
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Breaking Alyssa Kane

BOOK ONE

The queen bee, the invisible genius, and the experiment that changed everything.

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


Disclaimer & Content Warning

This novel is a work of adult fiction intended only for readers aged eighteen (18) years and over.
It contains strong sexual themes, explicit language, and descriptions of sexual activity between consenting adults.
All characters depicted as engaging in sexual behaviour are eighteen years of age or older.

The story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events, is entirely coincidental.

This book is written for entertainment purposes. It does not promote, condone, or encourage any form of non-consensual activity or real-world exploitation.
If you are under the age of eighteen, or if explicit sexual content may offend or disturb you, please do not purchase or read this book.

Content Warning

This book contains explicit sexual scenes, adult language, and mature themes intended for readers 18 years and older. Our characters are all over 18 the readers must also be!
It includes depictions of consensual erotic encounters, power dynamics, and sexual exploration between adults.
Reader discretion is advised.


Prologue – Two Worlds

Intro Chapter – Queen Bee

Chapter One – Invisible

Chapter Two – The Formula

Chapter Three – Field Test

Chapter Four – Proof

Chapter Five – Proof of Concept

Chapter Six – Queen of the Room

Chapter Seven – The Setup

Chapter Eight – First Contact

Chapter Nine – After School

Chapter Ten – The Pull

Chapter Eleven – Crossing the Line

Chapter Twelve – Letting Him In

Chapter Thirteen – The Edge

Chapter Fourteen – Over the Line

Chapter Fifteen – No Going Back

Chapter Sixteen – Surrender

Chapter Seventeen – All In

Chapter Eighteen – Breaking Point

Chapter Nineteen – Further Than Ever

Chapter Twenty – The First Time

Epilogue – Afterglow

Book Two – The Nerd’s Revenge


Prologue – Two Worlds

Eighteen-year-old Eli Morton had mastered the art of invisibility. Not the kind that came from science fiction or magic, but the kind that came from years of being overlooked. He was the quiet one in the corner, the kid who spent lunch breaks in the computer lab, the boy people only noticed when they needed help fixing a printer or finishing an assignment. His life was a loop of code, chemistry, and quiet ambition, an existence spent in shadows just bright enough to study in.

Eighteen-year-old Alyssa Kane, on the other hand, was pure spotlight. She ruled the senior year with a perfect smile and a following that hung on her every word. Captain of the cheer squad, flawless grades she barely worked for, a car that cost more than most teachers made in a year, and a social status that placed her well above the rest. She didn’t walk through the halls so much as glide, hips swaying, phone in hand, eyes always forward. When Alyssa spoke, people listened. When she laughed, people noticed.

Eli and Alyssa existed in the same building, the same classrooms, sometimes even the same air, but their worlds never touched. He was all logic and theory, content in the background. She was desire and dominance, basking in attention. He barely made a ripple; she created waves wherever she went.

If you’d asked either of them about the other, the answers would have been predictable.
To Eli, Alyssa was an untouchable dream.
To Alyssa, Eli didn’t even exist.

That would change soon.
And when it did, neither of them would ever be the same.


Intro Chapter – Queen Bee

The sleek black BMW purred quietly at the curb outside the Kane house, its polished hood catching the glow from the streetlamps. Inside, windows fogged faintly, Alyssa Kane leaned against the passenger seat, her lips locked with Tyler Grant, quarterback, senior god, and the boy most girls at Lincoln High would have sold their souls for.

Tyler’s hands weren’t shy. They roamed under her cropped top, finding the smooth swell of her breasts cupped perfectly in his palms. Alyssa let him, tilting her head just so, kissing him with enough fire to keep his confidence alive, her nails grazing lightly along his neck.

When he groaned into her mouth, she smiled against his lips. She knew that sound. She owned it.

A minute later, Tyler fumbled at his belt, tugging his jeans open, pushing them down enough to free the proof of his arousal. Hard. Urgent. Aching for her.

Alyssa’s eyes flicked down, and her lips curved in satisfaction. She wrapped her fingers around him, squeezing slowly, watching his jaw clench as he tried not to lose control too soon.

“I swear to God, Alyssa…” he muttered hoarsely, his forehead against hers, “you’re gonna kill me one of these days.”

Her smug little laugh was soft, dangerous. “That’s the idea.”

She kissed him again, deep and slow, stroking him just enough to make him gasp, and then she pulled back. Adjusting her top smoothly back into place, she brushed her fingers through her perfect blonde hair, her expression unreadable except for the faint gleam in her green eyes.

She lingered for a heartbeat, her eyes dropping to the thick length in her hand, admiring the way the swollen head glistened with a drop that betrayed just how close he was. For a moment, a tinge of regret flickered in her, the thought of watching him lose control because of her touch was tempting. But Alyssa Kane always chose power over pleasure, and teasing him, denying him, fed her reputation far more than letting him “finish.”

“Not tonight,” she said sweetly, as if she hadn’t just taken him to the edge and left him hanging.

“What?” Tyler’s voice cracked, half-desperate, half-disbelieving.

She was already reaching for the door handle. “I told you, I’m not ready to go that far.”

The night air was cool as she slid out of the car, smoothing her skirt, the picture of effortless control. She leaned down, flashing him a wicked smile. “Thanks for the date, though. You were… fun.”

Then she blew him a kiss, waved, and turned up the walkway toward her family’s front door, her hips swaying in deliberate rhythm.

Tyler watched her perfect form glide up the path, his balls aching, eyes locked on the sway of her hips, the long, toned curves of her legs, and through the thin cling of her skirt the subtle undulation of her incredible heart-shaped ass, a vision designed to torment him all the way home.

Behind her, Tyler sat slumped in the driver’s seat, still hard, still aching, fists gripping the steering wheel in silent frustration. Another night of blue balls courtesy of Alyssa Kane.

And she loved it.


Chapter One – Invisible

The first bell had already rung when Eli Morton slipped into his seat in the back of chemistry class. Hoodie zipped halfway, dark hair falling across the rim of his wire-frame glasses, he blended in with the row of lab benches like part of the furniture. That was the way he liked it, most days. Today, though, his eyes were fixed on the girl three rows up.

Alyssa Kane.

Eighteen, senior year, cheer captain, and the undisputed centre of Lincoln High’s orbit. Her long, honey-blonde hair shone under the strip lighting as she leaned toward one of her friends, laughing at something that probably cost someone else their dignity. The plaid skirt of her uniform sat high on her thighs, showing toned legs from years of dance and cheer practice, and her fitted white blouse strained just enough across a perfect 34 C full firm breasts to make Eli’s pulse trip over itself.

She was the kind of beautiful that seemed almost designed, symmetrical face, full lips glossed to a mirror shine, lashes thick enough to frame eyes the pale green of fresh spring leaves. Every movement, from the flick of her hair to the lazy swing of her pen, felt rehearsed to broadcast confidence. And entitlement.

She had never spoken to Eli without looking past him. A year of sharing this class, and she still called him “Evan” or “Ethan” when she needed to. Most of the time, she didn’t register him at all.

Eli, on the other hand, couldn’t not notice her. He’d memorised the way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she was concentrating. He knew the exact curve of her smile when she was amused, and the sharper, crueller one when she wasn’t. He’d spent too many nights thinking about her in ways he couldn’t admit to anyone, least of all her.

Mr. Hanley started droning about covalent bonds, and Alyssa tilted her head just enough to glance out the window, bored. Her lips parted in a tiny sigh, gloss catching the light, and Eli felt that familiar ache low in his stomach.

She would never look at him the way he wanted. Not unless something changed. She never ever looked at him full stop. If only she would just talk to him as if she actually noticed him. That would make his day, his year maybe his whole life.

He glanced at the spiral-bound notebook open in front of him, the margins full of scribbled molecular diagrams. His latest project wasn’t for class. It was personal, a chemical compound that, in theory, could alter human attraction responses. Not a mind-control drug. Not magic. Just chemistry… at its most primal.

And if he got it right, Alyssa Kane was going to notice him.

Really notice him.

For the first time in his life, Eli smiled to himself in class.


Chapter Two – The Formula

The halls of Lincoln High were nearly silent after the final bell. The distant echo of a janitor’s mop bucket rattled somewhere down the corridor, but in the chemistry lab, Eli had his own private world.

The blinds were drawn. The overhead fluorescents cast a sterile light across stainless steel benches lined with beakers, flasks, and rows of labelled reagents. Eli’s hoodie was tossed over a stool; sleeves rolled to his elbows as he tapped commands into the battered laptop that sat beside his workspace.

Onscreen, lines of code scrolled past, his own custom program. Using AI models, he’d trained himself, Eli was simulating scent compound interactions, cross-referencing them with molecular structures known to influence mammalian attraction. A normal student might have been buried in history essays right now. Eli was trying to hack human biology.

Every few minutes, the AI pinged with an updated probability score, eliminating dead-end combinations before he wasted chemicals. What used to take weeks of trial and error could now be condensed into hours.

He adjusted his glasses, leaning in as a new structure appeared on-screen, an elegant, looping molecule, its theoretical volatility marked in red. His pulse jumped. If the model was right, this one was potent.

He set to work. Droppers, pipettes, measured pours. The room filled with the faint bite of alcohol solvents and a subtle, sweet undercurrent he couldn’t quite name. He worked methodically, layering compounds like an artist mixing pigments.

By the time the mixture reached its final stage, it shimmered faintly in the flask, clear, but with an iridescent sheen when the light caught it. Eli’s AI had rated it at 94% effectiveness in triggering subconscious attraction cues. That was higher than any previous run by a full fifteen percent.

He misted a single test spray into the air. The scent was barely there, warm, almost skin-like, with a hint of something richer, animalistic. It bypassed conscious thought and went straight to the part of his brain that made his skin tighten and his breath shorten.

Eli swallowed, pulse loud in his ears.

This wasn’t just promising. This was dangerous.

A knock at the door startled him, it was Jenna, the nineteen-year-old lab assistant who sometimes came in to lock up. She stepped inside, phone in hand, only to pause mid-stride.

Her eyes flicked to Eli, then held. A slow flush crept up her neck, and her voice faltered when she said, “Still… here, huh?” She moved closer than she usually did, leaning on the bench beside him. For a heartbeat too long, her gaze dipped to his mouth.

Eli’s mind raced. He’d only sprayed once, barely a whisper in the air, and already there was a reaction.

He managed a casual shrug, even as heat crawled up the back of his neck.
“Just… finishing a project.”

Jenna smiled faintly, biting her lip before stepping back. “Well… don’t stay too late.”

When she was gone, Eli gripped the bench and exhaled slowly.

If this worked on Alyssa Kane like it just worked on Jenna…
She wouldn’t just notice him.
She’d want him.

And once that happened, there’d be no going back.


Chapter Three – Field Test

Eli stood in front of his bathroom mirror at 7:20 a.m., the small atomiser in his hand. It looked ordinary, like something you’d buy at a drugstore, but inside was the formula he’d spent weeks perfecting.
The pheromone.
His ticket out of invisibility.

He pressed the nozzle once, misting it over the warm skin at his neck, then again across his collarbone. The scent was so faint he almost couldn’t detect it, but he could feel it, somehow, a subtle hum under his skin, like the air itself was tuned differently now.

By the time he reached school, his heart was thudding against his ribs.
Don’t go straight for Alyssa, he told himself.
Test it. Measure the reaction. Then make your move.



The first sign came in the corridor outside homeroom. Sophie Blake, track team star and the kind of lean, sun-kissed girl who usually tossed him a polite half-smile at best, stopped mid-step as he passed. Her gaze dipped down his chest before snapping back to his face.

“Hey,” she said, almost surprised at her own voice.
Eli blinked. “Uh… hey.”
Sophie’s mouth quirked into a quick grin. “New cologne?”
He shrugged. “Something like that.”
She lingered a second longer than normal before walking on, glancing back once.



At his locker, Tara Singh from yearbook, tall, glossy black hair, sharp cheekbones, appeared at his side, pretending to scroll her phone.
“Eli… you’re in chem third period, right?” she asked, leaning her shoulder against the locker door.
“Yeah.”
Her lips curved slowly. “Maybe you could help me with something after class?” Her tone was low, not quite a whisper, but heavy enough to make his skin prickle.



By lunch, it was undeniable.
Every time he walked into a room, heads turned, not everyone, but enough. A pair of seniors from the volleyball team brushed past him in the cafeteria line, one of them laughing at something the other whispered, both glancing back over their shoulders.

Even the normally aloof girl at the vending machine made a point of holding the door for him, eyes tracing his face before she moved on.

It was working.



He spotted Alyssa at her usual table, surrounded by her court of cheerleaders and jocks, head thrown back in laughter at something the quarterback said. She was as untouchable as ever, and yet, for the first time, Eli didn’t feel like prey orbiting a predator.

He could walk over there. He could change everything today.

But not yet.
When he did, it had to be perfect.

Eli’s fingers brushed the atomiser in his pocket. Tomorrow, he decided. Tomorrow, Alyssa Kane would finally look at him, and never be able to look away.


Chapter Four – Proof

Eli lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, the dim glow from his phone screen casting soft light across his face.

His mind kept replaying the day, Sophie’s lingering glance, Tara leaning close enough for him to catch the faint scent of her shampoo, the volleyball girls laughing as they walked away. It was like watching a highlight reel from a life that wasn’t his… except it was.

On his nightstand, the atomiser sat like a trophy.

He picked up his phone again, thumb swiping across the screen. Two unread messages glowed at the top of his inbox.

The first was from Sophie:

Hey… got bored after practice. What are you doing?
No emoji. No fluff. Just an open door.

The second was from Tara:

Still thinking about that “something after class.” You free this weekend? ;)

Eli’s stomach tightened. These weren’t casual check-ins. These were invitations. Not just invitations, but invitations form girls that had never messaged him before. What girl had messaged him before!

He set the phone down for a moment, running a hand over his face. This morning, he’d been invisible. By tonight, two of the hottest girls in his year had his number, and wanted his time.

He rolled onto his side, eyes drifting to the small glass atomiser again.
He’d done it. The formula wasn’t just a theory anymore. It worked. And it worked brilliantly.

If it could turn heads this easily…
What would it do to Alyssa Kane?

Eli exhaled slowly, a thrill running through him. Tomorrow, he’d find out.


Chapter Five – Proof of Concept

The next afternoon, Eli was back in the lab, alone again with his notebooks, laptop, and rows of carefully labelled bottles. He worked in total focus, gloves on, goggles hanging loose around his neck.

He wasn’t just making more, he was perfecting it. Two fresh batches shimmered faintly in the beakers, each stabilised and portioned into atomisers he’d labelled with neat precision. Enough to last him weeks if he was careful. Enough to make sure Alyssa Kane wouldn’t slip through his fingers.

But he needed more than equations and probability scores. He needed proof. Final proof. Proof enough to be certain it wouldn’t fail with Alyssa Kane.

Eli finished sealing the second atomiser, holding it up to the light. The liquid shimmered faintly, clear but alive somehow, like it carried its own pulse. Enough to last him. Enough to make sure Alyssa Kane, the girl who had never even seen him, would have no choice but to notice.

But he needed certainty. Equations and AI models weren’t enough. He needed to see someone break under it.

He rolled back his sleeves, picked up the atomiser, and sprayed deliberately: one across his throat, one at his collarbone, one over the fabric of his shirt. A warmth spread over his skin, subtle but insistent, like the room itself had tilted in his direction.

The door clicked. Right on schedule.

“Still here?” Jenna stepped inside, keys jangling in her hand. Nineteen, with a careless kind of prettiness, dark hair loose over her shoulders, slim in her jeans, fitted T-shirt showing just enough curve to remind Eli she was older, experienced, a step above the girls in his year.

Normally, she barely glanced at him before locking up. Today, she stopped mid-stride. Her eyes caught on him, and something flickered across her face.

“Yeah,” Eli said smoothly. “Lost track of time.”

Jenna nodded, but she didn’t move away. She came closer, her steps slower than usual, her teeth catching her bottom lip. “You… smell different.”

Eli tilted his head, watching her. “Do I?”

Her eyes flicked down, his chest, his mouth, before darting back up. She shook her head like she couldn’t explain herself.

“Kiss me,” Eli said quietly.

Her breath caught. For half a second, her eyes widened, like she was going to strike him, then softened. She leaned in before she could think better of it, her lips warm and eager against his.

The kiss deepened quickly, Jenna pressing closer, her hand brushing his chest, lingering there like she needed the contact. Eli let her, his own lips teasing hers until she made a low, frustrated sound in her throat.

When he broke away, his smile was calm, knowing. “Now,” he said softly, “I want more.”

Confusion flashed in her eyes, but it didn’t last. She glanced down, her cheeks colouring, her body shifting with restless energy she couldn’t control.

Eli didn’t move. He didn’t beg. He didn’t push. He just watched her with that same calm certainty.

And then Jenna sank slowly to her knees.

Her lips parted, breath hot against him, her hands trembling as they reached for his waistband. She looked up once, her eyes wide, dazed, before lowering her head.

This wasn’t just a test of chemistry, of molecules and formulas, it was something far bigger. This was the first time a girl would ever touch him there, the first time in his life he’d feel the heat of a mouth on him. His first ever blowjob. Eli closed his eyes, exhaling slowly, letting the sensation wash over him. This wasn’t theory anymore. This wasn’t chemistry on a screen. This was power, raw and undeniable.

By the time Jenna left the lab that evening, lips swollen, hair mussed, cheeks burning with things she couldn’t explain, Eli knew without question.

The pheromone worked.
And Alyssa Kane would never be able to resist him.


Chapter Six – Queen of the Room

The next day, Eli found himself leaning against a pillar in the quad, the late-morning sun slanting across the tables where the senior crowd held court.

Alyssa sat in the centre of it all, as always. Her friends clustered around her like satellites, laughter and chatter rippling outward from her. The light caught in her honey-blonde hair, making each wave shimmer, and her fitted crop jacket hugged her waist over a short skirt that showed smooth, toned legs crossed just so.

She was impossible not to look at. Not just because she was beautiful, though she was, almost absurdly so, but because she knew she was beautiful. Every tilt of her head, every slow, measured smile felt like it had been refined over years of practice in front of a mirror. Her eyes were a clear, startling green that caught the light like cut glass; her cheekbones were high and sculpted, tapering to a small, perfect chin. When she smiled fully, twin dimples deepened in her cheeks, softening the otherwise regal symmetry of her face, and her full, glossy lips curved with the kind of confidence that made people stare without meaning to.

Eli’s fingers curled around the strap of his backpack. The pheromone had turned heads over the last couple of days; Sophie. Tara. The volleyball girls. Then last night the successful experiment with Jenna. But Alyssa Kane was a different equation entirely. She wasn’t impressed by glances. She didn’t hand out her attention freely.

He kept watching, telling himself it was reconnaissance, not obsession.

Then it happened.

Across the courtyard, Mark Davis, quiet, awkward, and one of the only people in Eli’s maths class who spoke to him, approached the table, holding something in his hands. Eli couldn’t hear the exchange, but he saw Alyssa glance at the offering, wrinkle her nose, and say something that made the whole group laugh.

Mark’s smile faltered. Alyssa didn’t stop. She mimed a gagging gesture, tossed her hair, and leaned into the quarterback beside her, dismissing Mark without a second glance.

Eli’s stomach tightened. Mark turned away, trying to play it off, but Eli saw the flush of humiliation in his face.

Alyssa’s laughter carried, bright and sharp.

For the first time, Eli’s admiration for her beauty tangled with something darker. She was incredible. She was also cruel, and she wielded that cruelty without hesitation.

Maybe, he thought, watching her sip from her iced coffee like nothing had happened, it was time she got a taste of her own medicine.


Chapter Seven – The Setup

That night, Eli sat at his desk, the glow of his laptop spilling across a clutter of chemistry notes, dosing charts, and the small atomiser at the centre of it all.

The last few days had proved the formula worked. Sophie’s lingering stares. Tara’s suggestive messages. The volleyball girls brushing against him “accidentally.” His first ever blowjob. Each reaction had been a datapoint, confirming the compound’s potency.

But Alyssa Kane was different.
She was the final test.
And she was going to get the full dose.

Eli slid his chair closer to the desk and pulled up his program, feeding in everything he’d learned: duration of effect, optimal concentration, time until peak influence. The AI spat out a readout, three sprays, maximum efficacy between six and nine minutes after application.

Perfect.

He imagined it: she’d walk into chemistry, bored as always, that perfect mouth forming some half-dismissive comment, and then she’d pause. Her eyes would catch his. A shift in her breathing. A small tilt of her head, lips parting like she’d just remembered something important.

For the first time in her life, Alyssa Kane wouldn’t be in control.



The next morning, Eli dressed in unusual precision: fitted black tee instead of a hoodie, jeans that actually fit right, sneakers clean. He stood in front of the mirror, holding the atomiser.

Three slow sprays. One across the collarbone, one at the base of his throat, and one over the fabric of his shirt. He inhaled, feeling that low hum again, the subtle, charged energy that made his pulse quicken.

He grabbed his bag and headed out, every step toward school tightening the coil of anticipation in his chest.

By the time he reached the gates, he’d rehearsed the scene in his head a dozen times. He wasn’t just going to bump into Alyssa today. This was going to be the first moment she saw him, really saw him, and once that happened, she wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about him.

As he pushed open the door to the science wing, he spotted her at the far end of the hall, surrounded by her friends. She was laughing, hair catching the light, legs crossing in that perfect rhythm she seemed to move with.

Eli smiled to himself.
Game on.


Chapter Eight – First Contact

Eli timed his approach with surgical precision.
Alyssa and her friends were just leaving the main hall, heading toward chemistry. He slowed his pace, adjusting so he’d arrive at the door right as they did.

The air between them closed to just a few feet.
And then it hit her.

She stopped mid-sentence, her laugh tapering off like someone had turned down the volume. Her green eyes flicked sideways, to him. Not past him. At him.

Eli felt it immediately, that faint, electric shift, the one he’d seen in Sophie and Tara. Alyssa’s pupils widened just a touch. Her chin lifted slightly, inhaling without realising she’d done it.

He kept his expression neutral, stepping forward to hold the door for her. “After you.”

Her gaze held his for a beat longer than necessary. “Uh… thanks.” Her voice had that distracted edge, like she was trying to place a memory she didn’t have.

Inside the lab, he took his usual seat, back row, far right. Alyssa slid into her normal spot three rows up, but she glanced over her shoulder once, eyes snagging on him again. When the teacher started handing out equipment, she looked back again, chewing lightly on her bottom lip.

Eli watched her posture shift. She leaned forward, but not away, toward him, her body angled just slightly in his direction as if drawn there by gravity.

When Mr. Hanley began the lab instructions, she twisted in her seat, catching his eye. “Hey… Eli, right?”

He almost laughed. She’d never gotten his name right before. “Yeah.”

“You’re good at this stuff. Maybe you could…” She trailed off, smiling faintly in a way that wasn’t her usual smug smirk. It was softer. Warmer. And it landed low in his stomach like a spark.

He gave a casual shrug. “Sure. Anytime.”

Her smile lingered a second too long before she turned back around, but her shoulders stayed angled toward him, and every few minutes she’d glance back again.

By the time class ended, Eli knew two things:
The formula worked on Alyssa Kane.
And this was only the beginning.

Chapter Eight – Closing the Gap

The rest of the school day felt different.
Not just for Eli, he could feel it radiating off Alyssa, too.

He caught her looking at him twice in the cafeteria, both times when she probably thought he wasn’t paying attention. Once, she was mid-laugh with her friends, only for her eyes to flick toward him and linger before she turned back, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t.

Eli kept his cool. No approach. No pushing. Let the pheromone do the heavy lifting.



Last period, he was at his locker swapping books when the subtle scent of her perfume cut through the hallway noise. He didn’t have to look to know it was her, the faint sweetness and the click of her heels on the tiled floor gave her away.

“Eli,” she said, her voice just loud enough to reach him over the chatter.

He turned, keeping his expression mild. “Hey.”

She was standing closer than she ever had before, close enough that he could see the shimmer in her lip gloss, the faint line of freckles dusting the bridge of her nose. She tilted her head slightly, green eyes scanning his face like she was seeing him for the first time.

“So…” She tapped the side of her notebook against her thigh. “About what you said in chem earlier… helping me out sometime?”

“Sure,” Eli said, leaning casually against the locker beside his. “When were you thinking?”

Alyssa shifted her weight, her skirt riding up just enough to make his pulse jump. “Maybe… tomorrow after school? My place?” Her tone was casual, but the way she was looking at him wasn’t.

He nodded slowly, like he was doing her a favour. “Yeah. I can do that.”

She smiled, not the perfect, polished one she used in group photos, but something smaller, more genuine. Then she bit her lip, holding his gaze for a heartbeat longer before turning to walk away.

Eli watched her go, every step measured and confident, but the backward glance she tossed him before turning the corner told him everything he needed to know.

She was hooked.
Now it was just a matter of reeling her in.


Chapter Nine – After School

Alyssa’s neighbourhood looked like it had been designed for glossy magazine spreads, manicured lawns, gleaming cars in the driveways, the kind of houses with wide front porches and windows that caught the afternoon light just right.

Eli adjusted the strap of his bag as he walked up the stone path to her front door. He’d sprayed the formula at the exact time his program recommended, three doses, peak influence expected to hit somewhere between six and nine minutes after contact.

When she opened the door, it was clear she’d put in some effort, not overdone, just enough. Her hair was loose and glossy, the faint scent of her perfume mingling with something warmer, sweeter. The tight white tank top and short denim skirt she wore were a far cry from the uniform she’d had on in class.

“Hey,” she said, stepping back to let him in. “Come on up. My parents aren’t home.”

The living room looked like something out of a lifestyle catalogue, glass coffee table, perfect cushions, framed photos that probably cost more than his entire gaming setup. Alyssa led him up the stairs to her bedroom, which was bigger than his whole living room, all soft cream and gold tones with a wide bay window.

She sat cross-legged on the bed, gesturing for him to pull up the desk chair. “So… chemistry.”

Eli smiled faintly, taking his time getting settled. “Right. Chemistry.”

For the first few minutes, they worked through her homework. But as the minutes ticked by, he saw it, the subtle changes. The way she leaned forward, resting her chin in her hand while her eyes drifted from the textbook to his face. The slight shift in her breathing.

She brushed her hair back more often, her knee bumping his leg under the desk once, then again. The second time, she didn’t move it away.

“So,” she said finally, tilting her head, “you’re… not what I thought you’d be.”

Eli kept his expression neutral. “What did you think I’d be?”

She hesitated, smiling like she wasn’t sure she should say it. “I dunno. Quieter. Less… confident, I guess.”

“Maybe you just didn’t know me.”

Her eyes stayed on his for a beat too long. “Yeah. Maybe.”

The air between them was warmer now, thicker. She shifted again, uncrossing her legs on the bed and letting her skirt ride just a little higher.

Eli knew the formula was working exactly as designed.
And Alyssa Kane was teetering right on the edge.


Chapter Ten – The Pull

For the next ten minutes, they went through equations neither of them was really focusing on. Eli read out the problems; Alyssa nodded, pencil tapping idly against her notebook.

Then, without warning, she pushed the textbook aside. “Okay,” she said, leaning back on her hands, “I need a break. My brain’s fried.”

Eli swivelled the chair toward her slowly, letting his gaze meet hers without dropping. “Alright. Break.”

She smiled faintly, but there was something restless in it, a subtle shift in her posture, the way her knee brushed his again, this time lingering. Her eyes dipped to his mouth for the briefest moment before flicking back up.

“You always smell like that?” she asked suddenly.

“Like what?”

She shrugged, trying for casual, but the way she was leaning toward him gave her away. “I dunno. Just… good.”

He let the corner of his mouth lift. “Guess you never got close enough to notice before.”

Her smile faltered just slightly, not from offense, but because she didn’t have a comeback. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, fingers brushing her neck, and Eli saw the way her pulse moved under her skin.

When she spoke again, her voice was lower. “Maybe I should’ve.”

The silence stretched, heavy but not uncomfortable. Eli didn’t move toward her, he didn’t have to. She was already leaning in, closing the gap inch by inch, her perfume mingling with the faint, warm scent of the pheromone radiating off him.

Her thigh pressed against his now, deliberate this time. “So,” she said softly, “how much chemistry are we actually doing today?”

Eli smiled slowly, knowing full well she wasn’t talking about the textbook anymore. “Depends,” he said. “How much do you want to learn?”

Alyssa’s lips parted, and for the first time since he’d known her, the queen bee looked like she wasn’t entirely in control.

And Eli knew, this was it. The first crack in the armour. The first step to making her his.


Chapter Eleven – Crossing the Line

Alyssa shifted again on the bed, her knee now fully against Eli’s thigh, her weight leaning subtly toward him. She wasn’t smiling the way she usually did in public, no perfect, performative grin. This was different. Slower. Hungrier.

Her eyes searched his face like she was trying to figure out how she’d never noticed the angle of his jaw before, or the way his eyes caught the light.

“So…” she said softly, “are you always this… different outside of class?”

Eli kept his voice even. “Maybe you’re just paying attention for the first time.”

She gave a tiny laugh, but it faltered when her gaze dipped to his lips. Her hand came up, almost without thought, brushing the edge of his sleeve. “You feel warmer,” she murmured.

Eli didn’t flinch. “Do I?”

Her fingers trailed down his forearm, lingering a second too long. The silence thickened, the only sound the faint hum of the ceiling fan above them.

Alyssa wet her lips, then leaned in just enough for her perfume to mix with that subtle, animal heat of the pheromone on his skin. Her eyes flicked between his and his mouth, her breath slow and deliberate.

And then she closed the gap.

Her lips touched his lightly at first, a hesitant, testing kiss. But when Eli didn’t pull away, she deepened it, one hand sliding to the back of his neck. He let her set the pace, every inch of contact her own decision.

When she finally broke the kiss, she stayed close, her forehead almost touching his. “I… don’t usually…” She trailed off, as if even she couldn’t explain it.

Eli smiled faintly. “Guess we’re both learning something new today.”

She didn’t answer, she just kissed him again, slower this time, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt.

And Eli knew she was hooked. Not just noticing him. Not just curious.
Wanting him.


Chapter Twelve – Letting Him In

Alyssa stayed close after the second kiss, her knee brushing his, one hand still resting on the back of his neck. The confident, untouchable cheer captain was gone, in her place was a girl who seemed almost startled by her own choices, but not enough to stop.

She sat back a little, running a hand through her hair, her breathing uneven. “Okay… this is weird.”

Eli tilted his head. “Weird, good or weird bad?”

Her mouth curved slowly. “Weird… good.” She let out a short laugh, almost shy. “I don’t usually… I mean, not with…” She stopped herself, biting her lip. “Never mind.”

Eli’s thoughts sharpened, a faint smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. Not with geeks like me, he guessed. But that was fine. It was only a matter of time now. Soon, Alyssa Kane was going to learn a very different kind of lesson, one about chemistry. Physical chemistry.

Eli leaned back in his chair just slightly, not crowding her. “Then don’t overthink it.”

For a moment, she just looked at him. Then she shifted, patting the space beside her on the bed. “Come here. It’s awkward talking like this with you down there.”

He stood, deliberately unhurried, and sat where she’d indicated. The mattress dipped under his weight, bringing them close enough for their legs to touch.

Her eyes roamed over his face again, lingering a little longer this time. “You’ve got… really nice eyes,” she said quietly, as though it surprised her.

Eli smiled faintly. “You’ve had four years to notice.”

Alyssa shook her head, grinning a little. “Guess I wasn’t looking hard enough.” Her hand found his arm, fingertips tracing the shape of his forearm muscles through the thin fabric of his shirt. She didn’t seem in any rush to move it.

They talked for another few minutes, about nothing important, but every few sentences, her fingers would drift over him again: the back of his hand, his shoulder, the side of his neck. Each touch was longer, slower, less guarded.

Then she shifted even closer, her thigh pressing firmly to his. “You should come over more often,” she said, almost offhand, but her tone was warm, suggestive.

Eli’s lips curved. “Yeah. I think I should.”

She didn’t answer right away, just kept her eyes on his like she was trying to figure out how she’d gone from barely knowing his name to not wanting him to leave.

The pheromone was doing its work.
And Alyssa was letting him in — physically and mentally.




Chapter Thirteen – The Edge

The room felt warmer now, as if the air itself had thickened between them. Alyssa’s fingers were still on Eli’s arm, light but deliberate, her nails tracing slow lines that made his skin tighten.

She shifted again, this time angling her body toward his. “You really should’ve sat up here sooner,” she murmured.

Eli’s voice stayed calm. “You could’ve asked.”

She gave a faint smirk. “Guess I didn’t think I needed to.” But the edge in her tone was soft, almost playful.

For a moment, they just looked at each other, the hum of the ceiling fan filling the silence, until Alyssa leaned in, closing the gap faster this time. Her lips met his in a kiss that had none of the hesitation from before. This one was hungry. Searching.

Her tongue slid against his, teasing, probing, searching his mouth with a hunger and need that betrayed just how badly she suddenly wanted him.

Her hand slid up to the back of his neck, pulling him closer. The other found his chest, resting over his heartbeat, then curling into the fabric of his shirt. Eli kissed her back, matching her pace but never pushing, letting her take what she wanted.

She broke the kiss only long enough to shift onto her knees, the movement bringing her even closer, her body brushing against his. Her breathing was quicker now, her pupils wide, lips parted as if she was about to say something, but instead she kissed him again, deeper this time.

Her fingers threaded into his hair, nails grazing lightly over his scalp. She made a small sound in her throat, almost frustrated, before breaking away just enough to look at him. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” she whispered.

Eli’s mouth curved. “Maybe you’re just finally seeing me.”

She gave a breathless laugh, then kissed him again, harder this time, her weight pressing into him. Every move felt like she was testing how far she could go before she’d have to stop, but she wasn’t stopping. Not yet.

When she finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, her breathing ragged. She looked at him like she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to kiss him again or drag him further onto the bed.

Eli stayed perfectly still, letting the tension hum between them. The pheromone had done more than work, it had pulled Alyssa right to the edge.

And he knew the next time they were alone, she’d be ready to step over it.


Chapter Fourteen – Over the Line

The silence between them was heavy, charged. Alyssa was still close enough for Eli to feel the heat radiating off her skin, the faint sweetness of her perfume mixing with that warm, almost imperceptible scent of the pheromone.

She licked her lips slowly; eyes fixed on his. “You know…” she murmured, her voice lower now, “I don’t usually let guys I barely talk to sit on my bed.”

Eli’s expression stayed calm. “Guess I’m not just any guy.”

Her smile was quick and faint, not mocking, not smug. Just there for a second before it faded into something hungrier. She leaned in again, kissing him hard enough that he had to brace a hand behind him for balance.

The kiss deepened fast. Her hands moved, first to his shoulders, then sliding down his arms, then curling into the fabric of his shirt as if she wanted him closer than was physically possible. Her breathing was uneven, her body pressed flush against his now.

When she broke the kiss, it wasn’t to pull away, it was to shift, pushing him gently back onto the mattress. Eli went with it, watching her as she moved to straddle his lap, her skirt brushing against his thighs.

Her eyes roamed over his face, almost searching for some kind of reason not to do what she was about to do. Whatever she was looking for, she didn’t find it.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” she whispered, but her tone didn’t carry doubt. It carried want.

Eli let one corner of his mouth lift. “Maybe you just want to.”

She kissed him again, harder, her hips shifting subtly against him. One of her hands slid up into his hair, the other resting against his chest, fingers splayed over his heartbeat. The air between them felt hot, electric.

When she finally broke away, her lips were flushed, her breathing sharp. “This is crazy,” she murmured, but she didn’t move from where she was, if anything, she leaned in closer, her thighs tightening around him.

Eli didn’t need to push. The pheromone had done its work, and Alyssa had just stepped over the line herself.

Whatever happened next, she wouldn’t be able to pretend she didn’t want it.


Chapter Fifteen – No Going Back

Alyssa stayed on his lap, her hands resting on his chest like she couldn’t decide whether to keep kissing him or push him back again. Her skirt had ridden high, baring the smooth length of her thighs. When Eli slid his hand over that warm, silken skin, she didn’t stop him, only the thin strip of her panties now covered her sex, and even through his jeans he could feel the heat radiating from her.

She drew in a sharp breath, lips parting, her eyes flicking down as if she’d just realised how far she’d let him go, and how much further she wanted to.

Her hips shifted against his in a slow, deliberate roll, and Eli felt the tremor that ran through her as she did it again. Her hands slid down his chest, fingers tracing the lines of his torso through the thin fabric of his shirt, then slipping beneath the hem. Her touch was warm, soft, and it lingered.

When she pulled back, her breathing was ragged. “I don’t… I don’t do this. Not like this.” But the way her hands were still on him said the opposite.

Eli kept his voice low, steady. “Then stop.”

Her eyes flicked to his, and whatever she saw there made her bite her lip and shake her head. “No.”

She kissed him again, this time with a kind of urgency that left no space between them. Her body moved against his like she was chasing something she couldn’t name, her hands exploring more boldly now, the line of his stomach, the muscles in his arms, the back of his neck.

When she broke the kiss again, she was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark with want. “Just… this once,” she whispered, almost like she was trying to make herself believe it.

Eli didn’t answer, he didn’t need to. She was already leaning back in, her hands sliding lower, her body pressing into his in a way that erased any thought of school, or reputation, or anything beyond the heat between them.

The Queen Bee of Lincoln High wasn’t untouchable anymore.




Chapter Sixteen – Surrender

Alyssa’s breathing was uneven, her hands restless as they moved over him, shoulders, chest, arms, like she needed to touch every inch just to be sure he was real. Her legs tightened around him, pulling him closer, her skirt riding high enough that the warmth of her skin pressed against his hips.

She looked at him for a long second, her eyes searching his face. “If I do this…” she started, her voice low and husky, “…you don’t tell anyone.”

Eli’s gaze didn’t waver. “Your secret.”

Something in her seemed to settle at that, but only for a heartbeat. Then she leaned in and kissed him again, deep and hungry, her fingers sliding into his hair. There was no hesitation this time, only want.

Her hips rocked slowly against his, the friction making her breath hitch. She pressed closer, her chest against his, the thin fabric between them doing nothing to dull the heat.

When she finally pulled back to breathe, her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes… they didn’t look guarded anymore. They looked like she’d already given in.

She pushed him back gently onto the bed, her knees bracketing his hips as she shifted to straddle him fully. Her hands smoothed down his chest, then hooked into the hem of his shirt, tugging it upward.

Eli let her, staying still, letting her take control. Every move she made was hers, her choice, her pace, but he knew exactly what was keeping her here, unable to pull away.

“You’re not what I expected,” she murmured, almost to herself.

Eli’s lips curved faintly. “Good.”

She kissed him again, slower this time, her hands exploring with deliberate intent, her body pressed against his like she was trying to erase any space that remained.

By the time she broke the kiss, her breathing was ragged, and her fingers were still tangled in his shirt. “I don’t care what this is right now,” she whispered. “I just want it.”


Chapter Seventeen – All In

Alyssa didn’t break the kiss this time, she deepened it, her lips moving against his with a heat that made Eli’s pulse pound. Her body pressed down into his, the soft curve of her chest pushing against him in a way that erased every last trace of the aloof, untouchable cheer captain.

Her hands slid under his shirt, palms warm against his skin as she explored the lines of his stomach and the firm muscle of his sides. When she tugged the shirt upward again, there was no hesitation, she wanted it gone.

Eli lifted his arms just enough for her to strip it over his head. Her eyes ran over him openly now, pupils wide, breathing quick. “You’ve been hiding this,” she said softly, almost accusingly.

“Maybe you weren’t looking,” he replied, voice low.

That earned him a smirk, but it vanished the moment she kissed him again, harder this time, her hands sliding to his shoulders as she shifted her hips over him in slow, deliberate movements. Each one sent a thrum of heat through him, and he could feel the shiver in her thighs as she kept going.

Her skirt had ridden high enough now that the bare skin of her legs was hot against his sides. The friction between them was undeniable, the tension building with every subtle shift and press of her body against his.

He reached round and took a firm hold of her luscious round ass and pulled her closer into him. She broke the kiss, and looked at him, like she was going to challenge him, his hands gripping tightly into the soft flesh of her ass, but she said nothing and leaned in to kiss him again with even more hunger.

She pulled back just long enough to meet his eyes, her breathing uneven. “I don’t care why I want this right now,” she murmured. “I just… do.”

Eli’s voice was steady, but there was an edge to it now. “Then don’t stop.”

Her hands moved lower, over his stomach, lingering in a way that made the air between them thicken. She leaned down, kissing along his jaw, then his neck, her breath hot against his skin. Each slow press of her mouth made his grip on her thighs tighten.

When she came back to his lips, there was no hesitation left. Whatever line had existed between them before, Alyssa had stepped over it completely, and she wasn’t looking back.


Chapter Eighteen – Breaking Point

Alyssa’s body moved against his with a rhythm that felt dangerous, slow enough to tease, close enough to promise more. Her hands roamed freely now, skimming over his bare chest, tracing the dip of muscle along his sides, lingering in ways that made his breath tighten.

She kissed him again, her mouth warm and insistent, her tongue brushing his with a hunger that hadn’t been there before. Every shift of her hips pressed them closer, blurring the line between control and surrender.

Eli kept his touch measured, letting her lead. His hands still squeezing and mauling her round ass. Her skirt had ridden up to her waist, she may as well no longer be wearing it. Only a thin piece of material covering her.

Her breathing grew shallow, her movements more deliberate, like she was testing how far she could go before she’d have to stop, but she didn’t stop.

He leaned back just enough to look up at her, testing how far he could push. “Take your top off. I want to see your tits.” The bluntness made her blink, hesitation flickering across her face. “I’ve never gone that far before,” she whispered, but then, almost as if she couldn’t stop herself, she peeled her top over her head. For a heartbeat she stared down at him, confused at why she wanted this with Eli of all people, then unhooked her bra and let it fall away. There they were the most perfect breasts he had ever seen. She took his hands from her ass and placed them firmly on her breasts, his palms filling with the weight of them, her nipples hard against his skin.

When she broke the kiss, it was only to look at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark and fixed on his. “I want…” She didn’t finish the sentence, but she didn’t need to.

Eli met her gaze steadily. “Then take it.”

That was all it took.

Alyssa shifted, her hands sliding lower, her body pressing fully into his now. The sound of her breath, the warmth of her skin, the way her nails grazed lightly over him, it all condensed into one long, unbroken moment where nothing outside the room mattered.

She kissed him again, deeper than before, her hands guiding, urging, demanding, until the movement between them left no space for hesitation, no room for thought.

The coil of tension snapped, and they both gave in, the world narrowing to touch, heat, and the breathless certainty that nothing would be the same after this.




Chapter Nineteen – Further Than Ever

Alyssa kissed him once more before sliding lower, her mouth hot on his skin as she trailed kisses down his chest, then over the ridges of his stomach. Eli’s muscles tightened with every inch she descended, her incredible breasts brushing against him in slow, deliberate grazes that left him trembling.

Her fingers found his belt, fumbling at first, then tugging it loose. With one smooth pull she opened his jeans, dragging them down along with his boxers until he was bare before her.

She froze, her breath catching as her eyes locked on him.

“Oh my God…” she whispered. Her hand wrapped around him, slender fingers unable to close fully around his thick shaft. She had never thought someone like Eli could be so well endowed. “I’ve never gone this far before.”

Eli’s voice was low, steady despite the pounding of his heart. “You can stop any time you want.”

But she didn’t. Her lips parted, green eyes flicking up to his as though trying to understand why she wanted this so badly with him of all people. Then she leaned down, letting her tongue slip over the swollen head, tasting him with a soft sound that sent shockwaves through him.

When she opened wider and took him past her lips, Eli’s whole body arched. The heat of her mouth was overwhelming, her tongue circling him, teasing and stroking all at once. She moved slowly at first, uncertain, then bolder, sinking deeper as her hand worked the length she couldn’t take.

Her breasts pressed against his thighs, soft and warm, every graze sending sparks through him as she pleasured him with a hunger she clearly didn’t understand.

Eli’s hands clenched in the sheets, his breath ragged, every nerve alive under her touch. Looking down, the sight of Alyssa Kane, the untouchable queen bee of Lincoln High, on her knees, lips wrapped around him, made his head spin.

If it ended now, he thought wildly, drowning in sensation, I’d die the happiest man in the world.




Chapter Twenty – The First Time

Alyssa lifted her head from his lap, lips flushed, breath uneven. For a long moment she just stared at him, her hand still wrapped loosely around him. Then, in a low, unsteady voice, she whispered:

“I want to… do it.”

Eli’s pulse thundered in his ears. “If that’s what you want,” he said slowly, “then stand up. Take off your skirt and panties.”

She hesitated, frozen in place. The Alyssa Kane he’d always known, proud, untouchable, cruel, would have laughed at the very idea. She had never even noticed him before, never said his name right, never given him more than a dismissive glance. And now she’d had his hard cock in her mouth, tasted him, surrendered a piece of herself she’d never given anyone else.

Alyssa’s mind raced. Why him? She’d never done anything like this with anyone, had never let herself be this vulnerable, this exposed. She’d never been naked in front of a man before. Only ever let Tyler see her tits. No one had ever seen her stripped of the polish and control she wore like armour. Yet here she was, trembling under the gaze of the one boy she used to ignore, and for reasons she couldn’t explain, she wanted him to see her. All of her.

Her lips parted, confusion flickering across her perfect face. But beneath it something deeper stirred, something raw, primal, undeniable. She stood slowly, her hands trembling as she slipped her skirt down over her hips, letting it fall to the floor. Then, with a sharp breath, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down too, stepping out until she stood before him utterly bare.

Eli’s breath caught. She was flawless, long legs, full breasts, a flat stomach tapering into the soft curves between her thighs. Her shaved little pussy, glistening with her wetness. Alyssa Kane, the queen of Lincoln High, the girl every boy fantasised about, was naked in front of him. And she was showing that incredible body to him.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his lap again. Her skin was hot against his, her breasts brushing his chest as she leaned in, her eyes locked on his. “I’ve never done this before,” she admitted, her voice a husky whisper. “I’m a virgin.”

Shock jolted through him, but before he could respond she pressed on.

“Do you… want to use a condom?” he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

She looked at him like he was speaking another language, then shook her head, her eyes fierce, hungry. “No. I want it too much. I need you… skin to skin.”

Eli swallowed hard. The power of the pheromone wasn’t just attraction anymore, it had pulled Alyssa Kane past every wall she’d ever built.

She lifted herself, one hand guiding him, until he felt the hot press of her body at his tip. Alyssa’s eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting in a moan as she lowered herself slowly, her body opening for him.

Eli’s head fell back, his hands gripping her thighs as inch by inch she took him deeper, her soft cries filling the room until she was moving against him, riding him with a rhythm born of raw need.


He let her do all the work, thrusting up into her tight clenching pussy each time she dropped downwards, making her cry out. Looking up at her incredible breasts bouncing beautifully above him. He knew he wouldn’t last long; Alyssa wasn’t he only one losing her virginity tonight. 


Alyssa fingernails dug into his chest as she felt it build, quickly enveloping her, she cried out louder as her climax broke. Only seconds later she felt his thick cock swell deep inside her and then the heat and the extra wetness as he pumped spurt after spurt of spunk deep into her. 

And as Alyssa Kane, untouched until now, gave herself to him completely, Eli could only think one thing: he had done it!


Epilogue – Afterglow

The room was still, the only sound the faint hum of the ceiling fan and their slowing breaths. Alyssa lay curled on her side beside him, the sheet tangled low around her hips, her bare skin warm against his. For the first time in her life, she wasn’t posing, or teasing, or playing queen bee. She was simply there; beautiful, flushed, undone.

Her blonde hair spilled across his shoulder, the scent of her perfume faint under the salt of sweat and skin. She traced idle patterns on his chest with the tip of one finger, her lips parted as though she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. She could still feel his spunk dribbling out of her previously virgin pussy.

Finally, she whispered, “I’ve never… I mean, not with anyone. And now…” She shook her head slightly, green eyes flicking up to his. “I don’t even understand why. Why you?”

Eli’s lips curved faintly, though inside he was still reeling from the reality of it, Alyssa Kane, the girl who had never once seen him, now lying naked and spent at his side. “Maybe,” he said softly, “you just wanted me.”

She gave a short laugh, breathless and uncertain. “Maybe.”

But when she shifted closer, laying her head on his chest, Eli felt the way she relaxed against him, her body melting into his. She wasn’t pretending. She wasn’t teasing. She was his.

And as he lay there with Alyssa Kane in his arms, the most desired girl in school, Eli knew this was only the beginning. There was one thing he was totally sure of, his life would be very different from now on.


Book Two – The Nerd’s Revenge

Eli Morton was invisible. Then he wasn’t.

The pheromone he created didn’t just make Alyssa Kane, the hottest, cruellest girl in school, fall into his arms. It proved something bigger: he could have any girl he wanted.

Now, Eli’s no longer chasing one fantasy. He’s testing the limits of his power. Two girls at once? Three? The cheer squad? A teacher who never gave him the time of day. Under the heat of his formula, no woman can resist. No dare is too bold. No request too crude.

But how far will he go?
When the nerd becomes the puppet master, pulling every string of lust and desire, will anyone be safe from his reach? Could he have every nerd in school fucking all the hot girls?

And maybe the more dangerous question, when you can have everything you’ve ever dreamed of… what do you do next?

Look out for the next book!
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