. “For our breeding session.”
The video showed some generic scene with performers who looked bored and mechanical. Watching it felt hollow compared to the real passion I’d been experiencing, especially with two oil-slicked goddesses as my audience.
“Take your clothes off,” Lena commanded, her summer-sky blue eyes dark with lust. “We want you naked while we… appreciate your performance.”
I stripped quickly, my cock springing free to immediate attention. Both women stared at it with obvious hunger, but neither moved from their positions on the bed.
“Sit,” Skye instructed, patting the edge of the mattress between them. “Hands behind your back.”
“Why?”
“Because tonight is about worship,” Lena explained, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “About showing you exactly how much we appreciate everything you do for us.”
I settled between them on the bed, the oil on their skin making them incredibly slippery and warm. The coconut scent was intoxicating, mixing with their natural arousal to create an atmosphere of pure sensuality.
“Hands,” Skye reminded me, and I clasped my hands behind my back as instructed.
What followed was the most elaborate dual hand-job I’d ever experienced. Both women used their oil-slicked hands to work my cock in perfect coordination, providing maximum sensation.
“Look at how hard you are,” Lena murmured, her fingers working over my shaft. “So ready for us.”
“And look at how much precum you’re making,” Skye added, her smaller hands working the head of my cock. “Your body knows what’s coming tomorrow.”
On the laptop screen, the porn continued—generic performers going through mechanical motions that looked completely fake compared to the real passion surrounding me.
“This is nothing compared to what we have,” Lena said, her oil-slick hands working my length. “Those actors don’t feel what we feel.”
“They don’t have what we have,” Skye agreed, her hands joining her mother’s. “Real desire. Real need.”
The combination of four oil-covered hands working my cock was absolutely incredible. Lena’s experienced fingers knew exactly how to twist and stroke, using techniques perfected over years, while Skye’s smaller hands provided different sensations—lighter touches, teasing caresses, focused attention on the most sensitive spots. They worked in perfect coordination, but maintained careful distance from each other, never touching, only focused on my shaft.
“We’ve been practicing this,” Lena said, her summer-sky blue eyes locked on mine while their slick hands worked my length with masterful skill. “Getting our rhythm perfect for tomorrow’s breeding—learning to work together without contact.”
“Perfect coordination,” Skye added, her breathing getting faster as she watched my reactions to their dual stimulation. “So when we breed, everything will be seamless—both of us taking your seed without any inappropriate contact.”
Their oil-slicked hands created an incredible slippery grip around my shaft, alternating between firm strokes and teasing caresses. Lena would work the base with both hands while Skye focused on the sensitive head, then they’d switch positions smoothly without ever touching each other.
The generic porn on the laptop continued its boring, mechanical routine, but my attention was focused entirely on the two goddesses beside me, their oil-covered bodies glistening in the candlelight as their hands worked in perfect harmony on my throbbing cock.
“Are you ready for us?” Lena asked, her hands maintaining their maddening rhythm—fast enough to build pleasure but not enough to trigger climax. “Ready to breed both of your women?”
“God, yes,” I groaned, fighting desperately against the urge to thrust into their joined grip. My cock was leaking precum steadily now, which they spread around with their fingers as additional lubrication.
“Not yet,” Skye said firmly, immediately pulling her hands away the moment she sensed I was getting too close to the edge. “Tomorrow is too important. We want you so desperate, so full of seed, that when you finally cum it’ll be the most intense breeding orgasm of your life.”
“Both of us pregnant,” Lena whispered, leaning close to my ear without touching her daughter. “Both of us carrying your children—our bellies swelling with your offspring. The perfect culmination of everything we’ve built together.”
They went back to work with renewed intensity, their oil-slicked hands bringing me to the very edge of climax over and over again before pulling away at the last possible second. It was exquisite torture, made even more intense by the constant stream of my own sexual exploits playing on the laptop screen—videos of me breeding Dana, dominating Coach Riley, filling April’s virgin pussy.
“Look how many women you’ve claimed,” Lena purred, her hands working my shaft while the screen showed me pounding various pussies. “And tomorrow, you add us to that collection permanently.”
“Tomorrow you breed your landlady and her daughter,” Skye added breathlessly. “Tomorrow you make us both mothers.”
“Please,” I finally begged, my whole body trembling with need. “I can’t take much more of this.”
“Yes, you can,” Lena said firmly. “Because tomorrow is going to require everything you have. Every drop of cum, every ounce of stamina, every bit of breeding potential.”
“We want you so full of seed that when you finally release, it’s like a dam bursting,” Skye added, her eyes bright with anticipation. “Flooding our wombs with enough genetic material to guarantee conception.”
The medical language mixed with their erotic techniques was driving me crazy. My cock was harder than it had ever been, leaking precum that they spread around with their oil-slick fingers.
“Breed us,” Lena whispered, her voice hypnotic. “Fill our wombs. Make us mothers.”
“Breed us,” Skye echoed. “Give us your babies.”
They kept up the chanting while their hands worked, the words becoming a mantra that seemed to sync with their movements. The laptop showed more footage—me with the nurses, with Professor Rowan, with Dana—a highlight reel of sexual conquest that seemed to go on forever.
“Tomorrow,” Lena promised, her hands finally slowing their relentless stimulation. “Tomorrow you breed us both.”
“Tomorrow we become yours completely,” Skye added. “Mind, body, and womb.”
The pheromone app, sitting on the nightstand, showed 673 feet. The edging session had pushed my mutation to new levels, and I could feel something building under my skin—pressure that needed to be released, energy that was accumulating for something massive.
“I can feel it,” I said, my voice strained with need. “Something’s building. The mutation is preparing for something big.”
“The breeding,” Lena said with certainty. “Your body knows what tomorrow is going to bring. It’s preparing to create life.”
“Multiple lives,” Skye corrected with a smile. “At least two, possibly more if the mutation keeps evolving.”
As they finally released my cock and began cleaning the oil from our bodies, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were on the edge of something momentous. The pheromone readings were climbing exponentially, my effect on women was becoming impossible to hide, and now the two women I was closest to were actively trying to get pregnant.
“Tomorrow changes everything,” I said as we settled into bed together.
“Tomorrow begins everything,” Lena corrected, her hand resting possessively on my chest. “The real start of our family.”
“Our breeding family,” Skye added with a contented sigh.
The pheromone app hit 678 feet as I drifted off to sleep.




Chapter 23: Bedframe Breaker

The edging from the previous night had left me in a state of constant arousal that bordered on painful. Every nerve ending felt hypersensitive, and the slightest touch from either Lena or Skye sent shockwaves through my system.
By 9 PM, I was practically vibrating with pent-up energy. The pheromone app showed 697 feet—nearly seven blocks now—and I could feel something building under my skin, like pressure in a boiler about to explode.
“Bedroom,” Lena commanded, her summer-sky blue eyes dark with lust. “Now.”
“We can’t wait any longer,” Skye added, her hazel eyes flecked with gold in the lamplight. “We need you inside us.”
They led me upstairs to the master bedroom, both women practically trembling with anticipation. The room had been prepared like a shrine—candles everywhere, fresh sheets on the bed, and towels stacked nearby for cleanup.
But what caught my attention immediately was what Skye was holding—a sleek, curved toy that looked expensive and very specifically designed.
“What’s that?” I asked.
“Insurance,” Skye said with a grin. “To make sure we can both be filled simultaneously when the time comes.”
“But first,” Lena said, pushing me down onto the bed, “we want to see how much you can take. How many times we can make you cum before your body gives out.”
“Stress testing,” Skye added, settling beside me on the mattress. “Finding your absolute limits.”
They were both completely naked, their bodies still glistening with traces of coconut oil from last night’s edging session. Lena’s honey-blonde lob swung like a metronome as she moved, and her high-C cup breasts were already beading with milk. Skye’s inky-brown pixie cut was messed from sleep, and her pale skin showed watercolor splotches of arousal flushing across her chest.
“Rules,” Lena announced, straddling my hips without penetration. “We alternate holes. Both of us, all holes, until something breaks.”
“And you’re not allowed to hold back,” Skye added, positioning herself beside us. “We want everything you have in every hole we offer.”
“How many holes?” I asked, though my cock was already hard enough to cut glass.
“All of them,” Lena said with a predatory smile, her Pilates-sleek body gleaming with oil residue in the candlelight. “Pussy, ass, mouth. Both of us, all our holes. Either you break or the furniture breaks—but something’s getting destroyed tonight.”
She sank down onto my cock without warning, her tight pussy engulfing me in one smooth, devastating motion. The sensation after being edged for hours was absolutely overwhelming—every nerve ending screamed as her scorching channel gripped my shaft. I nearly came immediately from the intensity.
“Hold it,” she commanded, her summer-sky blue eyes blazing with dominance as she started to ride me with controlled, expert movements. “First hole claimed. Three more to go just for me—then Skye gets her turn.”
Her high-C cup breasts bounced hypnotically as she rode me, drops of milk beading at her nipples from the arousal. Her pussy was incredibly tight and wet, gripping my cock like it had been designed specifically to milk my seed.
After several minutes of intense fucking that had the bed frame creaking ominously, she lifted off and immediately repositioned herself in reverse, guiding my cum-slick cock to her tight asshole without hesitation.
“Second hole claimed,” she announced, sinking down onto my shaft with her forbidden entrance, her ass stretching wide to accommodate my girth. “Skye, get ready. Your tight little pussy is next.”
Skye positioned herself eagerly beside the bed, her petite B-cup breasts flushed with arousal as she watched her mother take my cock in her ass. Her inky-brown pixie hair was wild with anticipation, and her hazel eyes flecked gold with lust.
The alternating continued with brutal, systematic precision—Lena’s pussy, then her tight ass, then Skye’s incredibly tight pussy, then her virgin asshole, creating a rotation that hit completely different sensations and kept me constantly on the razor’s edge of climax. Each hole felt different, each woman’s body responding uniquely to my cock.
The bed started groaning ominously after the third switch, the wooden frame protesting under the force of our intense coupling.
“Harder,” Skye gasped as she rode me reverse cowgirl, her tight bubble-butt bouncing frantically on my lap while I pounded up into her. “I want to feel you in my throat—fuck me so hard I can’t think!”
“The bed can’t take much more of this,” I warned, feeling the mattress shift and sag beneath us as more support gave way.
“Then we’ll find out how well it’s built,” Lena said with a wicked grin, taking her turn by impaling herself on my cock with enough savage force to make the entire frame shake violently, wood creaking and groaning in protest.
The alternating was becoming more frantic now, each woman desperate to claim my cock in every hole, the rotation building toward something catastrophic. Sweat poured down all our bodies as we fucked with animal intensity.
By the sixth switch, one of the wooden slats under the mattress snapped with a loud crack.
“One down,” Skye observed cheerfully, positioning herself for another round of anal. “How many more do you think there are?”
“Let’s find out,” I growled, gripping her hips and pounding up into her ass with enough force to make her scream.
Two more slats gave way.
“The praise,” Lena panted as she took over again, her pussy gripping my cock like a velvet vise. “Tell us what we are to you.”
“You’re my goddesses,” I said, the words coming from somewhere primal and honest. “My perfect women. My breeding stock.”
“More,” Skye demanded as she switched to her pussy this time, taking me balls-deep in one stroke.
“You’re my harem,” I continued, feeling something shift in my chest as I spoke. “My family. My property.”
“Yes!” Lena cried out, her movements becoming frantic. “That’s what we are! Your property!”
“Your sluts,” Skye added, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Your breeding sluts.”
The bed was disintegrating beneath us now. More slats snapped with each switch, and the mattress was starting to sag dangerously. But none of us cared about anything except the building intensity between us.
“I can feel it building,” I announced, sweat pouring down my chest. “Something big. Bigger than before.”
“The breeding,” Lena gasped, switching places with Skye for what felt like the hundredth time. “Your body is preparing for tomorrow.”
“For impregnating us both,” Skye added, taking her turn on my cock with desperate enthusiasm.
The praise kink was reaching a crescendo now. Every switch brought new declarations of ownership and submission, of breeding intentions and biological destiny. Their voices mixed together into a symphony of lust and surrender.
“Master,” Lena moaned as she rode me. “Our master.”
“Stud,” Skye cried out as she switched places. “Our breeding stud.”
“Fill us,” they chanted together during transitions. “Breed us. Make us yours.”
The headboard started cracking.
“Almost there,” I warned them, feeling pressure building in my balls that was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. “This is going to be big.”
“Both of us,” Lena demanded, her final switch bringing her pussy down on my cock with enough force to snap two more bed slats. “We want you to cum in both of us.”
“At the same time,” Skye added, positioning herself so I could reach both of them. “Split the load.”
I managed to pull out of Lena just as my orgasm hit, positioning myself so I could thrust into Skye’s pussy for the first few spurts, then switching back to Lena for the rest. The sensation was incredible—two different pussies, two different sensations, both women screaming as they felt me filling them.
But something else happened too. As my climax peaked, I felt a pulse of energy rush through my body—not just physical pleasure, but something deeper, more fundamental. The pheromone app on the nightstand went crazy, the numbers jumping erratically before settling on a reading that made my eyes widen.
741 feet.
Nearly a mile.
“Did you feel that?” Lena asked breathlessly, still impaled on my cock as the aftershocks subsided.
“Like electricity,” Skye confirmed, cum leaking from her pussy as she collapsed beside us. “Like something fundamental just shifted.”
The bed chose that moment to give up completely. The remaining slats snapped all at once, sending the mattress crashing to the floor with a sound like thunder.
“Well,” Lena said with a satisfied smile, apparently unconcerned about the destruction, “we found the limits of the furniture.”
“But not yours,” Skye observed, her eyes bright with admiration as she looked at me. “You just keep getting stronger.”
She was right. Despite cumming harder than ever before, I still felt energized. The mutation wasn’t just affecting my pheromone production anymore—it was enhancing everything. Stamina, recovery time, even the intensity of my orgasms.
“Tomorrow,” Lena said, settling against my chest as we lay on the crashed mattress, “we do this for real. For breeding.”
“For pregnancy,” Skye added, curling up on my other side. “For creating life.”
The pheromone app was still climbing: 748 feet.
“The whole town’s going to be affected soon,” I observed.
“That’s the plan,” Lena said with a smile. “We want everyone to know what they’ve been missing.”
“What we have,” Skye corrected possessively. “What belongs to us.”
As we drifted off to sleep on the ruined bed, I could feel something massive building.
The app hit 751 feet as I closed my eyes.




Chapter 24: Breed-Us Benediction

10:30 PM.
We’d spent the last two hours on the crashed mattress, surrounded by the wreckage of the bed frame, preparing for this moment. The pheromone app showed 763 feet—my radius was now affecting nearly the entire downtown area of Brookvale.
But all of that felt secondary to what was about to happen.
Lena and Skye knelt side by side on the ruined mattress, both completely naked and glistening with arousal in the flickering candlelight. Their positioning was deliberate and ceremonial—hands clasped behind their backs, spines perfectly straight, heads held high like they were receiving some kind of sacred benediction. Their bodies were flushed with arousal, nipples hard with anticipation, and I could see the thick arousal already coating their inner thighs.
Which, in a way, they were receiving a benediction.
“We’ve been preparing for this our whole lives,” Lena said, her summer-sky blue eyes locked on mine with unwavering intensity. “Even before we knew it, our bodies were getting ready to carry your children—my lactation, the way my cycle has synced to your presence, everything.”
“Everything that’s happened this week has been leading to this exact moment,” Skye added, her hazel eyes flecked with gold in the flickering light, her pale skin flushed with arousal from head to toe. “The mutation, the expanding radius, the way our bodies have been changing—it’s all been preparation for this breeding ceremony.”
I stood before them, my cock harder than it had ever been, throbbing with the need to claim both of them. The weight of the moment was incredible—the responsibility they were placing in my hands, the trust they were showing me. These weren’t just two women I’d been having sex with—they were choosing me to father their children, to create life with them, to bind us together in the most fundamental way possible.
“Are you absolutely sure about this?” I asked, even though every cell in my body was screaming at me to just take them both right now. “Once we do this, once you’re both pregnant with my children, everything changes forever.”
“We want everything to change,” Lena said with fierce determination, her voice strong and certain. “We want to belong to you completely—mind, body, womb, and soul.”
“We want to carry your babies,” Skye added, her voice breaking with emotion. “To be pregnant together, to raise our children as sisters, to be the mothers of your dynasty—the founding mothers of your genetic empire.”
The word ‘dynasty’ sent electricity through my entire body. They weren’t just talking about getting pregnant—they were talking about building a legacy, a bloodline, a genetic empire based on my mutation. They wanted to be the mothers of a new breed of humans.
“Your superior genetics need to spread,” Lena continued, her eyes blazing with conviction. “And we want to be the vessels for that expansion—the first of many women to carry your enhanced offspring.”
“The breeding mothers of the new world,” Skye added breathlessly. “Starting right here, right now, with our willing wombs.”
“How do you want to do this?” I asked, my voice rough with the need that had been building for hours.
“Side by side,” Lena said, moving to position herself on her hands and knees on the crashed mattress, her honey-blonde hair falling around her face. “Both of us, at exactly the same time.”
“Simultaneous penetration,” Skye agreed, taking the same position beside her mother but carefully avoiding any contact, their bodies parallel but separate. “No toys, no switching. Just you breeding both of us at once.”
“Is that even physically possible?” I asked, looking at their beautiful asses presented side by side, both pussies swollen and glistening with arousal, their openings dilated and ready for breeding.
“There’s only one way to find out,” Lena said with a wicked smile, arching her back to present herself more completely. “But I think you’re big enough and strong enough to manage it.”
The positioning took careful coordination, but we made it work perfectly. Both women knelt side by side on the crashed mattress, their pussies perfectly aligned and ready for breeding, their bodies trembling with desperate anticipation. Their openings were already dilated and glistening with thick arousal—Lena’s mature lips swollen and parted, Skye’s tighter slit flushed pink and ready.
I knelt behind them and slowly worked the curved toy into Skye’s channel, stretching her young pussy wide while I positioned my throbbing cock head at Lena’s entrance. Both women were soaking wet, their arousal coating my fingers as I prepared them for the breeding of their lives.
“Oh God,” both women moaned in perfect unison as they felt me preparing them for fertilization—Lena gasping as my broad cock head pressed firmly against her dilated opening, while Skye cried out as the toy stretched her tight walls wide, preparing her to receive my seed.
“This is incredible,” Skye gasped, the toy working deep inside her channel while she watched me position myself at her mother’s entrance, both of them presenting their wombs for breeding. “I can feel how ready we both are—our bodies are begging to be fertilized.”
“Simultaneous breeding,” Lena panted, pushing back against my cock head with desperate need, her mature body primed for impregnation. “Exactly what we’ve been dreaming about—both of us taking your seed at the same moment, both wombs filled.”
I could see their arousal dripping steadily onto the mattress, both women beyond ready for the breeding they’d been craving. Their pussies were swollen and open, their bodies flushed with the need to be filled with my potent seed.
“Ready to be bred?” I asked, my voice rough with the primal need to claim both their wombs.
“We’ve been ready our whole lives,” they said in unison, their voices filled with desperate hunger for my genetic material.
At the crucial moment, I pulled the toy from Skye and immediately thrust into both women sequentially—first plunging deep into Lena’s pussy, then quickly switching to drive into Skye’s prepared channel, then back to Lena, creating the rapid alternation they craved while building toward the simultaneous climax.
“Move together,” I commanded, and both women started rocking back in perfect synchronization, their separate movements creating a harmony that made every thrust more intense.
The rhythm we established was perfect—switching between them rapidly while they took me in alternating strokes, their bodies moving in careful harmony while I rotated between their eager pussies. It was the most intimate and intense breeding session of my life.
“This is it,” Lena panted, feeling me drive deep into her womb. “This is what we were made for.”
“To be bred together,” Skye agreed, her voice getting higher as her arousal built while I filled her in turn. “To take your seed and become pregnant at the same moment.”
The physical logistics were challenging but incredibly rewarding. Every thrust into one woman built the pressure for the other, creating a breeding cycle that had both of them desperate for their final filling.
“Ready?” I asked, feeling my climax building to unprecedented levels as I prepared for the simultaneous finale.
“Ready,” they said in perfect unison, both positioning themselves for the final breeding moment.
“Now,” I announced, feeling my orgasm building beyond the point of control. “Both of you, right now, at the exact same time.”
At the critical moment, I drove deep into Lena’s pussy and exploded with devastating force. My cock swelled even thicker before erupting, sending thick rope after thick rope of potent breeding cum directly against her cervix. Her mature womb accepted every pulse of my seed while she screamed in ecstasy.
“Take it all!” I roared, feeling the first several massive spurts flood her depths. “I’m breeding you!”
Then, with lightning speed, I pulled my still-pulsing cock from Lena’s cum-filled pussy and immediately plunged balls-deep into Skye’s waiting channel. The transition was seamless—my cock never stopped erupting as I switched holes, now pumping the remainder of my explosive load directly into Skye’s eager womb.
“Both of you!” I growled as my cock continued to pulse, filling Skye’s tight channel with the rest of my breeding load. “Both wombs claimed!”
My climax seemed to go on forever—pulse after pulse of thick, potent cum painting both their inner walls white while they screamed their gratitude. Both pussies clamped down rhythmically, milking every precious drop from my cock as I bred them within seconds of each other.
“Yes!” both women screamed in perfect harmony, their voices echoing through the bedroom and probably the entire neighborhood. “Impregnate us! Fill our wombs! Make us pregnant with your superior genes!”
Their synchronized orgasms as they felt my hot seed flooding their depths created the most intense breeding experience of my life. I could feel their wombs accepting my cum, their bodies instinctively preparing for conception as waves of pleasure crashed through all three of us.
“Impregnated,” Lena gasped as she felt my thick breeding cum coating her cervix, her pussy walls contracting to hold every precious drop deep in her womb. “I can feel your seed taking root—perfect breeding.”
“Both of us pregnant,” Skye confirmed, her voice breaking with overwhelming emotion as she felt my hot cum spreading throughout her channel, her young body greedily accepting my genetic material. “Both carrying your children from this exact moment—we’re going to be mothers together.”
I could feel the mutation responding to the breeding, energy coursing through my body as my genetic material found its intended targets. This was what I’d been evolving toward—not just sexual pleasure, but actual reproduction, the creation of enhanced offspring.
The pheromone reading on my phone jumped dramatically from the intensity of the shared breeding climax—775 feet now, nearly covering the entire town. But there was something else too—a golden pulse of energy that seemed to radiate outward from our joined bodies, carrying the scent of successful fertilization to every woman within miles.
They were right. In the distance, I could hear car engines starting, doors slamming, voices calling out in the night. Women were leaving their homes, driven by biological imperative to seek out the source of their sudden arousal.
And they were all heading in our direction.
“They’re coming here,” I realized, moving to the window to see the first figures already walking down the street toward the townhouse. “All of them.”
“Perfect,” Lena said with a satisfied smile, her hand still pressed to her stomach. “Let them come. Let them see what true satisfaction looks like.”
“Let them see their future,” Skye added, her own hand resting on her belly where my seed was hopefully taking root. “Their master, their breeder, their genetic destiny.”
The first knock came at the front door just as the clock struck 11 PM.
Then another.
And another.
Soon there was a steady stream of knocking, ringing, calling from outside as more and more women arrived at our doorstep.
“This is what it was always going to be,” I said, understanding finally dawning.
“The awakening,” Lena confirmed. “Not just yours—everyone’s.”
“The beginning of the new world,” Skye added with a smile. “With you at the center.”
The pheromone pulse had been like dropping a stone in still water—ripples of influence expanding outward until they touched every woman in town. And now they were all coming to the source, drawn by biological programming they couldn’t resist and didn’t want to.
“Are you ready?” Lena asked, struggling to her feet despite the soreness between her legs.
“Ready for what?”
“To service your town,” Skye said simply. “To give every woman what she needs.”
“To breed anyone who wants it,” Lena added. “To become what you were always meant to be—the genetic future of Brookvale.”
The knocking was getting more insistent now, accompanied by voices I recognized—nurses from the hospital, professors from campus, customers from the restaurant, neighbors from the surrounding blocks.
All of them calling my name.
All of them begging to be let in.
“Logan,” Lena said, pressing a kiss to my chest while Skye clung to my side. “It’s time.”
I looked down at both women—potentially pregnant now, glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction, their bodies marked with my seed and their eyes bright with love and possession.
Then I looked toward the stairs, where the sounds of an increasingly desperate crowd were growing louder by the minute.
It was about to begin.




Chapter 25: Plume Dawn Cliff

Midnight.
The clock in the hallway chimed twelve times. But instead of the usual peaceful silence that settled over Brookvale at this hour, the night was alive with sound—car engines, footsteps, voices calling my name.
Through the bedroom window, I could see them coming.
Women streamed down every street leading to our cul-de-sac, drawn by the golden pulse that had erupted from me during the breeding session with Lena and Skye. They came on foot, in cars, some still in pajamas and robes like they’d left their beds the moment the pheromone wave hit them.
I recognized faces from across the town—nurses from the hospital, professors from campus, customers from the restaurant, neighbors I’d only seen in passing. All converging on the townhouse with the same desperate need written across their features.
“They’re beautiful,” Lena whispered from beside me, her hand still pressed protectively over her stomach. “Look how they move, like they’re in a trance of pure desire.”
“They’re here for you,” Skye added, cum still leaking down her thighs from our breeding session. “Every woman in Brookvale, all seeking the same thing we just received.”
The knocking at the front door had become a steady drumbeat, accompanied by voices I recognized and many I didn’t.
“Logan!” I heard Dana call out. “We know you’re in there!”
“Please!” came April’s voice, higher and more desperate. “We need you!”
“Open the door!” Professor Rowan’s clinical tone carried clearly. “This is for research!”
But underneath the individual voices was something else—a rising chorus of female moans and gasps as more women arrived and felt the full force of my concentrated pheromones. The air itself seemed thick with arousal.
“The whole female choir from the church,” Skye observed, pointing to a group of women in white robes who were walking up the street with their arms linked. “Even they couldn’t resist.”
She was right. Women who would normally be at home with their families, tucked safely in bed, had abandoned everything to seek me out. The biological imperative was stronger than social conditioning, stronger than marriage vows, stronger than anything they’d ever felt before.
Lena stood up slowly, wincing slightly at the soreness between her legs. “They need you,” she said simply. “And you need to give them what they’re seeking.”
“All of them?”
“As many as you can,” Skye confirmed, struggling to her own feet. “That’s what you were made for. That’s what the mutation has been building toward.”
I could hear the crowd gathering on the front porch now, dozens of voices blending together into a symphony of need and desire. Through the window, I could see more women arriving every minute—some I recognized, others complete strangers who’d somehow been drawn from the far reaches of town.
“The sirens,” Lena said suddenly, and I heard them too—emergency vehicles in the distance, their wails mixing with the church bells that had started ringing despite the late hour.
“They’re not coming to stop this,” Skye observed, watching the flashing lights approach. “They’re coming to join it.”
She was right. As the emergency vehicles got closer, I could see they were driven by women—female EMTs, police officers, even what looked like volunteer firefighters, all abandoning their duties to answer the same biological call.
“It’s time,” Lena said, moving toward the bedroom door. “Your harem is waiting.”
I followed them downstairs, my cock already hardening in anticipation of what was about to happen. The sound of the crowd grew louder as we approached the front door, and through the frosted glass, I could see the silhouettes of dozens of women pressed against the entrance.
Lena reached for the door handle, then paused and looked back at me.
“Ready to service your town?” she asked with a smile.
“Ready to become the stud you were always meant to be?” Skye added.
I nodded, feeling that familiar energy building under my skin—the mutation preparing for its ultimate expression.
Lena opened the door.
The crowd surged forward immediately, women spilling into the townhouse foyer with desperate eagerness. I recognized faces from throughout the week—Harper and Dana from the hospital, Beth the mail carrier, Ms. Patterson from the lecture hall, Coach Riley and her cheerleaders, the Washington family, employees from QuickBite, faculty from the college.
But there were also dozens of women I’d never seen before—housewives, professionals, students, even elderly women who moved with renewed vigor. All united by the same overwhelming need.
“Logan,” they chorused, reaching for me with eager hands. “Please.”
“One at a time,” Lena announced with maternal authority. “Form a line. Everyone gets their turn.”
“Starting with those who need it most,” Skye added, somehow managing to organize the chaos. “Pregnant women and those trying to conceive, to the front.”
I was amazed at how the crowd obeyed, forming an orderly line that stretched from the front door, through the living room, and out onto the porch. The organization was somehow more erotic than chaos would have been—all these women patiently waiting their turn to be serviced by me.
“The porch,” Professor Rowan suggested, appearing near the front of the line. “More space, better ventilation for pheromone circulation.”
The crowd agreed immediately, flowing out onto the covered front porch like water finding its level. Someone had thought to bring blankets and cushions, transforming the space into an impromptu bedroom under the stars.
And so it began.
The first woman was Harper from the hospital, still wearing scrubs from her night shift, the blue fabric stretched dangerously tight over her stacked D-cup figure. She approached with the clinical detachment I remembered, but her hands were shaking with overwhelming need, her pupils blown wide with desperate lust that had been building for hours.
“For medical research,” she said as I guided her down onto the cushioned porch, but her voice broke completely as I slowly parted her legs and positioned myself between them. “Oh God, Logan, I’ve been dreaming about this every night—your thick cock stretching me open and filling me with your breeding seed.”
I could see she was already soaking wet through her scrub pants, the fabric darkened with her arousal. I peeled them down her legs, revealing her bare pussy—completely shaved and glistening with thick arousal that had been flowing since she’d felt the pheromone pulse.
“Look how wet you are,” I said, running my fingers through her slick folds. “Your body is begging to be bred.”
“Yes,” she gasped, her back arching as I teased her swollen clit. “I’ve been dripping for hours. Please, I need you inside me.”
The crowd watched in respectful silence as I slowly entered her tight channel, her pussy lips stretching wide around my cock head as I filled her inch by inch. Harper’s eyes rolled back as she felt me penetrating her depths.
“So thick,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. “I can feel you touching my cervix—you’re going to breed me so deep.”
I started thrusting with steady, powerful strokes, watching her face contort with overwhelming pleasure. Her scrub top rode up as I pounded into her, revealing her magnificent D-cup breasts bouncing hypnotically with each impact, the heavy flesh rippling like waves.
“Harder,” she begged, her professional composure completely dissolving into desperate, animalistic need. “Breed me harder—I want to feel your cum painting my womb!”
I gripped her hips and gave her the brutal fucking she craved, my cock driving deep into her channel while she screamed for the entire neighborhood to hear. Her pussy was gripping me like a silk glove, her inner walls rippling and contracting around my shaft as she approached her climax.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced to the watching crowd. “Everyone watch me cum on his breeding cock!”
Her orgasm was explosive, her whole body convulsing as her pussy clamped down on me like a vice. The sensation triggered my own release, and I buried myself as deep as possible, my cock head pressing against her cervix as I exploded.
“Yes!” she screamed as she felt my hot seed flooding her womb, each pulse painting her inner walls white. “Breed me! Fill me with your superior genes!”
When I finally pulled out, thick streams of cum immediately began leaking from her stretched opening, evidence of the thorough breeding she’d received. Harper lay there panting, one hand pressed to her stomach where my seed was hopefully taking root.
“Thank you,” she whispered, tears of gratitude streaming down her face. “That was everything I hoped for.”
“Next,” Lena announced calmly, as if we were running some kind of fertility clinic, her voice carrying the authority of a woman who’d just been bred.
“Next,” Lena announced calmly, and Dana stepped forward eagerly.
Dana was second, her curvy Latina body already naked and glistening with arousal in the moonlight. She moved with the fluid grace of a dancer, her espresso hair falling in waves down her honey-bronze back while her magnificent E-cup breasts swayed hypnotically with each step. She bent over the porch railing without hesitation, presenting her thick hips and round ass to me and the watching crowd.
“This is what I’ve been waiting for,” she panted, looking back at me over her shoulder with molten caramel eyes that burned with need. “Not just kitchen play anymore—real breeding.”
I positioned myself behind her, my hands gripping her wide, soft hips while I admired the view. Her pussy was already soaking wet, the thick lips swollen and parted, her opening dilated and ready for my cock. The scent of her arousal mixed with the lingering spice of her restaurant work.
“Look how ready you are,” I said, running my cock head through her slick folds. “Your pussy is begging to be filled with my breeding seed.”
“Sí,” she gasped, her accent thickening with arousal. “I’ve been wet for hours, thinking about this moment. Please, fill my womb with your cum.”
I drove into her in one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her scorching channel. Dana’s scream echoed through the night air, a mix of Spanish and English that had the crowd murmuring with appreciation.
“Dios mío!” she cried out as I started pounding her from behind, her voice carrying across the porch. “So thick, so deep—I can feel you in my stomach!”
Her pussy was incredible—tight despite her experience, her inner walls rippling and massaging my shaft with each thrust. Her thick hips provided perfect leverage as I gripped them and drove into her again and again, the sound of skin slapping against skin mixing with her increasingly desperate cries.
“Harder!” she demanded in Spanish, then switched to English for the crowd. “Breed me harder—I want everyone to see how much I love this cock!”
Her dancer’s thighs trembled as I gave her the brutal fucking she craved, her pussy making wet squelching sounds that mixed with her screams of pleasure. Sweat beaded on her honey-bronze skin, making her glow in the porch lights as she took everything I could give her.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced to the crowd, her voice breaking with approaching climax. “Everyone watch me cum on his breeding cock—watch me get impregnated!”
Her orgasm was explosive, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vice while she screamed in a mixture of Spanish and English. The sensation triggered my own release, and I buried myself as deep as possible, my cock head pressing against her cervix as I exploded.
“Sí! Sí! Sí!” she screamed as she felt my hot seed flooding her womb, each powerful pulse painting her inner walls white with thick cum. “Breed me! Make me pregnant with your superior genes!”
I pumped what felt like gallons of cum into her eager womb, her body milking every drop while she continued to scream her gratitude to the night sky. When I finally pulled out, thick streams of my seed immediately began leaking from her stretched opening, evidence of the thorough breeding she’d received.
“Gracias,” she whispered, one hand pressed protectively to her stomach. “Thank you for choosing my womb for your seed.”
The crowd erupted in appreciative applause, phones capturing every moment of her breeding as she slowly straightened up, my cum still flowing down her thick thighs.
Third was Coach Riley, who strode forward with the same competitive confidence she brought to every challenge, her electric green eyes blazing with fire that had nothing to do with sports. Her auburn hair was pulled back in its signature undercut ponytail, and her perfectly sculpted athletic body moved with predatory grace.
“My turn, stud,” she announced to the crowd, already stripping off her black compression shorts and sports bra. Her body was a masterpiece of defined muscle—washboard abs, powerful thighs, and small but perfectly shaped breasts that stood proud on her chest. “But I want it rough. Rougher than you’ve ever given anyone.”
She braced herself against the porch pillars, gripping the white-painted wood while presenting her tight shelf booty to me and the watching audience. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, but I could see the challenge in her stance—she wanted to be dominated completely.
“Break me,” she demanded, looking back at me with those blazing green eyes. “Show them all what real submission looks like—make me your breeding bitch!”
I gripped her muscular hips with bruising force and drove into her in one savage thrust, filling her athletic channel completely. Riley’s scream was pure animal—raw, guttural, and echoing across the entire neighborhood.
“Fuck yes!” she roared, her voice carrying to every corner of the watching crowd. “That’s how you take an alpha female—with force!”
Her pussy was incredible—tighter than any woman I’d been with, her muscular walls gripping me like a steel trap designed to milk every drop from my cock. But she wasn’t satisfied with gentle treatment.
“Harder!” she demanded, slamming back against me with enough force to make the porch shake. “I want bruises! I want to feel this for weeks!”
I gave her exactly what she craved, pounding into her with brutal intensity that would have broken a lesser woman. My hips slapped against her firm ass with meaty sounds while her muscular body absorbed every impact with grateful screams.
“This is what I needed,” she gasped between thrusts, her knuckles white where she gripped the pillar. “Not some gentle breeding—I needed to be conquered, dominated, used like the desperate slut I really am!”
The crowd was mesmerized by her complete submission, phones capturing every moment as their tough coach was reduced to a screaming, desperate breeding bitch. Her usual control had evaporated completely under the assault of my cock.
“Look at me!” she screamed to the audience. “Look how your tough coach takes cock—like a bitch in heat begging to be bred!”
Her pussy was getting wetter and tighter with each brutal thrust, her arousal coating my cock like honey while her inner walls rippled and contracted around my shaft. I could feel her approaching climax as her body tensed.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced, her voice cracking with overwhelming pleasure. “Everyone watch me break—watch your coach become a breeding slut!”
Her orgasm was catastrophic, her whole athletic body convulsing as she came harder than I’d ever seen anyone come before. Her pussy clamped down on my cock with crushing force, milking me desperately while she howled like an animal.
The sight and sensation of her complete destruction triggered my own climax. I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, pumping thick load after load of cum into her athletic womb while she continued to scream her submission.
“Yes!” she roared as she felt my hot seed flooding her depths. “Breed me! Break me! Make me pregnant with your dominant genes!”
When I finally pulled out, she collapsed against the pillar, her legs shaking too badly to support her weight. Cum poured from her stretched pussy in thick streams, pooling on the porch floor beneath her.
“Perfect,” she whispered, one hand pressed to her stomach. “I’ve never been so thoroughly dominated. Thank you for showing me my place.”
The crowd gave her a standing ovation for her complete submission, their appreciation genuine and thunderous.
Fourth was Dean Alvarez, stepping forward with the commanding presence that had ruled the campus for decades. Even naked and desperate, she maintained her dignity, her mature body glowing in the moonlight like aged wine. Her silver-streaked black hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her dark eyes burned with the same authority she wielded in administrative meetings.
“My turn,” she announced with the same tone she used to dismiss troublesome faculty, arranging the blankets with precise movements before lying back like royalty. Her legs spread wide in perfect invitation, displaying her completely bare pussy that glistened with aristocratic arousal.
“For the advancement of human knowledge,” she declared to the watching crowd, her voice carrying its usual authority. But the moment I positioned myself between her thighs, her mask slipped completely. “Actually, fuck knowledge—just fuck me like the cock-hungry slut I’ve become for you!”
I drove into her experienced channel in one powerful thrust, and Carmen’s reaction was immediate and earth-shattering. Her back arched completely off the blankets as she screamed with the voice of a woman finally getting what she’d been craving for months.
“Yes!” she cried out, her authoritative voice carrying across the porch and into the street. “That’s exactly what I needed—student cock dominating the Dean’s mature pussy!”
Her channel was incredible—tighter than any woman her age had a right to be, with experienced muscles that knew exactly how to grip and massage my shaft. She used every technique she’d learned in fifty-two years of life, her pussy working my cock with masterful skill.
“This is what real authority looks like,” she announced to the watching crowd, her voice breaking with pleasure as I pounded into her missionary style. “A powerful woman submitting completely to superior genetic material!”
I gripped her mature hips and gave her the brutal fucking she craved, my cock driving deep into her channel while she screamed her submission for everyone to hear. Her body responded with the desperate hunger of someone who’d been denied this level of satisfaction for far too long.
“Harder!” she demanded, her nails raking down my back. “Show them how their Dean takes cock—like a desperate breeding whore who’s finally found her master!”
The crude language from this refined administrator was incredibly arousing. Her experienced pussy was getting tighter and wetter with each thrust, her inner walls beginning to flutter as her climax built to devastating proportions.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced with the same authority she used to adjourn meetings. “Everyone watch your Dean cum like a slut on superior student cock!”
Her orgasm was absolutely devastating—her whole mature body convulsing as she came harder than she had in decades, her pussy clamping down on my cock with desperate, milking force while she screamed her pleasure to the night sky.
The sight of the campus’s most powerful woman completely losing control triggered my own climax. I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, my cock pulsing as I pumped thick load after load of breeding cum into her grateful womb.
“Yes!” she screamed as she felt my seed flooding her depths. “Breed me! Fill the Dean’s mature womb with your superior genetics!”
When I finally pulled out, she lay there panting with both hands pressed protectively to her stomach, a satisfied smile gracing her aristocratic features.
“Best administrative decision I’ve ever made,” she said with regal satisfaction, earning thunderous applause from the appreciative crowd.
Fifth was shy Zoe, stepping forward with the same tentative grace she’d shown in our classroom encounter, her wire-rimmed glasses fogged with arousal and nervous excitement. Even in the midst of the porch orgy, she maintained her sweet, innocent demeanor, though her petite body was trembling with obvious need.
“Logan,” she whispered, her voice soft but carrying in the night air. “I’ve been waiting all week for this. Thank you for choosing me.”
I guided her down onto the soft blankets with gentle hands, treating her with the care her delicate nature deserved. Her petite frame looked even smaller beneath me, her shoulder-length auburn hair spread like silk around her flushed face.
“Are you sure about this?” I asked, positioning myself between her slender legs. “With everyone watching?”
“I want them to watch,” she said, her voice growing stronger with conviction. “I want everyone to see how much I love you—how much I need you inside me.”
Her pussy was already soaking wet, her inexperienced body preparing itself instinctively for breeding. I could see her hands trembling as she reached up to touch my chest.
“You’re so beautiful,” I told her, slowly entering her tight channel. Zoe’s eyes widened behind her glasses as she felt me stretching her open.
“Oh God,” she gasped, her back arching as I filled her completely. “You feel even bigger than in the classroom—I can feel you touching everything inside me.”
I started with slow, gentle thrusts, watching her face as she adjusted to my size. Her expressions were incredible—pure wonder mixed with overwhelming pleasure as she experienced every sensation.
“This is perfect,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of the watching crowd. “Thank you for being so gentle with me.”
But as her arousal built, she began demanding more. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, her hips rising to meet my thrusts with increasing eagerness.
“Harder,” she suddenly gasped, surprising both of us with her boldness. “I want to feel you breed me—I want to take all of you.”
I gave her what she asked for, increasing my pace while still maintaining the tenderness she deserved. Her small breasts bounced with each thrust, and I could see tears of overwhelming pleasure streaming down her cheeks.
“I love you,” she cried out suddenly, her voice carrying across the porch. “I love how you make me feel—like I’m the most important woman in the world!”
Her pussy was getting tighter around my cock, her inexperienced body responding with pure instinct as her climax approached. The crowd was watching with respectful silence, recognizing the emotional intimacy of our connection.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced softly, her voice breaking with emotion. “Please don’t stop—I want to cum on your cock while everyone watches.”
Her orgasm was beautiful—not explosive like the others, but deep and rolling, her whole body shuddering with waves of pure pleasure as she came around my cock. The sight of her innocent face twisted in ecstasy triggered my own release.
“Inside me,” she whispered urgently. “I want your baby—I want to carry your child.”
I buried myself deep and exploded, pumping my seed into her eager womb while she sobbed with gratitude and overwhelming emotion. Her pussy milked every drop, her body greedily accepting my genetic material.
“Thank you,” she repeated over and over as I filled her. “Thank you for choosing me, for breeding me, for making me yours.”
When I pulled out, she lay there glowing with satisfaction, one hand pressed to her stomach while tears of joy streamed down her face.
“I can feel it,” she whispered. “I can feel your seed taking root. Thank you for making me a mother.”
Sixth was April, stepping forward with a confidence that would have been impossible just days ago. No longer the nervous virgin who’d stammered through our first encounter, she was now a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.
“My turn,” she announced sweetly, but her voice carried a new authority as she approached the blankets. Her chestnut hair was loose around her shoulders, and her bambi-brown eyes sparkled with the confidence of someone who’d been thoroughly awakened sexually.
She was completely naked, her soft C-cup breasts perfect and natural, her plush hips swaying as she moved with newfound sexual grace. Her light olive skin showed a visible flush that crept from her chest up her neck—the same arousal response I’d noticed during her defloration.
“I want everyone to see how much I’ve learned,” she said, settling onto my lap in reverse cowgirl position so the entire crowd could watch her ride me. “How much you’ve taught me about being a real woman.”
She positioned herself over my cock and sank down slowly, taking me completely inside her experienced channel. Her pussy gripped me with skills she’d developed through our encounters—no longer the tight, inexperienced virgin, but a woman who knew how to use her body.
“Perfect,” she moaned, starting to ride me with confident strokes. “This is how a woman should feel—full of the cock that made her complete.”
Her soft C-cups bounced hypnotically as she rode me, her body on full display for the watching crowd while she proclaimed her sexual awakening to everyone present.
“Look at me!” she called out to the audience, her voice carrying across the porch. “This is what real satisfaction looks like—a woman who found her perfect match!”
The crowd was mesmerized by her transformation, phones capturing every moment as the shy waitress who’d been deflowered in public now rode me with the confidence of an experienced lover.
“Harder,” she demanded, her movements becoming more aggressive. “I want to feel you breed me—I want everyone to see how much I love this cock!”
Her pussy was getting tighter and wetter with each stroke, her inner walls rippling around my shaft as she built toward climax. The sound of her ass slapping against my thighs mixed with her increasingly desperate moans.
“I’m going to cum,” she announced to the crowd, her voice full of pride and arousal. “Everyone watch me cum like the cock-loving woman I’ve become!”
Her orgasm was confident and powerful, her body moving with perfect rhythm as she came around my cock while maintaining eye contact with the audience. She wanted them to see every expression, every moment of her pleasure.
The sight of her complete sexual confidence triggered my own climax. I gripped her hips and thrust up hard, burying myself deep as I exploded inside her eager womb.
“Yes!” she cried out as she felt my seed flooding her depths. “Breed me! Make me pregnant with your beautiful babies!”
When she finally lifted herself off my cock, cum immediately began streaming from her well-fucked pussy. She turned to face the crowd with a radiant smile.
“Thank you all for watching my journey,” she said with genuine warmth. “From virgin to woman to hopefully a mother. This is what dreams coming true looks like.”
The crowd erupted in applause for her beautiful transformation, their appreciation genuine and loving.
Seventh was Marcy, her massive G-cup breasts bouncing like waves as she took me missionary style on the porch blankets, her cafe-au-lait skin glistening with sweat while Big Mike filmed the whole encounter and cheered me on.
“That’s my boy!” he shouted as I buried myself in his wife’s fertile depths and exploded, flooding her womb with thick cum. “Give her those babies she’s been wanting!”
Eighth was Kayla, following her stepmother with equal enthusiasm, her younger DD-cup body gripping me with incredible tightness while she begged me to breed her, her smooth cafe con leche skin flushed with arousal as she took every inch I could give her.
Ninth was Beth the mail carrier, finally getting the encounter she’d been fantasizing about since the day she’d first inhaled my pheromones, her sturdy body accepting my cock with grateful sobs of relief.
“I’ve been driving past this house every day,” she confessed as I thrust deep into her married pussy. “Hoping for exactly this moment—to be bred by you.”
And tenth was a surprise—a woman I’d never seen before, probably in her thirties, with dark hair and Mediterranean features. She approached with tears streaming down her face, her body already trembling with need.
“I drove here from the next town over,” she explained as I positioned her on the blankets, her olive skin glowing in the dawn light. “I felt the pull from twenty miles away. Please, I need this—I need you to breed me.”
When I came inside her, filling the tenth womb of the night as the first golden rays of dawn appeared on the horizon, my seed flooding her depths while she screamed in multiple languages, the crowd erupted in the loudest celebration yet. But I could feel that this was just the beginning—there were still dozens of women waiting in line, and my enhanced body showed no signs of fatigue.
The mutation had evolved beyond human limitations.
As the sun crested the horizon, painting Brookvale in shades of gold and pink, I looked out at the line of women still waiting for their turn. The porch, the front yard, the entire street was filled with eager faces and willing bodies.
In the distance, church bells were ringing—not the usual call to Sunday worship, but something celebratory, joyous, like the whole town was marking a new beginning.
“How do you feel?” Lena asked, appearing beside me with Skye. Both women were wrapped in silk robes but glowing with satisfaction, their bodies still marked by our recent breeding session.
“Incredible,” I said honestly. “Like I could do this forever.”
“Good,” Skye said with a smile. “Because forever is exactly what we have in mind.”
Through the crowd of waiting women, I could see more arriving every minute. News trucks, curious onlookers, women from surrounding towns who’d somehow heard about what was happening in Brookvale.
The mutation had gone viral in every sense of the word.
“This is just the beginning,” Lena said, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “The first day of the new world.”
“Our world,” Skye added possessively. “With you at the center of it all.”
I looked out at the sea of eager faces, at the line of women that stretched down the block, at the sunrise painting everything in golden light. Then I looked at the woman at the front of the line—a gorgeous brunette in her thirties who was practically trembling with need.
“Next,” I said, stepping forward with renewed energy.
The brunette’s face lit up with joy and relief as I approached her. Behind her, the line of women stretched endlessly, each face filled with the same desperate hunger, the same biological need that had driven them here.
I was ready to service them all.
The new day had arrived, and it was going to be a very busy one.
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Professor Vanessa Stone - thirty-two, scandalously busty, and about to discover her smartest student already knows tomorrow’s stock prices.

Power snowballs when Michael grabs tomorrow’s hottest domain names, flips early tech shares before the boom, and bets the March Madness brackets like a prophet. But fast money breeds faster enemies, especially Derek Hunter, a trust-fund predator determined to crush Michael’s reboot before the harem is even official.

Time-travel cheat codes. Campus domination. Hot MILF, steamy coeds, no regrets.

Second Chance College Harem is a high-heat, male-POV progression fantasy loaded with explicit group scenes, strategic gains, and a feel-good power rush
My Pregnant Harem (MILF Club)
 
Five frustrated suburban moms. One broke personal trainer. And a secret club devoted to one scandalous obsession: getting pregnant, again and again.

When struggling trainer Mason Blake accepts an innocent-sounding job, he’s expecting yoga mats and smoothies, not a fertility-fueled harem determined to get him out of debt, and deep inside their bellies. The gorgeous wives of an exclusive gated community want one thing their older husbands can’t provide: a virile young stud who's never heard of "protection."

Inside the neighborhood’s hush-hush MILF Club, Mason’s days quickly fill with private sessions, ovulation calendars, and wine-cellar rendezvous. But soon, jealousy simmers, rivalries ignite, and a leaked shower video threatens to expose the club’s scandalous pact to the whole city.

If Mason wants to keep his new life: full of round bellies, hungry MILFs, and thrillingly risky desires. He’ll have to step up, embrace his role as king of the neighborhood, and prove no scandal can stop these mothers-in-heat.

MILF Club kicks off the scorching new My Pregnant Harem series, a world or harem erotica and romance stuffed full of breeding kink, age-gap thrills, lactation play, and a proudly dominant hero who never crosses the line of consent. Plenty of heat, and a cliffhanger that'll leave you craving more.

All characters are 18+, enthusiastically consenting, and unrelated.
My Secret Harem (Hot MILF & Her Twin Daughters)
 
Blistering MILF, taboo twin sisters, and red-hot age-gap action packed into one addictive harem series.

When broke college swimmer Alex Parker moved in with his friend’s mom and her two eighteen-year-old daughters, he had no idea he’d end up owning all three—body and soul.

In the sun-soaked suburb of Bright Cove, he finds himself tangled up in forbidden temptation with:

Veronica Greene, the insanely curvy, recently divorced MILF who takes pride in rewarding good behavior.

Lucy Greene, her sweet, bratty, pink-haired daughter, determined to steal Alex from under her mom’s nose.

Helen Greene, Lucy’s goth twin sister, whose icy glare hides a craving she swears she'll never surrender to.

Acrossseven scorching books, Alex dominates this taboo household, mastering mom and daughters alike, turning rivalry into desire and desire into irresistible surrender.

Perfect for fans of taboo family dynamics, college age-gap romances, older woman fantasies, and explicit harem erotica.

All characters 18+. Fully consensual. No direct sexual touching between family members. High heat. Adult readers only.
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