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Chapter 1 - The Lab

The Level 7 R&D wing of Nexus Bio-Pharm smelled like ozone, ethanol, and the faint metallic bite of recirculated air. Fluorescent panels hummed overhead, casting everything in cold, clinical white. Rows of fume hoods hissed softly; centrifuges whirred in the background like distant thunder. At 11:47 p.m., the floor was deserted except for one workstation-and the two people who hated each other enough to still be here after hours.

Mira Lawson hunched over her bench in the corner lab pod; lab coat discarded on the stool behind her. She wore a fitted black blouse (top two buttons undone from the heat of the biosafety cabinet), slim charcoal trousers, and sensible flats she could run in if security ever needed to chase her out again. Her dark hair was pulled into a severe ponytail, but a few strands had escaped, sticking to the sweat at her nape. She was calibrating the final compound in the sequence: Project Eros-7, a next-gen neuroactive aerosol designed to amplify dopamine and oxytocin release for “therapeutic bonding.” Officially. Unofficially, the board wanted it weaponized for interrogation enhancement or high-end escort services. 

Mira didn’t care about the ethics memo; she cared about beating the deadline and sticking it to the golden boy across the hall. She pipetted the last microliter of the proprietary ligand into the reaction vial, watching the solution shift from clear to a deep, throbbing indigo. Perfect. One more stir cycle, then stability testing. She could be out by 1 a.m., home with a bottle of wine and zero thoughts of... The glass door to the pod slid open with a pneumatic hiss. Rowan Hale stepped in like he was walking onto a runway instead of a restricted lab. 

Charcoal suit jacket slung over one shoulder, white dress shirt sleeves rolled to mid-forearm, exposing corded muscle and a Patek Philippe watch that probably cost more than her rent. His storm-gray eyes found her instantly, and that trademark smirk curled his mouth-the one that made interns blush and VPs sign checks. “Lawson,” he said, voice low and amused. “Burning the midnight oil again? Or just trying to sabotage my presentation tomorrow?” Mira didn’t look up from the magnetic stirrer. “Hale. Still using your keycard to access floors you’re not assigned to? Security’s going to love that audit trail.” He laughed, a dark, velvet sound that made the hair on her arms stand up. Rowan crossed the pod in three long strides, stopping just outside the fume hood’s sash. Close enough that she could smell him-cedar cologne, clean cotton, and the faint musk of a man who’d already been working out his frustration in the executive gym.

“I heard you were running the Eros-7 final batch.” He leaned one hip against the bench, arms crossed, watching her hands move with deliberate slowness. “Thought I’d drop by. Offer a second set of eyes. You know... before you fuck it up and tank both our quarterly bonuses.” She finally met his gaze. Her hazel eyes were sharp enough to cut glass. “I don’t need your eyes, your input, or your presence. The compound is stable. Go polish your slides or whatever it is you do when you’re not stealing credit.” Rowan’s smirk deepened. “Stealing credit? Darling, I earned every zero on my paycheck. You’re the one who still thinks passion projects win board seats.” He glanced at the vial spinning gently in the hood. “This the ligand phase? The one that’s supposed to make test subjects beg for round two?” 

Mira’s jaw tightened. “It’s supposed to demonstrate controlled arousal amplification in a clinical setting. Not whatever sleazy fantasy you’re projecting.” He chuckled again, stepping closer-close enough that the heat of his body breached the cool air curtain of the hood. “You say that like you haven’t been reading the same preclinical notes I have. Subjects reported ‘overwhelming need,’ ‘inability to focus on anything else,’ ‘multiple spontaneous orgasms.’ Sounds less like therapy and more like-” “Enough.” She slammed the sash down harder than necessary, the glass rattling. “If you’re not leaving, at least make yourself useful. Hold this autosampler steady while I transfer the final aliquot. Or are you afraid of getting your manicured hands dirty?”

Rowan’s eyes darkened. He didn’t hesitate. He reached past her, forearm brushing hers deliberately, fingers closing around the sampler with a grip that was firm, almost possessive. His chest pressed lightly against her back as he leaned in to steady it. “Careful what you ask for, Lawson,” he murmured against her ear. His breath was warm, his voice a low rumble. “I’m very good at holding things exactly where they need to be.” The contact sent a traitorous jolt straight to her core. Her nipples pebbled against the thin fabric of her bra, visible even through the blouse if he looked down-which he absolutely was. She hated how her body reacted to him. Always had. Academy days, conference rooms, stolen moments in supply closets she’d never admit to. He knew it. She knew he knew it. She jerked her hand free. “Back off.” “Make me.” The stirrer beeped-cycle complete. Mira reached for the vial, but her fingers brushed his wrist. Skin on skin. Electric. That was the moment everything went wrong.

The solution in the vial shimmered, then flared from indigo to violent crimson. A low hiss filled the hood. Before Mira could hit the emergency vent, the vial cracked-not exploded, just a hairline fracture-and a thick, pearlescent mist billowed out through the sash gap. Sweet. Heady. Like ripe fruit mixed with sex and ozone. It enveloped them both in seconds. Mira gasped as it coated her tongue, sank into her lungs, seeped through her pores. Heat detonated in her bloodstream-brutal, liquid, everywhere. Her clit swelled instantly, throbbing in time with her racing heart. Between her thighs, she was drenched, slickness soaking through her panties in a humiliating rush. Her knees nearly buckled. Rowan staggered back a step, coat dropping to the floor. His pupils were blown wide, chest heaving under the dress shirt. The front of his trousers tented obscenely, the outline of his cock thick and straining against the fabric. He stared at her like he wanted to devour her. “What the fuck...” he rasped, voice wrecked. “What did you do?” “Nothing!” Mira’s hands flew to the bench for support. Her voice came out breathy, desperate. “You-you distracted me, you arrogant prick-”The mist thickened, swirling around their legs like smoke. Every breath pulled more of it inside her. 

The need was immediate, animal. She needed pressure, friction, cock-now. And the worst, most horrifying part? Every screaming impulse locked onto him. Rowan Hale. The man she’d spent years fantasizing about strangling. Rowan took a shaky step forward, then stopped, fists clenched at his sides. Veins stood out on his forearms. “This isn’t... this can’t be just the ligand. The binding coefficient-” “It bonded us,” Mira whispered, horrified. “The aerosol... it linked the neuroreceptors. We’re... synced.” His laugh was broken, almost pained. “Synced. That’s a nice word for it.” His gaze dropped to her chest-her nipples were diamond-hard, poking through the blouse. Then lower, to where she was pressing her thighs together, trying and failing to ease the ache. “I can smell you, Mira. You’re fucking dripping.”

She whimpered-actually whimpered-and hated herself for it. Her hand drifted toward her waistband before she could stop it. “Don’t come any closer.” “Too late.” Rowan’s voice was gravel. He took another step. Then another. “You want this as bad as I do. You always have.” He closed the distance. She met him halfway. Their mouths crashed together-teeth and tongue and fury. Rowan shoved her back against the bench; glassware rattled, a beaker tipped and shattered on the floor. His hands tore at her blouse, buttons popping. Mira yanked his tie loose, used it to pull him harder against her. She bit his lip hard enough to taste copper. They were going to fuck right here-on the lab bench, under the security cameras, with the emergency lockdown siren probably about to blare any second. And neither of them cared. The compound had bound them, alright. Bound them in heat, hate, and the kind of raw, filthy need that would ruin them both.

Chapter 2 - The Hunger

The lab bench was cold against Mira’s spine as Rowan slammed her down onto it, glassware crashing to the floor in a symphony of shattered Pyrex. Neither of them flinched. The security cameras overhead blinked red-silent witnesses-but the emergency lockdown hadn’t triggered yet, and even if it had, they wouldn’t have stopped. Rowan’s mouth was on hers again, brutal and claiming, teeth scraping her lower lip until she tasted blood. His hands were everywhere-ripping her blouse open the rest of the way, buttons pinging off monitors, palming her tits roughly through the thin lace of her bra. Mira arched into him, nails digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave crescent marks through the dress shirt. She hated him. She hated how good his hands felt. She hated how badly she needed this.

“Fucking slut,” he growled against her throat, biting down on the tendon there. “Look at you-already soaked through your pants just from me touching you.” “Shut up and fuck me,” she snarled back, voice wrecked. Her fingers fumbled with his belt, yanking it free, shoving his trousers and boxer briefs down in one impatient motion. His cock sprang out-thick, veined, already leaking at the tip-and Mira’s mouth watered. The compound had amplified everything: scent, taste, need. She could smell how turned on he was, musky and primal, and it made her cunt clench around nothing.

Rowan didn’t waste time. He spun her around, bent her over the bench so her forearms braced against the cold steel surface. Her trousers and panties were shoved to her knees in seconds. He kicked her feet wider, notched the fat head of his cock against her dripping entrance, and slammed home in one vicious thrust. Mira screamed-half pain, half ecstasy. He was huge, stretching her open, filling her so completely she felt him in her goddamn throat. No warm-up, no gentleness. Just raw, animal fucking. “Yes-fuck-harder,” she gasped, pushing back against him, meeting every brutal snap of his hips. Rowan gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, pounding into her like he was trying to fuck the hatred right out of both of them. 

The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the empty lab. Her tits bounced with every thrust, nipples scraping painfully against the bench. She was dripping down her thighs, slick coating his balls, pooling on the floor beneath them. “You hate this cock, don’t you?” he rasped, yanking her ponytail back so her neck arched. “Hate how much your greedy little cunt sucks me in. Hate how wet you get for the man you can’t stand.” “Shut-up-” she moaned, but the words dissolved into a keening cry as he angled deeper, battering her cervix. Stars burst behind her eyelids. She came almost immediately-hard, sudden, clenching around him like a vice. Her vision whited out for a second, thighs shaking, but he didn’t stop. Didn’t even slow. He fucked her through it, then kept going. And going. Hours blurred. The clock on the wall ticked past midnight, past one, past two. Rowan never softened. If anything, he got harder, thicker, leaking pre-cum in thick ropes inside her. Every time he came-and he came again and again-he flooded her. Gallons, it felt like. Hot, endless spurts that overflowed her pussy, ran down her legs, dripped onto the tiles. 

She could feel her belly swelling slightly from the sheer volume, a faint, obscene bulge that made her whimper every time he pressed a hand there and growled, “Look what I’m doing to you. Filling you up like the cum-dump you are.” Mira lost count of her own orgasms. They crashed over her in waves-some sharp and shattering, some slow-building and devastating. She sobbed from overstimulation, begged him to stop, then begged him not to. Her voice was hoarse from screaming his name, from cursing him, from pleading for more. When he pulled out of her pussy for the first time in what felt like forever, she whined at the loss-actually whined-until he spun her again, shoved her to her knees. His cock was glistening with their combined mess, still rock-hard, veins pulsing. 

He fisted her hair and fed it into her mouth without warning. “Take it,” he ordered. “All of it.” Mira gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away. She sucked greedily, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling around the head, tasting herself on him. Saliva dripped down her chin, mixed with tears. He fucked her face with the same ruthless rhythm-deep, punishing thrusts that made her choke and drool. When he came down her throat, it was so much she couldn’t swallow fast enough; thick ropes spilled from the corners of her mouth, painted her tits, dripped onto the floor.

He wasn’t done. He hauled her up, bent her over the bench again-this time aiming higher. One thick finger pressed against her asshole, slick with their combined fluids. “You want this too, don’t you? All your holes stuffed. Say it.” “Yes-fuck-please-” The word






































	Food production first. Communities must plant, harvest, share. Sex was encouraged during labor to keep morale high, but not at the expense of survival.

	Medical outposts. People still got sick, broke bones, gave birth. Healers were protected; no one touched them without consent.

	Knowledge preservation. Libraries became sacred spaces. Scholars fucked, yes, but they also taught-reading, engineering, medicine, history.

	Consent was law. Even in a world of constant arousal, no meant no. Violators were exiled to isolation zones where The Hunger burned without relief.














d2d_images/cover.jpg
| WAL

The Love Potion Disaster
by doanne Star
. 4 } i






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





