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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

Ken Flanigan had long since accepted his place in the summer chemistry class: he was furniture.

Twenty-two years old, average height, average build, with messy brown hair that never quite cooperated and a quiet personality that blended perfectly into the background. He was the only guy in a class full of women who treated him like he had the invisibility superpower no one wanted. They only noticed him when they needed his perfectly organized lab notes or the answers to last night’s homework. Otherwise? He might as well have been a spare lab stool.

His lab partner, Sophie Fields, was the worst offender — and the hottest reminder of his invisible status.

Sophie was twenty-one, blonde, and built like every guy’s summer school fantasy come to life. Long, toned legs that looked incredible in tiny denim shorts, perky C-cup tits that strained delightfully against whatever tight top she wore, a tight little waist, and a pretty face with bright blue eyes and full lips that could launch a thousand late-night fantasies. She had that effortless California-girl vibe — confident, a little sassy, and completely out of his league.

To her, though, Ken was just the quiet nerd who kept the beakers clean and didn’t slow her down. She’d barely spoken ten words to him all semester that didn’t involve an eye-roll or a breezy “Can I see your notes real quick?”

Today was shaping up to be no different.

It was a hot Thursday afternoon, the kind where the community college air conditioning struggled to keep up. Most of the class had already bailed early, leaving the lab nearly empty except for Ken and Sophie. They were finishing up their big group project on pheromones and how certain chemical compounds could influence behavior and attraction.

Sophie was leaning over the workbench in a thin white tank top that clung to her curves from the heat and tiny denim shorts that rode up her thighs every time she shifted. Her blonde hair was tied up in a messy ponytail, a few strands sticking to her lightly sweaty neck. She looked incredible — and completely uninterested in the guy standing two feet away from her.

Ken tried not to stare as he carefully measured out the reagents for their final test mixture. The project required creating several synthetic pheromone analogs and observing their effects in controlled conditions. Simple enough on paper. Dangerous when your hand slipped because you were distracted by the way Sophie’s tank top was riding up her back.

“Shit—”

The beaker tipped. A thick, sweet-smelling cloud erupted outward in a sudden hazy burst, coating Ken’s shirt, arms, neck, and face in a fine, sticky mist. The scent hit him immediately — warm and almost candy-like at first, but with something deeper and musky underneath that made his head feel strangely light.

He coughed, waving his hand in front of his face. “Fuck, that was stupid. Sorry, Sophie, I—”

He stopped mid-sentence.

Sophie was staring at him.

Not the usual bored, slightly annoyed stare he was used to. Her bright blue eyes were wide, pupils blown huge. Her lips were parted, and she was breathing deeper than before, her chest rising and falling noticeably under that thin tank top. A faint flush had crept up her neck and across her cheeks, making her look suddenly, intensely… turned on.

“Ken…” she said slowly, her voice lower and breathier than he’d ever heard it. “What the hell is that smell?”

She took an involuntary step closer, nostrils flaring as she inhaled again. Her thighs pressed together just slightly, and Ken watched, stunned, as her nipples visibly hardened against the fabric of her tank top.

Ken blinked, heart suddenly hammering. “Uh… I think I mixed the wrong batch. It’s supposed to be one of the pheromone test compounds, but I must have swapped the ratios or something—”

Sophie didn’t seem to be listening. She leaned in even closer, eyes half-lidded, and took a long, slow breath right near his neck. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her throat.

“God… that smells so fucking good,” she murmured, sounding genuinely surprised at her own words. Her hand twitched like she wanted to touch him but was fighting it.

Ken’s mouth went dry. Sophie Fields had never looked at him like this. Never. She was practically squirming now, shifting her weight from foot to foot, her breathing shallow and quick. The flush on her cheeks had deepened, and she kept biting her lower lip.

For one electric, heart-stopping moment, he thought she was going to kiss him right there in the middle of the lab.

Instead, she shook her head hard, like she was trying to clear cobwebs from her brain, and took a shaky step back. Her hands gripped the edge of the workbench for support.

“I… I need some air,” she said quickly, her voice unsteady. She grabbed her bag, avoiding his eyes. “This is… weird. Let’s just meet up later tonight to compare notes and finish the write-up. My place. Eight o’clock. Text me for the address.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She practically fled the lab, cheeks burning bright red, leaving Ken standing there covered in the strange sweet haze, completely stunned and more than a little confused.

He looked down at his mist-coated shirt and muttered to himself, “What the fuck just happened?”

Little did he know, the real experiment had only just begun.

Ken spent the rest of the afternoon in a daze. He went home, showered, and changed into a clean t-shirt and jeans, but the memory of Sophie’s reaction kept replaying in his head. The way her eyes had gone dark, the way she’d leaned in and breathed him in like he was the best thing she’d ever smelled… it didn’t make any sense. Sophie had never given him the time of day. Now she was inviting him to her place?

He told himself it was probably just the weird chemical reaction and that she’d be back to normal by evening. Still, he couldn’t shake the nervous excitement buzzing in his chest.

At 7:50 p.m., he pulled up to Sophie’s apartment complex — a modest student housing building near campus. He texted her that he was outside, and she buzzed him in almost immediately.

When she opened the door to her small, neatly kept apartment, Ken’s jaw nearly dropped.

Sophie had clearly showered and changed since the lab. She was wearing a soft pink tank top that hugged her perky tits perfectly and a pair of tiny black shorts that showed off her long, smooth legs. Her blonde hair was down now, falling in loose waves around her shoulders. She smelled like vanilla body wash, but the moment Ken stepped inside, her nostrils flared again and her eyes widened just like they had in the lab.

“Ken,” she said, her voice already sounding a little breathy. “You’re… here.”

“Yeah,” he replied, trying to play it cool even though his pulse was racing. “Ready to compare notes?”

She nodded, but her gaze kept drifting over him, lingering on his chest and neck. She closed the door behind him and gestured toward the small living room where her laptop and project notes were spread out on the coffee table.

They tried to work. For about ten minutes, they sat side by side on the couch, going over data and observations. But Sophie kept scooting closer. Her thigh pressed against his. She kept “accidentally” brushing her arm against his. Every few seconds she’d inhale deeply, her eyelids fluttering.

Finally, she set her notebook down with a frustrated little huff.

“Okay, this is ridiculous,” she muttered. “Ever since the lab this afternoon, I can’t stop thinking about how you smell. It’s driving me crazy, Ken. Like… actually crazy.”

Ken’s heart thudded hard. This was it. The moment where reality would snap back and she’d laugh it off.

But Sophie didn’t laugh.

Instead, she turned toward him fully, her blue eyes dark with unmistakable lust. “I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s like my whole body is on fire just sitting next to you.”

She leaned in slowly, giving him every chance to pull away. When he didn’t, her lips brushed his in a tentative kiss that quickly turned hungry.

Ken’s brain short-circuited. Sophie Fields was kissing him. Not only that — she was moaning softly into his mouth, her hands already sliding under his shirt.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she whispered against his lips, “but I need you. Right now.”

What followed was pure, desperate heat.

Sophie climbed into his lap, straddling him on the couch as she kissed him like she was starving. Her hands roamed greedily over his chest while she ground herself against the growing bulge in his jeans.

“Fuck, Ken… I’ve never wanted anyone this bad,” she gasped, pulling back just enough to yank her tank top over her head. Her perky tits bounced free, nipples already hard and begging for attention. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her breasts, moaning loudly as he squeezed.

Ken’s confidence surged. He didn’t overthink it. He kissed her neck, sucked on her nipples until she was whimpering, then stood up with her still wrapped around him and carried her to the bedroom.

Sophie was wild. The second they hit the bed, she shoved him onto his back and practically ripped his jeans off. Her eyes widened with hungry approval when she saw how hard he was.

“Look at you,” she purred, wrapping her fingers around his cock and stroking slowly. “I can’t believe I never noticed how fucking hot you are.”

She didn’t waste time with more foreplay. Sophie pushed her shorts and panties down in one smooth motion, revealing her smooth, already dripping pussy. She climbed on top of him, positioned herself, and sank down onto his cock in one long, desperate stroke.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, head falling back as she took him to the hilt. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

Then she started riding him like she was possessed.

Sophie’s hips rolled and bounced with raw, frantic need. Her perky tits bounced hypnotically as she rode him hard and fast, hands planted on his chest for leverage. Every downward thrust was accompanied by a breathy moan or a filthy little gasp.

“Ken… fuck… I’ve never wanted anyone this bad,” she panted, her blonde hair wild around her face. “It’s like I can’t get enough of you. Your cock feels perfect. Don’t stop — please don’t stop.”

Ken gripped her hips, thrusting up to meet her, loving the way her tight pussy clenched around him. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies filled the room along with Sophie’s increasingly loud moans.

She leaned forward, pressing her tits against his chest as she rode him even harder, grinding her clit against him with every stroke.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered. “Fuck, I’m so close already…”

Her orgasm hit her like a wave. Sophie cried out, her body shuddering as her pussy pulsed and squeezed around him. She kept riding through it, desperate and unrelenting, until Ken couldn’t hold back anymore.

With a groan, he thrust up deep inside her and came hard, filling her with pulse after pulse while she moaned encouragement in his ear.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, panting heap.

Sophie kissed his neck softly, still trembling from aftershocks. “That was… insane,” she whispered, sounding dazed and satisfied. “I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

Ken lay there, heart pounding, staring at the ceiling with a stunned grin on his face.

The pheromone mist had to be magic. There was no other explanation.

Little did he know, the real magic was only just getting started — and it had very little to do with chemistry.


Chapter Two

Ken Flanigan walked into chemistry class the next morning like he owned the damn building.

He wasn’t sure what had changed overnight, but he felt different. After the mind-blowing night with Sophie — the way she’d ridden him like a woman possessed, moaning how she’d never wanted anyone so badly — he’d woken up with a cocky little grin he couldn’t wipe off his face. He’d even caught himself whistling while he got dressed.

The pheromone mist had to be the reason. There was no other explanation for how Sophie Fields, the hottest girl in class, had gone from barely tolerating him to desperately fucking him senseless in her apartment.

He strolled into the classroom carrying that confidence like a new cologne. The usual crowd of female students was already there, notebooks open, chatting quietly. A few of them glanced his way as he walked past. Nothing dramatic, but… more than usual. He swore one or two noses twitched, like they were picking up something interesting in the air.

Professor Mia Valentina stood at the front of the room, writing the day’s objectives on the whiteboard.

At thirty-seven, Professor Valentina was a walking wet dream. She was a curvy Latina goddess — full, heavy breasts that strained against every blouse she wore, wide hips, a thick but toned ass, and long dark wavy hair that she usually kept pinned up in a professional twist. Today she had on a crisp white blouse that was just a touch too tight across her chest and a black pencil skirt that hugged her thick thighs and round ass like it had been painted on. Her heels clicked authoritatively as she moved.

All semester she had been ice-cold toward Ken. Polite, professional, and completely disinterested. She called on him only when she needed a correct answer, and her feedback on his work was always curt and clinical.

Today felt different.

As soon as Ken took his seat near the back, Professor Valentina’s dark eyes flicked toward him. She paused mid-sentence, nostrils flaring ever so slightly. Her full lips parted for a fraction of a second before she recovered.

“Mr. Flanigan,” she said, her voice smooth and rich with the faintest hint of a Spanish accent, “I’d like to see you in my office after class to discuss your pheromone project. There seem to be… some irregularities in yesterday’s lab work.”

Ken’s stomach flipped with nervous excitement. “Yes, Professor.”

The rest of the lecture passed in a blur. He could barely focus. Every time Professor Valentina turned to write on the board, his eyes dropped to the way her pencil skirt stretched across her generous ass. When she faced the class again, he noticed her cheeks looked a little flushed and her nipples were faintly visible through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Class finally ended. Students filed out, but Professor Valentina caught Ken’s eye and tilted her head toward her office door at the back of the lab.

“Mr. Flanigan. Now, please.”

Ken followed her, heart pounding. The moment they stepped inside her small, cluttered office — shelves lined with textbooks, a large wooden desk covered in papers, and the faint scent of her floral perfume mixed with lab chemicals — she closed the door and turned the lock with a soft click.

The sound sent a jolt straight to his cock.

Professor Mia Valentina leaned back against the door, her curvy body on full display. Her dark eyes were already glassy with unmistakable hunger.

“Ken,” she said, her voice lower and huskier than he’d ever heard it in class. “What on earth did you do in the lab yesterday?”

She took a slow step toward him, breathing deeply through her nose. Her chest rose and fell, straining the buttons of her blouse.

“I… I had a little accident with one of the pheromone compounds,” Ken replied, trying to keep his voice steady. “A mist got on me. Why? Is something wrong?”

Mia’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “Wrong? No. Not wrong at all.”

She closed the remaining distance between them until she was close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. She inhaled again, deeper this time, and let out a soft, needy sound.

“That scent… it’s doing things to me, Ken. Things a professor should not be feeling toward her student.” Her hand came up and rested lightly on his chest. “I’ve been thinking about you nonstop since I caught that first whiff this morning. I tried to fight it. I really did. But I can’t stop imagining what it would feel like to have you bend me over this desk and fuck me senseless.”

Ken’s cock hardened instantly. This was Professor Mia Valentina — the strict, untouchable goddess who had barely looked at him all semester — practically begging him with her eyes.

He decided to lean into the confidence that had worked so well with Sophie the night before.

“Then maybe we should test the formula properly,” he said, his voice dropping. “Right here. Right now.”

Mia’s breath hitched. A visible shiver ran through her curvy frame.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Test it on me, Ken. Use me.”

She turned around slowly, placed both hands on the edge of her desk, and arched her back, pushing her thick ass toward him. The pencil skirt stretched tight across her generous curves.

Ken didn’t hesitate.

He stepped up behind her, running his hands over the smooth fabric of her skirt before sliding them up her thighs, pushing the material higher until it bunched around her waist. She was wearing black lace panties that barely covered anything. He hooked his fingers into the waistband and slowly dragged them down her legs, letting them pool around her heels.

Mia moaned softly at the exposure. “That’s it… look at what you’re doing to your professor.”

Ken freed his throbbing cock from his jeans and rubbed the thick head along her already slick folds. She was soaking wet — dripping with arousal.

“Fuck, Professor,” he groaned. “You’re so wet for me.”

“Because of you,” she panted, pushing back against him. “That scent… it’s making me ache. I need you inside me. Now.”

He gripped her wide hips and pushed forward in one smooth, powerful thrust, burying himself deep in her tight, velvety heat.

Mia cried out, her head falling forward. “Oh my God… yes! You’re so big, Ken. Fill your teacher up.”

He started fucking her with long, hard strokes — dominant and confident. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the small office. Every thrust made her heavy breasts bounce inside her blouse, and her thick ass rippled beautifully with the impact.

Mia was vocal as hell.

“Harder,” she demanded, pushing back to meet him. “Fuck your professor harder. I’ve been so strict with you all semester… now punish me.”

Ken obliged, gripping her hips tighter and pounding into her with deep, punishing strokes. The desk creaked under the force. Mia’s moans grew louder, more desperate.

“Yes… just like that! You’re making me feel so good. I’ve never been fucked like this in my office before.”

She reached back with one hand and spread herself wider for him, completely lost in the pleasure.

Ken leaned over her, one hand sliding up to squeeze one of her massive breasts through her blouse while the other kept her pinned to the desk.

“You like being my little teacher slut?” he growled, surprising even himself with how naturally the dirty talk came.

Mia whimpered in delight. “Yes! God, yes… I’m your favorite student’s dirty little secret. Use me, Ken. Fill me up.”

Her words drove him wild. He fucked her faster, deeper, the wet squelching sounds of her dripping pussy echoing with every thrust.

Mia’s legs started to shake. “I’m close… I’m so close. Don’t pull out. Come inside me. Please, Ken — come deep inside your professor.”

The begging in her voice pushed him over the edge.

With a deep groan, Ken buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside her, pumping rope after thick rope of cum deep into her welcoming pussy. Mia came at the same time, her walls clenching and pulsing around him as she cried out his name.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both panting heavily.

Finally, Ken pulled out slowly, watching a trickle of his cum leak down her inner thigh. Professor Mia Valentina looked thoroughly fucked — blouse disheveled, skirt bunched around her waist, hair messy, face flushed with satisfaction.

She turned around, still breathing hard, and gave him a wicked, sated smile.

“My favorite student,” she purred, reaching down to gently stroke his softening cock. “We’re going to have to discuss this project much more thoroughly from now on.”

Ken zipped himself up, still buzzing with adrenaline and disbelief.

The pheromones were clearly still working overtime.

He left her office with Professor Mia leaning against her desk, dazed, dripping, and already texting someone on her phone with a secret little smile on her face.

As he walked back toward the parking lot, Ken couldn’t stop grinning.

If this was what one little chemical accident could do… the rest of the summer was going to be fucking incredible.


Chapter Three

Ken was riding an unbelievable high.

Two days after the pheromone accident, he had already fucked two of the hottest women on campus: Sophie had ridden him like a woman possessed in her apartment, and Professor Mia Valentina had begged him to bend her over her desk and fill her up during office hours. Both women had gone from completely indifferent to desperately addicted in the span of one afternoon.

He was starting to believe the chemical mist was actual magic.

That Friday afternoon, Ken headed to the quiet upper floor of the campus library to work on the next section of the pheromone project. The building was nearly empty — most students had already left for the weekend. He found a private study room tucked away in the corner and spread his notes across the table.

He had been there for about twenty minutes when the door opened softly.

Lin Chen slipped inside.

The petite Chinese foreign exchange student was a quiet beauty — barely five-foot-two, with silky black hair that fell straight down her back, delicate features, smooth porcelain skin, and a tight little body that her modest summer clothes couldn’t quite hide. She was taking extra classes before transferring to a big university in the fall. All semester she had been polite but distant, always sitting near the front, taking meticulous notes, and barely glancing in Ken’s direction.

Today, she was wearing a simple white blouse and a short pleated skirt that showed off her slim legs. The moment she stepped into the small room and closed the door behind her, her dark eyes widened.

“Ken…” she whispered, her soft voice carrying a gentle accent. She took a slow breath in through her nose, then another. A visible shiver ran through her small frame.

Ken looked up from his notes, surprised. “Lin? Hey. Did you need the room or—”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she leaned back against the closed door, biting her lower lip as she stared at him with suddenly hungry eyes.

“You smell… different,” she said softly. “Really, really good. Like something I can’t explain.”

Ken felt that familiar surge of confidence. The same surge that had worked so well with Sophie and Professor Valentina.

He stood up slowly and walked toward her. “Is that so?”

Lin’s cheeks flushed pink. She was clearly fighting herself, but losing badly. Her small hands fidgeted with the hem of her skirt as she shifted her weight from foot to foot.

“I… I came here to study,” she murmured, her voice trembling slightly. “But the moment I walked in and smelled you… my body just… reacted. It’s embarrassing how wet I got so fast.”

Ken’s cock twitched in his jeans. Hearing shy little Lin Chen talk like that was insanely hot.

He stopped just inches away from her. “You don’t have to be embarrassed, Lin. Tell me what you want.”

She looked up at him, her dark eyes glassy with lust. “I want… I want you to show me what American boys can do,” she whispered, her accent making the words sound even filthier. “I’ve never done anything like this before, but right now I can’t stop thinking about it.”

That was all the invitation Ken needed.

He cupped her delicate face and kissed her gently at first. Lin melted instantly, letting out a soft, needy whimper against his mouth. Her small hands clutched at his shirt as the kiss quickly turned deeper and hungrier.

“You taste good too,” she breathed when they broke apart for air. “Everything about you is making me crazy.”

Ken slid his hands down her sides, feeling her tiny waist and the gentle flare of her hips. He slowly unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a simple white bra that barely contained her small, perky breasts. Lin blushed furiously but didn’t stop him. Instead, she reached behind her back and unclasped it herself, letting it fall away.

Her nipples were already hard little peaks.

Ken leaned down and took one into his mouth, sucking gently. Lin gasped, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud.

“Ah… that feels so good,” she moaned quietly, trying — and failing — to stay quiet. “No one has ever touched me like this…”

He switched to the other nipple, licking and sucking while his hand slid up her smooth thigh under her skirt. His fingers found her panties already soaked through. Lin whimpered and spread her legs a little wider for him.

“You’re dripping, Lin,” he murmured against her breast.

“Because of you,” she panted. “Please… I need more.”

Ken gently turned her around so she was facing the door, then slowly pulled her skirt and panties down her slim legs. Her ass was small, tight, and perfectly shaped — a tiny bubble butt that made his mouth water.

He dropped to his knees behind her and spread her cheeks, dragging his tongue slowly along her slick folds from behind.

Lin cried out, slapping a hand over her mouth to muffle the sound. “Ken! Oh my god… that’s so dirty… don’t stop…”

He licked her eagerly, savoring her sweet, clean taste while she trembled and whimpered. Her legs shook as he focused on her swollen clit, flicking his tongue rapidly until she was grinding back against his face.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped in a high, desperate whisper. “Ken… I’m coming!”

Her small body convulsed as her first orgasm hit. Ken kept licking her through it, drawing out every shudder and soft cry until she was panting and barely able to stand.

When he finally stood up, Lin turned around on shaky legs, eyes wild with lust. She dropped to her knees in front of him, fumbling with his jeans until she freed his hard cock.

Her dark eyes widened with genuine awe. “It’s so big…” she whispered, wrapping her small hand around him.

She leaned forward and took him into her warm, wet mouth, sucking eagerly even though she clearly had limited experience. The sight of shy Lin Chen on her knees, trying her best to please him with her pretty little mouth, was one of the hottest things Ken had ever seen.

After a few minutes of her enthusiastic but inexperienced sucking, Ken gently pulled her up.

“Turn around,” he told her softly.

Lin obeyed immediately, bracing her hands against the door and arching her back to present her tight little ass and dripping pussy to him.

Ken rubbed the head of his cock along her slick entrance, teasing her until she was whimpering with need.

“Please, Ken,” she begged quietly. “Put it inside me. I want to feel you.”

He pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, savoring the incredible tightness of her virgin-like pussy. Lin moaned long and low as he stretched her open, her small body trembling.

When he bottomed out, she let out a shaky breath. “You’re so deep… it feels so full…”

Ken started thrusting — slow and deep at first, then gradually faster. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the small study room. Lin tried desperately to stay quiet, biting her lip and whimpering into her arm, but every deep stroke drew out another soft, needy moan.

“Harder,” she eventually whispered, surprising him. “Fuck me harder, Ken. I can take it.”

He gripped her narrow hips and gave her what she asked for, pounding into her tight little body with steady, powerful strokes. Lin’s moans grew higher and more desperate.

“I love it,” she gasped. “Your cock feels so good inside me… I’ve never felt anything like this…”

Ken reached around and rubbed her clit while he fucked her. Lin’s legs buckled as another orgasm crashed through her. Her tight pussy clenched and pulsed around him, milking his cock beautifully.

The sensation pushed Ken over the edge. With a low groan he buried himself deep and came hard, filling her with thick ropes of cum while she whimpered and trembled through her own release.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both breathing heavily.

When Ken finally pulled out, a trickle of his cum leaked down Lin’s inner thigh. She turned around, flushed and glowing, and gave him a shy but very satisfied smile.

“That was… incredible,” she whispered, still catching her breath. “I’ve never come so hard in my life.”

She pulled him down for a soft, lingering kiss.

“I want to do this again,” she said quietly, her dark eyes sparkling. “Soon.”

Ken helped her get dressed, both of them stealing little touches and kisses the whole time. As they left the study room together, Lin slipped her hand into his for a moment before letting go, blushing furiously.

Ken walked out of the library with another huge grin on his face.

Three women in three days.

The pheromone mist was clearly still working its magic.

And he was just getting started.


Chapter Four

Ken Flanigan was starting to feel unstoppable.

By Saturday afternoon, the summer sun was blazing, and he had already claimed three incredible women in less than forty-eight hours. Sophie had ridden him like a woman possessed. Professor Mia had begged him to fill her up over her office desk. Shy little Lin Chen had trembled and whispered filthy things while he fucked her against the study room door.

Each one had gone from indifferent to addicted the moment they got a good whiff of him.

The pheromone mist was clearly still working its magic, and Ken was done playing small. He carried himself differently now — shoulders back, chin up, a cocky little smirk that felt completely natural.

He decided to take a walk across campus to clear his head and enjoy the high. The community college had a small equestrian program attached to the agricultural wing, and the stables were open to students on weekends. Ken wasn’t much of a horse guy, but the quiet, earthy smell of hay and leather sounded relaxing after the whirlwind of the last few days.

He wandered into the shaded stable area, the air thick with the warm scent of fresh hay, polished leather, and horses. Sunlight filtered through the high windows, casting golden beams across the wooden stalls. It was peaceful. Almost empty.

Almost.

Carol Booth was brushing down a sleek chestnut mare in the third stall.

She was exactly the kind of girl who made guys feel small just by existing. Tall, elegant, with long, straight platinum-blonde hair tied back in a perfect ponytail, high cheekbones, and icy blue eyes that always looked like they were judging you. Her body was athletic and toned from years of riding — perky B-cup breasts, a narrow waist that flared into a firm, heart-shaped ass, and long, sculpted legs currently hugged by tight tan riding breeches. She wore a crisp white sleeveless polo shirt that showed off her toned arms and a hint of cleavage.

Carol came from money. She made sure everyone knew community college was “beneath her” while she waited to transfer to an Ivy League school in the fall. All summer she had openly sneered at Ken — rolling her eyes when he answered questions in class, calling him “the little lab rat” behind his back, and once loudly wondering why “someone like him” was even in the same building as her.

Today, she didn’t notice him at first.

Ken leaned against a wooden post a few feet away, watching her brush the horse with smooth, confident strokes. The scent of hay and horse mixed with something faintly floral — probably her expensive shampoo.

He cleared his throat.

Carol turned, and her expression immediately soured.

“Oh. It’s you,” she said, her voice dripping with practiced disdain. She looked him up and down like he was something stuck to the bottom of her riding boot. “What are you doing here, Flanigan? Come to muck stalls for extra credit?”

Ken just smiled — calm, confident, and unbothered. “Just taking a walk. Nice horse.”

Carol huffed and turned back to the mare, flicking her ponytail over her shoulder. “Yes, well, some of us actually have real hobbies. Not everyone spends their time mixing chemicals like a basement dweller.”

She kept brushing, clearly expecting him to slink away like he always had before.

But Ken didn’t move. He stepped a little closer, letting the warm afternoon breeze carry his scent toward her.

Carol stiffened.

She inhaled sharply — once, then again. Her brushing slowed. Her thighs pressed together visibly inside those tight riding breeches. A faint flush crept up her elegant neck.

“What… is that?” she muttered, more to herself than to him. She turned around slowly, nostrils flaring as she took another deep breath. Her icy blue eyes widened, pupils dilating.

Ken tilted his head, smirking. “Something wrong, Carol?”

She tried to recover her haughty mask, but it was cracking fast. “You smell… different. Ridiculous, really. Like some cheap cologne mixed with… something else.” Her voice wavered. She shifted her weight, squeezing her thighs again. “It’s… distracting.”

Ken took another step forward, closing the distance until he was only a couple feet away. The stable was quiet except for the soft sounds of horses shifting in their stalls.

“You’ve been a real bitch to me all summer,” he said casually, voice low and steady. “Sneering at me. Calling me names behind my back. Acting like I’m beneath you.”

Carol’s cheeks flushed deeper. She opened her mouth to snap back, but the words seemed to die in her throat. Instead, she bit her lip, eyes dropping to his chest, then lower.

“I… I don’t know what’s happening,” she whispered, sounding genuinely confused. “This is insane. You’re still the same loser from class, but right now I…” She trailed off, breathing harder.

Ken decided to call her bluff completely.

He reached out and gently but firmly took the brush from her hand, setting it aside. Then he cupped her chin, forcing her to look up at him.

“You want me, don’t you?” he said, voice confident. “All that posh attitude, and deep down you’re dying for the ‘loser’ to bend you over and fuck you stupid.”

Carol’s breath hitched. For a second she looked like she might slap him.

Then she whimpered.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “God, yes. I hate it, but I need it. Right now.”

That was all Ken needed.

He spun her around and marched her the few steps to a large stack of fresh hay bales near the back of the stall. Carol gasped as he bent her forward over the highest bale, her toned ass pushed out toward him in those tight riding breeches.

Ken ran his hands over her firm ass, squeezing appreciatively. “Look at you. All prim and proper on the outside…”

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her breeches and yanked them down along with her lace panties in one smooth motion, exposing her smooth, perfectly groomed pussy and tight ass to the warm stable air.

Carol moaned, gripping the hay bale tightly. “We shouldn’t… someone could walk in…”

But she didn’t try to stop him. If anything, she arched her back more, presenting herself.

Ken freed his hard cock and rubbed the thick head up and down her already soaked slit. She was dripping.

“Fuck… you’re soaked for the guy you called a loser five minutes ago,” he teased.

Carol whimpered. “Just do it. Please.”

He pushed inside her in one long, firm thrust.

Carol cried out, her posh voice breaking into a needy moan as he stretched her. “Oh my God… you’re so thick…”

Ken started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, the wet sounds of her pussy echoing softly in the stable. Her firm ass rippled with every thrust. He reached forward and grabbed her long blonde ponytail, using it like reins to pull her head back slightly.

“Yes… harder,” she gasped, all pretense of superiority gone. “Fuck me harder, Ken!”

He gave her what she wanted, pounding into her tight heat. After a particularly deep thrust, he brought his hand down in a firm, sharp smack on her right ass cheek.

Smack!

Carol yelped, her pussy clenching hard around him.

Smack! on the left cheek.

“Fuck!” she moaned, pushing back against him desperately.

One final, solid spank right in the center of her ass — Smack! — and Carol completely broke.

“I’m your little slut,” she whimpered, voice trembling with lust. “Please, harder… I’m your little slut, Ken. Use me. Ruin me.”

The transformation was glorious. The uppity horse girl who had sneered at him all summer was now bent over a hay bale, ass red from his three firm spanks, begging like a whore while he fucked her senseless.

Ken gripped her hips tighter and gave her everything he had — long, rough strokes that made her perfect ponytail bounce and her toned body shake. The hay bale creaked beneath them. Carol’s moans grew louder and filthier.

“I can’t believe I’m letting the loser fuck me like this,” she panted between thrusts. “It feels so fucking good… don’t stop. Please don’t stop!”

Her pussy was gripping him like a vice, wet and silky and incredibly hot. Ken reached around and rubbed her swollen clit while he kept pounding her. Carol’s legs started shaking.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped. “Oh God, I’m going to come so hard on your cock…”

She did. Her entire body tensed, then convulsed as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy pulsed and fluttered around him, milking his shaft as she cried out in ecstasy.

Ken didn’t slow down. He fucked her through it, then kept going until he felt his own climax building.

“Where do you want it?” he growled.

“Inside,” Carol moaned desperately. “Come inside me. Fill your little slut up.”

With a deep groan, Ken buried himself to the hilt and came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her clenching pussy. Carol whimpered and trembled through another smaller orgasm as she felt him flooding her.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both panting heavily. Hay stuck to their sweaty skin. The stable smelled of sex, hay, and horses.

Finally, Ken pulled out slowly, watching a thick trickle of his cum leak down her inner thigh. Carol stayed bent over the hay bale for a few seconds longer, legs shaky, before slowly straightening up.

She turned to face him, cheeks flushed, hair messy, riding breeches still around her knees. The haughty ice queen was gone. In her place was a thoroughly fucked, glowing young woman who couldn’t stop staring at him with dazed, hungry eyes.

“I… I can’t believe that just happened,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “You ruined me, Ken. I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

She pulled her breeches back up with trembling hands, wincing slightly at the soreness and the three red handprints on her ass.

“You can’t tell anyone,” she said quickly, stepping closer and gripping his shirt. “Please. No one can know that I let the… that I let you fuck me like that. Especially not in the stables. I have a reputation.”

Ken just smirked and brushed a strand of blonde hair behind her ear.

“Your secret’s safe with me, Carol.”

She bit her lip, then surprised him by leaning in and kissing him — slow, deep, and almost grateful.

“I… I might need to ‘compare notes’ again soon,” she murmured against his lips. “This doesn’t change anything in class. But… maybe after hours.”

Ken grinned as he watched her try to fix her ponytail and brush hay off her clothes, still flushed and trembling.

Another one down.

The pheromones were unstoppable.

And the summer was only getting hotter.


Chapter Five

Ken Flanigan felt like a god walking around campus.

By Monday afternoon he had already slept with four incredible women in less than a week. Sophie had ridden him like she was possessed. Professor Mia had begged him to fill her up over her office desk. Shy little Lin Chen had whimpered and trembled while he fucked her in the library. And uppity Carol Booth had gone from sneering ice queen to moaning “your little slut” while bent over a hay bale.

Every single one of them had flipped the moment they got close enough to smell him.

The pheromone accident was still working its magic, and Ken was loving every second of it. He no longer slouched through the hallways. He walked tall, made eye contact, and carried a quiet, cocky confidence that turned heads.

After Monday’s lecture, most students packed up quickly. Ken was sliding his notebook into his bag when a soft, warm voice stopped him.

“Ken? Um… excuse me.”

Elena Rios stood beside his desk, shifting her weight nervously.

She was the perfect definition of thick, curvy, and sexy. Thirty-four years old, a single mom with smooth caramel skin, long dark wavy hair that fell past her shoulders, and a body that made mouths water. Heavy, full DD breasts strained against her simple yellow sundress, wide hips and a thick, juicy ass that jiggled softly with every step, and thick thighs that rubbed together when she walked. She had a sweet, pretty face with full lips and warm brown eyes that usually looked tired from juggling classes and raising her four-year-old daughter.

All semester Elena had been polite but distant — always smiling kindly when she borrowed his notes, but never lingering, never flirting, never showing even a hint of interest. She kept to herself, sat near the front, and left as soon as class ended.

Today she was looking at him differently.

“Hi, Elena,” Ken said, smiling confidently. “What’s up?”

She bit her lower lip, cheeks already showing a faint flush. “I’m really struggling with the latest homework on reaction rates and… well, everything. My daughter’s at daycare until six, but I don’t want to waste your time. Would you maybe… help me go over it? In my car? There’s a quiet spot behind the science building. I have the worksheet right here.”

Her voice was soft, almost shy, but there was an unmistakable breathiness underneath.

Ken’s cock twitched. “Sure. Lead the way.”

They walked out together. Elena’s sundress clung to her curves in the warm afternoon sun, the thin fabric swaying around her thick thighs. Ken could already smell her light coconut lotion mixed with the natural warmth of her skin. As they reached the parking lot, he noticed her breathing deeper, nostrils flaring slightly every time the breeze carried his scent toward her.

She drove a modest silver sedan. They climbed in and she pulled around to the secluded back lot behind the science building — shaded by large trees, almost no other cars around, and completely hidden from the main campus paths.

Elena parked, turned off the engine, and the silence settled between them.

For about thirty seconds they pretended to look at the homework on her clipboard. Then Elena set it down on the dashboard with a shaky breath.

“Ken… I don’t know what’s wrong with me today,” she whispered, turning toward him in the driver’s seat. Her full breasts rose and fell rapidly. “Ever since you sat near me in class, I can’t stop smelling you. It’s making me… so wet. I haven’t felt like this in years.”

She reached over and placed a warm hand on his thigh, squeezing gently.

“I’m a single mom. I don’t do this. Ever. But right now… I need you. Please.”

Ken leaned in and kissed her.

Elena moaned into his mouth like she had been starving for it. Her full lips were soft and eager, her tongue sliding against his with hungry desperation. She tasted like sweet coffee and lip gloss. Her hands roamed over his chest, pulling him closer across the center console.

“Back seat,” she panted against his lips. “Now.”

They awkwardly climbed into the back. The car was warm, the windows already starting to fog. Elena pushed Ken down onto the seat and climbed on top of him, straddling his lap. Her thick thighs spread wide over him, her sundress riding up to her hips.

“You’re so young and strong,” she murmured, grinding her soaked panties against the bulge in his jeans. “I haven’t been touched like this since before my daughter was born. You have no idea how badly I need this.”

She reached behind her neck and untied the straps of her sundress. The yellow fabric slid down her body, revealing her heavy, bare breasts. They were magnificent — large, soft, natural, with dark, thick nipples already rock hard. Ken groaned and buried his face between them immediately.

Elena moaned loudly, cradling his head against her chest. “Sí, papi… suck on them. They’re so sensitive today.”

Ken lavished attention on her tits, sucking one fat nipple into his mouth while squeezing the other heavy globe. Elena’s skin was warm and slightly sweaty from the afternoon heat. She smelled incredible — coconut, woman, and pure arousal.

She reached down between them and fumbled with his jeans, freeing his hard cock. Her eyes widened when she felt the thickness in her hand.

“Dios mío… it’s so big,” she whispered, stroking him slowly. “I’m going to feel every inch.”

Elena lifted up, yanked her soaked panties to the side, and positioned herself over him. Her thick pussy lips were puffy and glistening. She rubbed the head of his cock up and down her slick folds, coating him in her juices, then sank down slowly.

“Ohhh fuck… yes…” she groaned as she took him inch by inch. Her tight, velvety heat enveloped him completely until her thick ass rested on his thighs. “You’re stretching me so good, Ken. It’s been years since I’ve had a cock this deep.”

She started riding him right away — slow and deep at first, savoring every stroke. The car rocked gently as her heavy tits bounced in his face. Sweat was already starting to bead on her caramel skin, making her glow.

“Talk to me,” Ken growled, gripping her wide hips. “Tell me how it feels.”

“So fucking good,” Elena moaned, switching to a faster rhythm. Her thick ass slapped against his thighs with every downward bounce. “You’re hitting spots I forgot existed. Ay, papi… your cock is perfect. I’m so wet for you.”

She rode him harder, the wet, obscene sounds of her pussy filling the steamy car. Her big tits bounced wildly. Ken grabbed them, sucking hard on her nipples while she fucked herself on his cock.

“Sí, sí, chúpame las tetas,” she gasped, mixing Spanish and English in her lust. “Suck my tits while I ride you. Fuck, you’re making me feel like a woman again. Not just a mom. A real woman.”

Elena was loud, sweaty, and completely insatiable. The windows were fully fogged now. Her dark hair stuck to her neck and shoulders as she bounced faster, grinding her clit against him on every stroke.

“I haven’t come from a man’s cock in so long,” she panted, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “You’re going to make me… oh god, I’m getting close already.”

Ken thrust up to meet her, gripping her thick ass and helping her ride him even harder. The car suspension creaked rhythmically. Elena’s moans grew louder, more desperate.

“Más duro, Ken! Fuck me harder!” she cried. “I want to feel you so deep. Fill this neglected pussy up.”

Her dirty talk in that sultry accent drove him wild. He slapped her ass lightly, making her thick cheeks jiggle, and she moaned even louder.

“Yes! Like that! I love it!”

Elena leaned forward, smothering him with her heavy, sweaty tits while she rode him with frantic need. Her pussy was clenching around him, dripping down his balls onto the seat.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, voice breaking. “Ken, I’m coming on your cock— ¡Me vengo! ¡Me vengo!”

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train. Elena cried out loudly, her thick body shuddering violently as her pussy pulsed and squeezed around him in powerful waves. She kept riding through it, grinding and bouncing, drawing out every last bit of pleasure while her juices soaked his lap.

When she finally came down, she didn’t stop. She kept riding him, slower but still deep, looking into his eyes with pure lust and gratitude.

“You’re the first man in years who’s made me feel this wanted,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “I forgot how good it feels to be fucked like this. Don’t hold back, baby. Come inside me. Fill me up. I want to feel you leaking out of me later when I pick up my daughter.”

That was all it took.

Ken gripped her wide hips and thrust up hard, burying himself as deep as possible. With a deep groan he exploded inside her, pumping thick, hot ropes of cum straight into her welcoming womb. Elena moaned happily, grinding down on him to milk every drop.

“Sí… dámelo todo,” she purred. “Give it all to me.”

They stayed locked together, panting and sweaty in the steamy car. Elena kissed him softly, her heavy breasts pressed against his chest, both of them glowing with satisfaction.

Finally she lifted off him slowly. A thick trickle of his cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy onto his thigh. She looked down at it and smiled, almost proudly.

“Look what you did to me,” she said with a soft laugh. “I’m going to be dripping your cum all afternoon.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time.

“We’re definitely doing this again,” she murmured against his lips. “Next time maybe my apartment when my daughter’s asleep. Or wherever you want. I need more of this. More of you.”

Ken helped her fix her sundress, both of them stealing little touches and kisses. When they finally climbed back into the front seats, Elena’s face was flushed and glowing, her hair messy, and a satisfied, almost dreamy smile on her lips.

As Ken walked away from the car, he glanced back to see Elena still sitting there, touching her lips and smiling to herself.

Another conquest.

Another woman completely addicted.

And Ken couldn’t wait to see who fell next.


Chapter Six

Ken Flanigan was living in a fantasy he never wanted to wake up from.

By Wednesday night he had already claimed five stunning women. Sophie, Professor Mia, Lin, Carol, and Elena — each one had gone from ignoring him to desperately addicted the moment they got close enough to smell the lingering effects of that pheromone accident. He walked around campus now like a man who knew exactly what he was worth.

That confidence was about to get another massive boost.

A casual end-of-summer campus party was happening at one of the bigger off-campus houses. Ken hadn’t planned on going, but Sophie had texted him earlier saying she’d be there and “maybe they could sneak off somewhere.” He showed up around 9 p.m., the house already thumping with music, red Solo cups everywhere, and students spilling out into the backyard.

The moment he stepped inside, he felt eyes on him. More than usual.

Then he saw her.

Lily Jackson was the undisputed queen of the party. Twenty-one years old, tall and thick in all the right places, with smooth deep-brown skin that glowed under the colorful party lights. She had a stunning face — full lips, bright expressive eyes, and a radiant smile that made everyone around her light up. But what everyone noticed first were her breasts. Lily was packing massive, heavy, perfectly round H-cup tits that strained against every top she wore. Tonight she had on a tight white crop top that barely contained them, the deep cleavage on full display, and a short black skirt that hugged her thick ass and thick thighs.

She was loud, charming, and effortlessly popular — always laughing, always the center of attention, always surrounded by friends. All semester she had treated Ken like background noise. She’d smile politely when he passed her notes in class, but that was it. Furniture. Invisible.

Not tonight.

Lily was in the middle of a group telling a story when her gaze landed on Ken across the room. She stopped mid-sentence. Her nostrils flared. She took a slow, deliberate breath, then another. Her eyes widened, and a wicked, delighted grin spread across her face.

“Oh my god…” she said loud enough for her friends to hear. “I’ll be right back, y’all.”

She pushed through the crowd straight toward him, hips swaying, those massive tits bouncing with every step. Before Ken could even say hello, Lily grabbed his hand and started pulling him toward the hallway.

“Come with me, Ken,” she giggled, her voice playful and excited. “Right now.”

She dragged him down the hall, giggling the whole way like a girl who’d just discovered her new favorite toy. They passed a few people who raised eyebrows, but Lily didn’t care. She kicked open the door to a back bedroom, pulled Ken inside, and locked it behind them.

The room was dimly lit by a single lamp, with a big bed taking up most of the space.

Lily turned to face him, biting her lower lip as she looked him up and down. “Okay, I have to say it — I have no idea what the fuck is going on, but the second you walked in I couldn’t stop thinking about you. Like… obsessed. Your smell is driving me crazy, Ken. It’s so fucking good.”

She stepped closer, pressing her soft, heavy breasts against his chest. Even through her crop top he could feel how warm and massive they were.

“I’ve never done this before — just dragging a guy into a bedroom at a party — but right now I don’t care. I need to play with you.”

Ken grinned, his hands sliding down to grab her thick waist. “Then show me what you want, Lily.”

Lily’s eyes sparkled with naughty excitement. She pulled her crop top up and over her head in one smooth motion, letting her enormous breasts bounce free.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned happily, cupping them and jiggling them playfully for him. “I know you’ve been staring at these all semester. Go ahead, baby. They’re all yours tonight.”

Ken groaned and buried his face between her soft, pillowy tits. Lily laughed — loud, delighted, and completely shameless. She held his head there, smothering him as he kissed and sucked on her dark, thick nipples.

“Mmm, yeah… suck on my big tits, Ken. You like how they feel? So heavy and soft?”

She pushed him back until he was sitting on the edge of the bed, then dropped to her knees between his legs. In seconds she had his cock out, eyes widening with genuine delight.

“Goddamn, look at this dick,” she purred, stroking him with both hands. “Thick and pretty. Perfect for these.”

Lily leaned forward, wrapped her massive breasts around his cock, and started sliding them up and down. The sensation was heavenly — warm, soft, pillowy flesh completely engulfing him. She looked up at him with a filthy grin, tongue out, licking the head of his cock every time it poked up between her tits.

“You like titty-fucking me?” she asked, voice loud and playful. “I love it. I love showing these off. Squeeze them tighter around your cock, baby.”

Ken groaned and did exactly that, fucking her deep cleavage while Lily moaned encouragement. She was loud, filthy, and having the time of her life.

After several minutes of glorious titfucking, Lily stood up, pushed him flat on the bed, and climbed on top. She yanked her skirt and panties off, revealing her smooth, glistening pussy and thick, juicy ass.

“Time to ride this dick,” she announced with a big smile.

She straddled him and sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch. Her eyes rolled back and she let out a loud, happy moan that probably carried into the hallway.

“Fuuuuck yes! That’s so deep… your cock feels amazing inside me.”

Lily started bouncing.

Her massive tits slapped loudly against her chest and his with every downward thrust. The sound was obscene and hypnotic. She rode him hard and fast, hands planted on his chest, thick ass rippling, moaning and giggling the whole time.

“God, I love this,” she gasped, never slowing down. “Look at my big tits bouncing for you, Ken. You like that? You like how loud I get?”

She was completely uninhibited — loud, playful, and filthy. Every few bounces she’d lean down and kiss him sloppily, then sit back up so he could watch her enormous breasts bounce and slap together.

Ken reached up and grabbed two big handfuls, squeezing and playing with them while she rode him. Lily threw her head back and moaned even louder.

“Yes! Squeeze them! Fuck, I’m gonna come already…”

Her first orgasm hit her fast and hard. Lily cried out, her pussy clenching around him as she kept bouncing through it, tits flying wildly. She didn’t stop — she rode him straight into a second, even louder orgasm, giggling breathlessly the whole time.

“Two already? You’re spoiling me, baby!”

She spun around into reverse cowgirl, giving him a perfect view of her thick ass bouncing up and down on his cock. Her moans filled the room as she reached back and spread herself wider for him.

Ken was in heaven. This was every guy’s dream — a playful, loud, big-titted goddess riding him like she couldn’t get enough.

After her third orgasm, Lily climbed off, lay back on the bed, and pushed her massive tits together again.

“Come on them,” she begged with a naughty grin. “Cover my big tits with your cum. I want a souvenir.”

Ken straddled her chest and slid his cock back between her soft, sweaty breasts. Lily held them tight for him, licking the head eagerly until he couldn’t hold back anymore.

With a deep groan, he exploded across her chest — thick ropes of cum painting her beautiful dark skin and massive tits. Lily moaned happily, rubbing his cum into her cleavage, making her breasts glisten.

While Ken was still catching his breath, Lily grabbed her phone. She snapped a quick selfie of her cum-covered tits, tongue out, winking at the camera.

She giggled as she typed a quick note and saved it. “For later,” she said with a wicked smile. “I’m definitely gonna be touching myself to this tonight.”

Lily pulled him down for a long, sloppy kiss, her cum-smeared breasts pressing against his chest.

“You just became my new favorite secret,” she purred. “We are definitely doing this again. Like… tomorrow.”

Ken lay there, dazed and satisfied, while Lily casually pulled her crop top back on without bothering to clean up the cum still glistening on her skin. She gave him one last playful kiss and slipped out of the bedroom like nothing had happened, already laughing and rejoining the party.

Ken stayed on the bed for a minute, grinning at the ceiling.

Six women.

Six incredible, eager, addicted women.

And he had a feeling things were about to get even wilder...


Chapter Seven

Ken Flanigan’s phone hadn’t stopped buzzing for three straight days.

It was Friday evening, and he was lying on his bed staring at the ceiling with a permanent grin on his face. The messages were nonstop.

Sophie: When are we doing round two? I keep touching myself thinking about riding you again…

Professor Mia: My office felt too small last time. Come to my house tomorrow night. We need to “discuss” the project.

Lin: I can’t stop replaying what you did to me in the library. I want to feel you again… soon?

Carol: You ruined my favorite riding breeches. Fix it. Tonight.

Elena: Mi papi… my daughter is with her abuela this weekend. I need you to make me feel like a woman again.

Lily: Big titty campus queen needs her favorite toy. Party at your place or mine?

Every single one of them was addicted. Every single one was begging for more. Ken had gone from invisible nobody to the center of six gorgeous women’s sexual obsessions in less than a week.

He typed back the same reply to all of them:

Professor Mia’s house. 8 p.m. She said “private study group.” Don’t be late.

By 7:45 p.m. Ken pulled up to Professor Mia Valentina’s beautiful two-story house in a quiet neighborhood just off campus. The lights were already on, and several cars were parked out front. His heart was hammering with excitement and a touch of disbelief.

He knocked once. The door opened almost immediately.

Professor Mia stood there in a short silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, her curvy Latina body barely contained by the thin fabric. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her full lips curved into a wicked smile.

“Mr. Flanigan,” she purred, grabbing his shirt and pulling him inside. “Right on time.”

The living room was already full.

Sophie was lounging on the big sectional in tiny shorts and a crop top, blonde hair loose. Lin sat neatly beside her, wearing a cute sundress but already blushing. Carol stood near the kitchen island in tight jeans and a blouse, trying (and failing) to look composed. Elena was on the couch in a low-cut sundress that showed off her massive cleavage, and Lily — ever the showoff — was sprawled across an armchair in a tight tank top that threatened to lose the battle with her enormous breasts.

Six pairs of eyes turned to him the moment he stepped inside. The air thickened instantly.

“Well, well,” Lily said with a big grin. “The man of the hour finally shows up.”

Sophie smirked. “We’ve all been comparing notes, Ken. Turns out we’ve all been fucking the same guy.”

Carol crossed her arms, cheeks pink. “And apparently we all can’t stop.”

Elena licked her lips. “I told them how good you made me feel in the car…”

Lin nodded shyly but her eyes were hungry. “Me too.”

Professor Mia locked the front door with a decisive click and let her robe slip open just enough to reveal she was wearing nothing underneath.

“Since we’re all here for a ‘private study group,’” she said, voice rich and commanding, “I suggest we stop pretending and start the real experiment.”

The tension snapped.

Sophie moved first, crossing the room and kissing Ken hard, her tongue sliding into his mouth while her hand boldly rubbed his cock through his pants. Lily wasn’t far behind — she pressed her massive tits against his back, kissing his neck.

“Share him, girls,” Mia laughed, already shedding her robe completely. Her curvy, voluptuous body was on full display — heavy breasts, wide hips, thick thighs. “There’s more than enough of him to go around.”

What followed was pure, glorious chaos.

They moved to Mia’s large master bedroom, where a king-sized bed had been supplemented with extra mattresses and soft blankets covering the floor, creating one giant play space. Clothes flew off in every direction.

Ken found himself in the center as six beautiful, naked women surrounded him.

Sophie dropped to her knees first, sucking him deep into her mouth while Lily and Elena pressed their massive breasts against his face from both sides. He sucked on Elena’s dark, thick nipples while groping Lily’s enormous tits, moaning around them as Sophie bobbed eagerly on his cock.

“Fuck, look at him,” Carol said, watching with wide eyes before she leaned in and started kissing Sophie, the two of them sharing his cock with wet, sloppy teamwork.

Lin, still a little shy, climbed onto the bed and straddled Ken’s face, lowering her tight little pussy onto his tongue. She whimpered cutely as he licked her, grinding gently while the others worshipped his cock and chest.

Professor Mia directed the action like the experienced woman she was. “Lily, ride him first. Show us how that big ass bounces.”

Lily didn’t need to be told twice. She pushed Ken onto his back, straddled him reverse-cowgirl, and sank down onto his cock with a loud, happy moan.

“Fuuuuck yes!” she cried, her thick ass rippling as she started bouncing hard. Her massive tits slapped loudly against her chest. “This dick is mine tonight!”

The others didn’t stay idle. Sophie sat on Ken’s face while Lily rode him. Elena and Mia made out above him, their heavy breasts pressed together, while Carol and Lin took turns sucking on his balls and licking where Lily’s pussy stretched around his cock.

The room filled with moans, wet sounds, and filthy encouragement.

“God, he’s so deep,” Lily gasped, bouncing faster.

“Share that cock,” Sophie demanded, pushing Lily off after a few minutes and climbing on in cowgirl position. She rode him frantically, perky tits bouncing as she moaned, “I’ve been dreaming about this all week!”

They rotated like that — each woman taking turns riding him while the others kissed, touched, and played with whoever was free. Lin rode him slowly and sweetly, whimpering in Mandarin and English as she came twice. Elena’s thick body smothered him in the best way, her heavy tits in his face as she rode him like a woman who’d been starved for years. Carol tried to stay somewhat composed at first but broke completely when Mia fingered her while she bounced on Ken’s cock, moaning “I’m your little slut again!” as she came.

Professor Mia saved herself for last on his cock. She rode him reverse-cowgirl so everyone could watch her curvy ass bounce, moaning instructions to the other girls the whole time.

“Lin, suck on his balls. Sophie, kiss him. Lily — let him play with those huge tits.”

The women started playing with each other more openly too. Sophie and Lily made out sloppily while fingering each other. Elena ate Lin’s pussy while Ken fucked Elena from behind. Carol ended up in a sixty-nine with Mia, both of them moaning into each other’s pussies while Ken took turns fucking their mouths.

It was the wildest, most decadent thing Ken had ever experienced.

He lost count of how many times he came — once deep in Sophie’s pussy, once across Lily’s massive tits (which she happily rubbed into her skin), once down Elena’s throat while the others cheered her on, and finally a massive load inside Professor Mia while all six women kissed and touched him at once.

The final round was pure group bliss.

Ken lay on his back in the middle of the giant bed. All six women were on him at the same time — mouths, hands, tits, and pussies everywhere. Lily and Elena smothered his face with their massive breasts. Sophie and Carol took turns riding his cock. Lin and Mia kissed him deeply whenever his mouth was free. The air was thick with the scent of sex, perfume, and satisfied women.

When he finally came for the last time — buried deep inside Carol while the others licked and kissed wherever they could reach — the room erupted in happy, exhausted moans.

They all collapsed together in one big, sweaty, naked pile.

Legs tangled. Breasts pressed against chests. Hands lazily stroking skin. Ken lay in the center, surrounded by six glowing, satisfied women who were all cuddling against him.

For several long minutes, the only sounds were soft breathing and occasional happy sighs.

Then Professor Mia, still naked and flushed, propped herself up on one elbow. She traced a finger down Ken’s chest with a lazy smile.

“By the way,” she said casually, as if commenting on the weather, “I ran a quick test on the leftover pheromone compound this morning.”

Ken blinked, still dazed from the orgy. “Yeah?”

Mia’s dark eyes sparkled with amusement. “It degraded completely. Became totally inert within two hours of your accident last week. The ‘irresistible scent’ was gone before you even slept with Sophie that first night.”

The room went quiet for a second.

Ken’s jaw dropped. “Wait… what?”

Sophie lifted her head from his chest, grinning. “Yep. I smelled normal Ken by the time you came over to my apartment.”

Lin nodded shyly, still cuddled against his side. “Me too. You smelled nice… but normal.”

Carol laughed softly, kissing his shoulder. “I was already dripping for you in the stables and you didn’t even smell like the mist anymore.”

Elena and Lily both confirmed with lazy nods and giggles.

Professor Mia smiled warmly. “The chemical was never going to last. What actually changed was you, Ken. You stopped acting like the invisible nice guy who expected nothing. You started carrying yourself like the irresistible stud you are. That confidence? That’s what melted every single one of us.”

Ken stared at the ceiling, completely stunned. His mind raced back through every encounter. The way he’d walked into class taller. The way he’d spoken to Carol. The way he’d taken control with each of them.

It hadn’t been magic.

It had been him.

The women saw the realization hit and all started laughing softly — warm, affectionate laughter.

“We don’t care,” Sophie said, kissing his neck.

Lily squeezed one of her massive tits against his arm. “Magic or confidence, we still want this version of you.”

Elena nuzzled against his chest. “You made me feel desired again. I’m not letting that go.”

Lin whispered sweetly, “You made me feel brave.”

Carol, surprisingly tender, added, “You made the ice queen beg. Keep doing that.”

Professor Mia leaned in and kissed him deeply, then pulled back with a wicked, satisfied smile.

“So, Mr. Flanigan,” she purred, her hand sliding down his body, “are you ready to keep experimenting with us for the rest of the summer… and beyond?”

The other five women pressed closer, hands and lips already starting to explore him again, eyes full of promise and hunger.

Ken looked around at his beautiful, naked harem — flushed, glowing, and completely his — and felt something settle deep in his chest.

He grinned.

“Best fucking accident of my life,” he said.

Then he pulled the closest woman (Lily) on top of him and kissed her hard while six sets of eager hands welcomed him back into the middle of the pile.

The rest of the summer — and every summer after — was going to be one long, filthy, wonderful science experiment.

And Ken Flanigan, former invisible nerd, was finally the big man on campus.
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