
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The First Itch

Morgan Shaw smiled as she re-read the contract glowing faintly on her tablet screen. Six months of research had led her to this moment-a consensual symbiotic melding with an entity beyond normal human understanding. The parasite, as the scientific community crudely called it, offered enhanced pleasure, heightened sensation, and the ultimate exploration of her sexuality in exchange for temporary shared control of her body.

"Final confirmation required," flashed the message. "The Symbiotic Pleasure Protocol includes simulated resistance play. Your conscious mind may experience the illusion of non-consent while your subconscious maintains control. Do you consent to this experience?"

Morgan took a deep breath, her finger hovering over the agreement. Dr. Helena Barnes, her therapist and the program supervisor, had extensively explained the protocols-including the fail-safe command that would instantly terminate the experience if genuinely needed.

"I consent," Morgan whispered, pressing her finger to the screen. The contract pulsed blue, scanning her retina and brainwaves to confirm her genuine consent before uploading the symbiotic consciousness. "Begin the program."

A pleasant warmth spread through her mind as the integration began. She'd consented to the fantasy of resistance-the thrill of feeling overwhelmed while knowing, deep down, that this was exactly what she'd chosen. The safe phrase "Protocol Terminate" would end it immediately if she ever truly wanted out.

"Remember," Dr. Barnes had said during their final session, "what appears as struggle is part of the experience you've explicitly consented to. Your subconscious maintains veto power throughout."

Morgan smiled as she felt the first whisper of the entity's voice in her mind-subtle at first, just as the program had described. The consensual journey she'd eagerly signed up for was finally beginning.

Morgan Shaw couldn't pinpoint exactly when the voice had started.

It was subtle at first—a whisper so faint she'd mistaken it for her own thoughts. A suggestion here, an urge there. Nothing alarming, just slightly out of character. Like the day she'd suddenly ordered a black coffee instead of her usual vanilla latte, or when she'd worn that too-tight dress to work that had been gathering dust in her closet for years.

"Just trying something new," she'd told her concerned coworker Eliza, who had raised an eyebrow at Morgan's uncharacteristically revealing outfit. The fabric had clung to her ass when she walked and showcased the soft swell of her breasts in a way that had made the IT guy walk into a wall.

But that had been three weeks ago, and things had... progressed.

Morgan stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror of her modest one-bedroom apartment. At thirty-two, she'd always considered herself reasonably attractive in an understated way—shoulder-length brown hair, hazel eyes, a scattering of freckles across her nose, and a body that was neither thin nor curvy but comfortably in-between. Her breasts were perky B-cups, her waist relatively narrow, flaring out to hips that had always been just a bit wider than she'd have preferred. The kind of woman who blended into crowds.

You could be so much more. Those tits could stop traffic if you'd just show them off.

There it was again. That voice—hers, but not quite. It seemed to emanate from everywhere and nowhere, vibrating through her skull like the aftereffects of a bass-heavy song.

"Shut up," she whispered to her reflection, gripping the edges of the sink.

Why fight it? You know you want to let go. You're fucking soaking wet just thinking about it.

Morgan shook her head violently and splashed cold water on her face. She'd made an appointment with Dr. Reeves for next week, but the waiting was becoming unbearable. Something was happening to her—something she couldn't explain to anyone without sounding completely insane.

It had begun with dreams. Vivid, carnal dreams that left her sheets tangled and her body slick with sweat. Dreams of strangers' hands on her body, of exposing herself in public places, of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Dreams of being bent over tables and fucked ruthlessly from behind while crowds watched. Dreams of sucking cock in alleyways, of riding strangers in public bathrooms, of being used and filled in every hole simultaneously.

She'd wake gasping, her hand already between her legs, her cunt dripping and swollen, her body humming with an arousal that felt foreign and overwhelming.

Then the voice had started, and with it came the headaches—piercing pain behind her right eye that would flare and recede like a tide.

Morgan dried her face and walked to her bedroom, determined to get some work done. As a freelance editor, she had deadlines to meet regardless of whatever psychological breakdown she might be experiencing. She sat at her desk and opened her laptop, trying to focus on the manuscript she was supposed to be reviewing.

Touch your pussy. It's aching for attention.

"No," Morgan said aloud, her fingers freezing above the keyboard.

You know you want to. Just a little relief. Slide those fingers through those wet folds. Your clit is throbbing, begging to be rubbed.

Morgan's right hand betrayed her, sliding down to her thigh and then between her legs as if guided by invisible strings. She jerked it back up, heart pounding, already feeling the dampness seeping through her cotton panties.

"This isn't me," she whispered. "This isn't happening."

But it was. Something had taken root inside her mind, and it was growing stronger by the day. Morgan had done her research—brain tumors, schizophrenia, dissociative disorders—but nothing quite matched what she was experiencing. It felt like... an invasion. A presence that was slowly colonizing her thoughts, replacing them with its own.

We're just getting started, Morgan. You'll learn to love what we become together. You'll beg for cock like the desperate slut you're meant to be.

A sharp pain lanced through her head, and Morgan gasped, doubling over. When it subsided, she felt... different. Warmer. Her skin tingled with heightened sensitivity, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her bra, and there was a pulsing heaviness between her legs that demanded attention.

Before she could stop herself, her hand slid beneath the waistband of her sweatpants and into her panties. She was already soaking wet, her swollen lips parting easily as her fingers slid between them. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

"No," she groaned, but her fingers began to circle her clit with practiced precision that somehow felt both familiar and foreign.

Yes, the voice countered, no longer just in her head but seeming to whisper directly against her ear. This is just the beginning. Let me show you what that hungry cunt is capable of.

Morgan's back arched as pleasure surged through her. Her fingers moved faster, and she felt her resistance crumbling. It was as if her willpower was being systematically dismantled, neuron by neuron. She shoved two fingers deep inside herself, curling them to hit that spot that made her see stars.

"What's happening to me?" she gasped, even as her free hand moved to her breast, pulling up her shirt and bra to pinch her nipple with an intensity she'd never dared before. She twisted it hard enough to make herself cry out, the pain transforming instantly into searing pleasure.

Evolution, the voice purred. Transformation. Symbiosis. By the time I'm done, you'll be begging for a thick cock in every hole.

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave—unexpected in its ferocity. Morgan cried out, her pussy clamping down on her fingers as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core. Her clit pulsed against her palm, and her juices flowed over her hand, dripping onto the chair beneath her. It was unlike anything she'd experienced before, as if every nerve ending had been rewired to transmit sensation at double capacity.

When it subsided, she slumped in her chair, breathing heavily, a mixture of satisfaction and horror washing over her. She pulled her fingers from her soaked pussy and stared at the glistening wetness coating them.

"This isn't normal," she whispered to the empty room. "I need help."

You don't need help, the voice insisted, softer now but no less present. You need to be fucked until you can't walk straight. You need to stop fighting what you're becoming.

Morgan struggled to her feet, her legs wobbly beneath her. She stumbled to the bathroom and splashed more water on her face, trying to clear her head. As she looked up, she caught her reflection again—but something was different. Her pupils were dilated, her lips swollen as if she'd been thoroughly kissed, and there was a subtle sheen to her skin that hadn't been there before. Was that a faint bluish tint to the veins visible at her temples?

She leaned closer, examining herself with growing horror. For a brief moment, she could have sworn she saw something move beneath the surface of her right eye—a shadow, a ripple, like something swimming just beneath the skin.

"Oh god," she whispered, backing away from the mirror.

God has nothing to do with this, the voice said, and Morgan could have sworn she heard amusement in its tone. But you'll be screaming his name when I make you come harder than you ever have before.

That night, Morgan's dreams were more intense than ever. She found herself in a crowded subway car, wearing nothing but a tiny, nearly transparent dress that clung to her curves. Her hard nipples were clearly visible through the fabric, and the hem barely covered the shaved lips of her pussy. In the dream, rather than being mortified, she felt powerful. Strangers' eyes raked over her body, and each gaze felt like a physical caress.

A man in a business suit stood before her, his eyes locked on her hardened nipples poking obscenely through the fabric. Without speaking, she took his hand and guided it under her dress, showing him she wore nothing underneath. His fingers found her cunt already dripping wet, her lips swollen and parted in invitation.

"Finger-fuck me right here," she commanded, spreading her legs wider. "Make me come while everyone watches."

His fingers plunged into her soaked channel, and she moaned unashamedly as he began to stroke her right there in the crowded train, the wet sounds of his fingers pumping in and out of her audible to everyone nearby.

"Watch me take his fingers," she commanded the other passengers in her dream. "Watch how wet my hungry cunt is. Who wants to be next? Who wants to feel how tight I am?"

The car fell silent except for her increasingly vocal moans and the obscene squelching sounds coming from between her legs. The businessman's fingers worked inside her with ruthless efficiency, three of them now stretching her wide, while his thumb circled her throbbing clit. Morgan spread her legs even wider, bracing herself against a pole, putting on a show for the captive audience. She pulled down the top of her dress, exposing her breasts completely, pinching and pulling at her own nipples.

"She's possessed," an old woman whispered in the dream, but Morgan only laughed.

"Yes," she agreed. "And it feels fucking incredible. I need cock. Who's going to give me their cock?"

A younger man stepped forward, already unzipping his pants. Morgan dropped to her knees in the crowded subway car, eagerly taking his thick shaft into her mouth. She sucked him hungrily, drool running down her chin, all while the businessman continued to finger-fuck her from behind.

"That's it, choke on that dick," the businessman said, adding a fourth finger to her stretched pussy. "Show everyone what a filthy whore you are."

When she came in the dream, it triggered a real orgasm that woke her. Morgan sat bolt upright in bed, her nightgown soaked through with sweat, her inner thighs slick with her juices. The sheets beneath her were damp with her arousal, and her pussy still pulsed with aftershocks.

"Jesus Christ," she gasped, running trembling hands through her hair.

Did you enjoy that? the voice asked, sounding stronger than ever. There's so much more where that came from. So many cocks to suck, so many ways to be filled.

Morgan fumbled for the lamp and switched it on, needing to banish the darkness. Her clock read 3:17 AM.

"What are you?" she demanded, no longer bothering to pretend she wasn't talking to something inside her. "What do you want from me?"

I am you, improved, came the reply. I want what you want, but without the limitations you've imposed on yourself. The shame. The fear. The artificial constraints of propriety. I want you to become the cum-hungry slut you're meant to be.

"You're not me," Morgan insisted, climbing out of bed on unsteady legs. She made her way to the kitchen and filled a glass with water, drinking it down in desperate gulps. "You're something else. Something... inside me."

Clever girl, the voice purred. We're going to have such fun together. By the end of the week, you'll have taken more cock than you have in your entire life.

Another headache struck, this one so severe that Morgan dropped her glass. It shattered on the tile floor, sending shards in every direction. She barely noticed, too consumed by the pain lancing through her skull. It felt as though something was rewiring her brain, forging new neural pathways by force.

When the pain subsided, Morgan found herself on her knees amid the broken glass. Carefully, she stood, avoiding the shards, and made her way back to bed. She needed to sleep. She needed to hold onto whatever sanity she had left until she could see Dr. Reeves.

But as she drifted back to sleep, the voice whispered once more:

Tomorrow, we'll take a little trip to that coffee shop you like. There's a barista there who's been watching you. Wouldn't it be fun to give him something to really look at? I bet he has a big, thick cock that would stretch your tight pussy so nicely.

Morgan tried to protest, but exhaustion claimed her before she could form the words. Her last conscious thought was a desperate prayer that she would wake up as herself.

Morning arrived with unwelcome brightness. Morgan opened her eyes, momentarily hopeful that the previous day's events had been nothing but a bizarre nightmare. That hope was quickly dashed.

Good morning, beautiful, the voice greeted her. Ready for our little excursion? Ready to get that pussy stuffed?

"No," Morgan said firmly, sitting up in bed. "I'm not going anywhere. I'm calling Dr. Reeves and asking for an emergency appointment."

She reached for her phone, but her hand froze midway.

I don't think so, the voice said, and to Morgan's horror, her hand began to move against her will, bypassing the phone entirely and instead reaching for the drawer of her bedside table.

Her fingers curled around the handle and pulled it open, revealing a large, realistic dildo she'd bought on a whim months ago but had barely used. Her hand grasped it and brought it to her lips.

"Stop it," she hissed, but her body was no longer fully her own. Her tongue darted out to lick the silicone head as if it were a real cock, swirling around it obscenely.

Let's make a deal, the voice suggested. Give me this morning, and I'll let you call your doctor this afternoon. One small outing. What could it hurt? Don't you want to feel a real cock splitting you open instead of this toy?

Morgan wanted to refuse, but the dildo was already trailing down her neck, across her collarbone, circling her breast through the thin fabric of her nightgown. Her body responded instantly, nipples hardening into painful points, a flush spreading across her chest.

"This is coercion," she gasped, even as her thighs parted involuntarily.

This is negotiation, the voice corrected. And your cunt is already dripping for it. Feel how wet you are.

The dildo moved lower, tracing a path down her stomach to the apex of her thighs. Morgan's breath hitched as it pressed against her clit through the damp fabric.

"Oh god," she moaned, her hips rising to meet the thick silicone head.

See? We can work together so beautifully. Now let's get that big toy inside that hungry pussy.

Morgan's free hand pulled up her nightgown, exposing her lower half to the cool morning air. The dildo slipped beneath the fabric, pressing against her entrance. She was already embarrassingly wet, her body betraying her mind's resistance.

"Wait," she gasped as the thick head stretched her open. "It's too big."

No such thing, the voice purred. Your greedy cunt can take it all.

Her fingers moved with deliberate skill, working the massive dildo deeper into her tight channel, inch by agonizing inch. The stretch burned deliciously as her body accommodated the intrusion. Her other hand abandoned her breast to rub frantic circles around her clit.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted as the dildo bottomed out inside her, filling her completely. Her inner walls clenched around it, adjusting to the overwhelming fullness.

That's it, the voice encouraged. Now fuck yourself with it. Hard and fast, the way you need it.

Morgan's hand began to pump the dildo in and out of her soaked pussy, each thrust accompanied by obscene wet sounds. Her back arched off the bed as she established a punishing rhythm, driving the thick toy into herself with increasing force.

"This isn't me," she insisted between gasps of pleasure. "I don't—oh god—I don't do this."

Your cunt disagrees, the voice observed as Morgan's back arched and her legs spread wider. Look how greedily it swallows that cock.

The orgasm built rapidly, coiling tight at the base of her spine before exploding outward. Morgan screamed, her pussy clamping down on the dildo as wave after wave of intense pleasure washed through her. Her juices gushed around the silicone shaft, soaking the sheets beneath her. It was stronger than anything she'd experienced alone before, as if the entity inside her knew exactly how to manipulate her body for maximum effect.

When the tremors subsided, Morgan lay panting, the dildo still buried to the hilt inside her. Slowly, her hand withdrew it, a lewd sucking sound accompanying its exit from her well-fucked hole.

Now, let's get ready for that coffee, shall we? Time to find you a real cock to ride.

Still dazed from the intense orgasm, Morgan found herself moving as if on autopilot. She showered, dried her hair, and stood before her closet with a growing sense of dread.

Her hands reached past her usual jeans and sensible tops, instead pulling out a short, clingy red dress that barely covered her ass and had a neckline that plunged almost to her navel.

Perfect, the voice approved. He won't be able to take his eyes off your tits. And when you bend over, he'll see that dripping pussy of yours.

"It's a coffee shop," Morgan protested weakly. "This is inappropriate. I'll look like a whore."

That's rather the point, isn't it? A beautiful, cock-hungry whore.

The dress fit like a second skin, emphasizing curves Morgan typically chose to downplay. Standing before the mirror, she barely recognized herself—especially when her hands reached for makeup she rarely used, applying it with a skill she didn't know she possessed. Smoky eyes, blood-red lips that screamed "fuck me," contoured cheeks.

Now the finishing touch, the voice instructed.

To her horror, Morgan watched as her hands reached for her lingerie drawer and bypassed the practical cotton underwear she typically wore, instead selecting a black lace thong.

Actually, the voice reconsidered, let's skip this altogether. I want your pussy juices running down your thighs for everyone to see.

Morgan felt her face flush hot as she realized what the voice was suggesting. "No," she said firmly. "Absolutely not. I need something covering my cunt at least."

But her fingers were already returning the underwear to the drawer and closing it with finality.

Much better, the voice purred. So much more... accessible. Now, grab that butt plug from the drawer.

"What? No!" Morgan gasped, but her hand was already retrieving the small metal plug she'd bought on a drunken whim and used exactly once.

Put it in, the voice commanded. I want you to feel stretched and full while we're out.

Despite her protests, Morgan found herself bending over, spreading lube on the plug, and working it between her ass cheeks. She gasped as the cool metal breached her tight hole, her body accepting it inch by inch until it settled inside her, the jeweled base nestled between her cheeks.

Perfect, the voice approved. Now you're ready.

Twenty minutes later, Morgan found herself walking into her regular coffee shop, painfully aware of the short dress riding high on her thighs, the air circulating around her bare pussy, and the plug shifting inside her ass with every step. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric of the dress, and she could feel wetness already gathering between her thighs. The bell above the door announced her entrance, and several heads turned.

Behind the counter stood Jake—the barista who had been making her coffee for nearly a year. They'd exchanged pleasantries and small talk, but nothing more. He was younger than her—perhaps twenty-five to her thirty-two—with tousled dark hair and warm brown eyes that widened noticeably when he saw her.

"Morgan?" he asked, clearly surprised by her transformation.

Smile. Lean forward when you order. Let him see those tits. Make sure he knows you're not wearing panties.

Against her better judgment, Morgan felt her lips curve into a seductive smile as she approached the counter. "Morning, Jake," she said, her voice taking on a husky quality she didn't recognize.

"Wow, you look... different today," he said, eyes dropping to the neckline of her dress and lingering there, taking in the generous swell of her breasts nearly spilling out of the tight fabric.

"Good different, I hope," Morgan heard herself say as she leaned forward on the counter, giving him a clear view down her dress to her bare breasts. She felt a rush of conflicting emotions—mortification at her behavior warring with an unexpected thrill at his obvious reaction.

"Definitely good," Jake confirmed, swallowing hard, his eyes darkening with unmistakable lust. "The usual vanilla latte?"

Tell him you want something hotter today. Tell him how wet you are.

"Actually," Morgan said, "I'm feeling like something... hotter today. What would you recommend for a woman who woke up absolutely soaking wet this morning?"

The explicit comment hung in the air between them. Jake's face flushed, and Morgan could see his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard.

"I, uh, we have a chili mocha that's pretty intense," he suggested, his voice strained.

"Perfect," Morgan purred. "I like it intense. Hard and intense."

As Jake turned to prepare her drink, Morgan felt the voice guiding her to a small table in the corner. She sat down, crossing her legs deliberately, knowing the dress rode up to dangerous heights when she did so.

Uncross them, the voice commanded. Spread your legs. Let him see that pretty pussy. Let him see how wet you are for him.

"No," Morgan whispered, desperately trying to maintain some control. "This has gone too far. People will see."

A sharp pain lanced behind her eye, and she gasped, clutching the edge of the table. When it subsided, she found her legs had parted widely of their own accord, the short dress riding up to expose her completely. She was positioned facing the counter, giving Jake a perfect view of her smooth, shaved pussy if he cared to look. And look he did.

Jake approached with her coffee, his eyes widening as he noticed her position. He set the cup down with a slightly unsteady hand, his gaze fixed between her spread thighs where her pussy lips glistened with arousal.

"Can I get you anything else?" he asked, his voice cracking slightly.

Tell him what you really want. Tell him you want his cock.

Morgan bit her lip, fighting against the words that threatened to spill out. The pain returned, more intense this time, and she closed her eyes against it.

When she opened them again, she heard herself saying, "What time do you get off work, Jake? Because I'd really like to get you off."

He looked startled, then pleased, a visible bulge now straining against his apron. "I'm done at noon, actually. Just covering the morning shift today."

Perfect. Tell him you want his cock inside you within the hour.

"I need some help with a... personal problem this afternoon," Morgan heard herself say. "My pussy is absolutely aching for a hard cock, and I think you might be just what I need."

Jake's eyes darkened even further, and he leaned closer, lowering his voice. "Are you serious right now? Because I've been wanting to fuck you since the first day you walked in here."

"My place in an hour," Morgan replied, fishing a pen from her purse and writing her address on a napkin. "Come ready to fuck me senseless. I want your cock in every hole."

As Jake took the napkin, their fingers brushed, and Morgan felt an electric current run through her. He glanced down at the address, then back at her with undisguised hunger.

"I'll be there," he promised, his voice rough with desire. "And I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk straight."

When he walked away, Morgan slumped in her chair, horrified at what she'd just done. "What the hell are you making me do?" she hissed.

Helping you live a little, the voice replied. He's wanted to bend you over and fuck that tight cunt for months. I can sense these things now. And did you see the bulge in his pants? He's going to split you open so nicely.

"This isn't me," Morgan insisted, though her body hummed with anticipation at the thought of Jake showing up at her door in just a few hours. Her pussy clenched around emptiness, already preparing for what was to come.

Not the old you, the voice agreed. But you're evolving, Morgan. Becoming something better. Something free. A perfect vessel for pleasure.

Morgan drank her coffee in a daze, acutely aware of Jake's frequent glances in her direction. With each look, she felt a corresponding throb between her legs, her arousal building to uncomfortable levels. The butt plug shifted inside her whenever she moved, reminding her of its presence, preparing her for what the voice had planned.

By the time she left the coffee shop, her inner thighs were slick with her juices, the evidence of her arousal impossible to hide. The voice in her head was laughing with triumph.

You see? it said as she walked home on unsteady legs. This is just the beginning. By the time I'm done, you'll be begging for cock in all three holes at once. You'll be the perfect fuck toy.

Morgan fumbled with her keys at her apartment door, her hands shaking. Once inside, she leaned against the closed door and slid to the floor, burying her face in her hands.

"What are you?" she asked again, desperation in her voice.

I told you, the voice replied. I'm your evolution. Your improvement. A symbiote, if you need a label. We've been together for weeks now, growing, adapting. Soon, we'll be inseparable. And you'll be insatiable.

"A parasite, you mean," Morgan spat.

The pain returned, sharp enough to make her cry out.

Careful, the voice warned. I can make this pleasant or painful. The choice is yours. Now get up. We need to prepare your holes for that young stud's cock.

Morgan dragged herself to her feet and staggered to the bathroom, needing to splash cold water on her face. As she looked in the mirror, she gasped. The whites of her eyes had taken on a faint bluish tint, and the veins at her temples seemed more pronounced, pulsing with an unnatural rhythm.

"Oh god," she whispered, touching her face with trembling fingers. "It's real. You're real."

Of course I'm real, the voice confirmed. And we have work to do before your young man arrives. I want you dripping and ready for him.

Despite her resistance, Morgan found herself drawn to the bedroom, where her hands began methodically stripping the bed and replacing the sheets with her best set—dark red silk she'd been given as a gift and had rarely used.

Next, she found herself lighting candles, drawing the curtains to create a sensual atmosphere, and even placing lube, condoms, and various toys on the nightstand.

"I'm not doing this," she insisted, even as her body continued its preparations. "I'm going to call and cancel. I'll tell him I'm sick."

You won't, the voice said confidently. And if you try, I'll stop you. Besides, your cunt is practically weeping for his cock. Feel how wet you are.

Morgan couldn't deny the arousal still pulsing through her, demanding satisfaction. The dress clung to her damp skin, and every movement sent shivers of anticipation through her. She could feel her juices running down her inner thighs, her pussy swollen and aching to be filled.

"This is wrong," she whispered. "I'm not in control."

That's the beauty of it, the voice replied. You don't have to be in control anymore. You don't have to be responsible. You can just be a cock-hungry slut. You can just... feel.

The doorbell rang at precisely one o'clock. Morgan stood frozen in the middle of her living room, waging an internal war that raged between her fading willpower and the increasingly dominant presence in her mind.

Open the door, the voice commanded. Let him in. Let him fuck every hole until you're overflowing with his cum.

Morgan's legs carried her forward against her will. Her hand reached for the doorknob and turned it.

Jake stood in the hallway, looking both nervous and eager. He'd changed out of his work clothes into jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that showcased his lean, muscular build.

"Hi," he said, his eyes taking in her appearance. Morgan had changed as well—into a sheer, black negligee that left nothing to the imagination. Her hard nipples poked through the transparent material, and the thin strip of fabric between her legs did nothing to hide her swollen, wet pussy lips. The jeweled base of the butt plug glinted between her ass cheeks. "Holy fuck, Morgan."

Invite him in. Show him what a hungry slut you are.

"Come in," Morgan heard herself say, stepping back to allow him entry. "My pussy has been dripping for your cock all morning."

As Jake stepped inside, Morgan felt the last of her resistance crumbling. The voice was too strong, the arousal too overpowering. Whatever was happening to her, she was losing the battle.

That's it, the voice encouraged as her hand reached out to close the door behind Jake. Surrender. Let me show you pleasure beyond anything you've imagined.

"I've never seen this side of you," Jake said, his eyes roaming hungrily over her nearly naked body. "It's fucking hot."

Morgan heard herself laugh—a low, sultry sound she barely recognized. "You have no idea what I'm capable of," she said, reaching for the bulge in his jeans. "I need your cock inside me. Now."

Jake groaned as she squeezed his erection through the denim. "Fuck, Morgan. I've jerked off thinking about you so many times."

"Show me," Morgan purred, dropping to her knees and working at his belt buckle. "Show me that cock I've been dreaming about."

Her nimble fingers unzipped his jeans and pulled them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free—thick, long, and already leaking pre-cum from its swollen head. Morgan moaned at the sight of it, her mouth watering.

Take him in your mouth, the voice commanded. Worship that cock like the slut you are.

"Your cock is even bigger than I imagined," Morgan heard herself say as her hand wrapped around his shaft. "I need to taste it."

Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth, moaning as the thick head hit the back of her throat. Jake gasped, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to suck him with an expertise she'd never possessed before.

"Holy shit," he groaned as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate his impressive length. "How are you—fuck—how are you doing that?"

Morgan couldn't answer, too busy swallowing around his cock, her throat muscles massaging him as drool ran down her chin. Her hands cupped his balls, rolling them gently as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft.

That's it, the voice encouraged. Show him what that mouth can do. Make him fuck your face.

"Fuck my mouth," Morgan demanded, pulling back just long enough to speak before engulfing him again. "Use my throat like a pussy."

Jake didn't need to be told twice. His grip in her hair tightened as he began to thrust, fucking her mouth with increasing force. Morgan relaxed her jaw and throat, allowing him to use her, reveling in the feeling of being dominated.

"I'm going to cum," Jake warned after several minutes of this treatment. "Fuck, Morgan, your mouth is incredible."

Swallow every drop, the voice commanded. Show him what a good cum slut you are.

Morgan moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending him over the edge. Jake groaned loudly as he erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum down her throat. She swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop, continuing to suck and lick until he was completely spent.

When she finally released him, she looked up with a smile that was both seductive and predatory. "That was just the appetizer," she said, rising to her feet and taking his hand. "Now I want that cock in my cunt."

She led him to the bedroom, her hips swaying hypnotically, the plug shifting inside her with each step. Jake followed in a daze, his cock already beginning to harden again at the sight of her perfect ass and the jeweled plug nestled between her cheeks.

In the bedroom, Morgan turned to face him, pulling the negligee over her head in one fluid motion and standing before him completely naked except for the plug. She spread her legs slightly, giving him a clear view of her dripping pussy.

"See how wet I am for you?" she said, running a finger through her folds and bringing it to her lips to taste herself. "My cunt is aching to be filled."

Jake groaned, pulling his shirt over his head to reveal a toned chest and abs. "Get on the bed," he commanded, his earlier nervousness replaced by confident desire. "I'm going to fuck you until you scream."

Morgan complied eagerly, crawling onto the silk sheets on all fours, presenting her ass and pussy to him in an obscene display. She reached back to spread her ass cheeks, showcasing the plug.

"I've been keeping my ass ready for you too," she purred. "I want you to fuck both my holes before you leave."

Jake approached the bed, stroking his now fully hard cock. "Jesus, Morgan, when did you become such a filthy slut?"

Tell him, the voice urged. Tell him about me.

"I've changed," Morgan heard herself say as Jake positioned himself behind her. "Something inside me has awakened. Something that needs to be fucked hard and often."

She felt the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance, parting her swollen lips. She pushed back against him, eager to be filled.

"Fuck me," she begged. "Fuck me like you hate me."

Jake gripped her hips and slammed forward, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Morgan screamed, the delicious stretch of her pussy around his thick shaft sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

"So fucking tight," Jake groaned, beginning to pound into her with relentless force. "So fucking wet."

Each thrust drove Morgan forward on the bed, her breasts bouncing beneath her. The butt plug shifted with each impact, providing dual stimulation that had her seeing stars. She clawed at the sheets, pushing back to meet his thrusts, taking him as deep as possible.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice raw with lust. "Fuck me harder. Use me like a whore."

Jake responded by increasing his pace, his balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, along with Morgan's increasingly vocal moans and Jake's grunts of pleasure.

"Play with that plug while I fuck you," Jake commanded, giving her ass a sharp slap that made her pussy clench around him.

Morgan reached back and began to work the plug in and out of her tight hole in rhythm with Jake's thrusts. The dual penetration, even with the plug being relatively small, was overwhelming.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chanted as an orgasm approached with frightening speed. "I'm going to cum. You're going to make me cum on that big cock."

"Do it," Jake growled, reaching around to rub her clit roughly. "Cum all over my cock, you dirty slut."

The combined stimulation of his cock stretching her pussy, the plug in her ass, and his fingers on her clit sent Morgan hurtling over the edge. She screamed as her orgasm tore through her, more intense than anything she'd ever experienced. Her pussy clamped down on Jake's cock, her juices gushing around his shaft and running down her thighs.

"Fuck, you're squirting," Jake marveled, continuing to pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she was sobbing with pleasure.

Tell him to fuck your ass, the voice commanded. Tell him you want to feel that big cock stretching your tight hole.

"I need you in my ass," Morgan gasped when she could speak again. "Take out the plug and fuck my tight little hole."

Jake groaned at her words, slowly withdrawing from her soaked pussy. He carefully removed the plug, watching as her tight ring of muscle clenched around nothing.

"You sure?" he asked, reaching for the lube on the nightstand. "I'm pretty big."

"I need it," Morgan insisted, spreading her ass cheeks wider. "Fill me up. Stretch me open."

Jake coated his cock with lube, then pressed the head against her puckered entrance. Morgan pushed back against him, moaning as the thick head breached her tight ring of muscle.

"So fucking tight," Jake hissed, slowly working his way deeper. "Your ass is gripping me like a vise."

The burn of the stretch was exquisite, riding the line between pleasure and pain. Morgan's hand moved between her legs, rubbing her clit frantically as Jake began to establish a rhythm, fucking her ass with increasingly deep strokes.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, lost in the sensation of being so completely filled. "Fuck my ass. Use me. Make me your anal slut."

Jake's pace increased, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. Morgan's fingers moved from her clit to her pussy, shoving three fingers inside herself to simulate being filled in both holes.

"I'm going to cum in this tight ass," Jake warned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Going to fill you up with my load."

"Do it," Morgan begged. "Cum inside me. Mark me. Make me yours."

With a roar, Jake slammed forward one final time, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep in her ass. The sensation of his hot cum flooding her innermost passage triggered another orgasm for Morgan. She screamed, her body convulsing in exquisite pleasure, her pussy clenching around her own fingers as her ass milked Jake's cock for every drop of cum.

When it was over, they collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and spent. Jake pulled out carefully, both of them groaning at the sensation. Morgan rolled onto her back, feeling utterly debauched, cum leaking from her well-used ass.

"That was..." Jake began, unable to find the words.

"Just the beginning," Morgan heard herself say, her hand already reaching for his softening cock. "We have all afternoon, and I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

Good girl, the voice purred in her mind. Now you're starting to understand. This is just the first of many cocks you'll take. By the time we're done, you'll be the perfect host—insatiable, uninhibited, and completely mine.

And as her hand worked Jake's cock back to hardness, Morgan felt herself slipping away, watching from a distance as her body moved with a seductive grace that had never been hers, preparing to give herself again to a man she barely knew under the guidance of something she didn't understand.

The parasite had won this round. And deep down, in places she didn't want to acknowledge, part of her was eager to discover what came next.

This is just the beginning, the voice promised as she straddled Jake, guiding his cock back into her dripping pussy. By the time we're finished, you won't remember why you ever wanted to be just Morgan.

And as she began to ride him with abandoned enthusiasm, her body already building toward another shattering orgasm, Morgan feared the voice might be right.


Chapter 2: Public Exhibition

Morgan woke with a groan, her body sore in ways she'd never experienced before. Sunlight streamed through her partially drawn curtains, illuminating the disaster that was her bedroom. The silk sheets were stained and rumpled, clothing scattered across the floor, empty condom wrappers littering the nightstand.

Jake had finally left around midnight, staggering out of her apartment with a dazed expression and promises to call her. They'd spent nearly twelve hours fucking in every position imaginable. Her pussy was raw, her ass still slick with lube and cum, her throat sore from taking his cock so deeply for so long.

"What have I done?" she whispered, running her hands over her face. Her body bore the marks of their encounter—finger-shaped bruises on her hips, bite marks on her breasts and inner thighs, her nipples tender from his rough attention.

You've finally started living, the voice responded, sounding stronger and clearer than ever. You took cock like you were born for it. And you loved every second.

"That wasn't me," Morgan insisted, though the memories of her wanton behavior made her flush with shame... and something else. A flicker of arousal that she tried desperately to suppress.

It was very much you, the voice countered. The real you, freed from inhibition. You came harder than you ever have before, screaming for more as he fucked your tight little ass. You begged him to choke you while he pounded your cunt. You were magnificent.

Morgan struggled to sit up, wincing at the tenderness between her legs. "I need help," she said, reaching for her phone. "I'm calling Dr. Reeves right now."

I don't think so, the voice said mildly, and Morgan's hand froze mid-air. We have plans today.

"No," Morgan said firmly, fighting against the invisible force holding her arm in place. "No more. Whatever you are, whatever you're doing to me, it stops now."

A lance of pain shot through her head, so intense it made her vision blur. She cried out, clutching her temples.

That was unpleasant, wasn't it? the voice observed when the pain had subsided, leaving Morgan gasping. It doesn't have to be this way. Work with me, not against me. Your body is changing, evolving. Fighting it only makes it harder.

"Changing how?" Morgan demanded, staggering to the bathroom on unsteady legs. She needed to see, needed to confirm what she'd glimpsed yesterday.

The mirror revealed what she feared. The whites of her eyes were now distinctly blue-tinged, the veins at her temples more pronounced and pulsing with an unnatural rhythm. But there was something else too—her skin seemed to glow with vitality, her hair thicker and more lustrous, her body somehow more toned despite her sedentary lifestyle.

"What are you doing to me?" she whispered, pressing her fingers against the glass as if trying to reach through to her reflection.

Improving you, the voice said simply. Making you stronger, more sensitive, more attuned to pleasure. Your orgasms yesterday—have you ever felt anything like them before?

Morgan couldn't deny it. The climaxes she'd experienced with Jake had been transcendent, almost frighteningly intense. Each one had seemed to rewire her nervous system, leaving her more sensitive, more responsive to the next.

"That doesn't make this right," she argued, turning on the shower. She needed to wash away the dried sweat and bodily fluids coating her skin. "You're controlling me against my will."

For now, the voice acknowledged. But soon you won't want me to stop. Soon you'll be begging me to take you further, to show you more.

Morgan stepped under the hot spray, letting it soothe her aching muscles. "What are you? Some kind of... parasite?"

Symbiote, the voice corrected. I need a host. You need liberation. We can help each other.

"I didn't ask for this," Morgan said, soaping her body carefully, wincing as she cleaned between her legs.

Few transformations are requested, the voice said philosophically. But that doesn't make them any less necessary or beneficial. Now, let's discuss today's agenda.

"I'm not going anywhere today," Morgan insisted, rinsing the soap from her skin. "I can barely walk after yesterday."

You'll heal faster than you think, the voice assured her. My presence accelerates your recovery. By noon, you'll feel completely rejuvenated. Which is good, because we have an appointment at Oakridge Mall at 2 PM.

"The mall?" Morgan asked, confused by the mundane suggestion. "What for?"

Shopping, of course. Your wardrobe needs a significant upgrade if we're going to properly showcase your evolving body. Plus, the mall offers so many... opportunities.

The way the voice said "opportunities" sent a chill down Morgan's spine. She shut off the water and wrapped herself in a towel, dreading whatever the entity had planned.

"I'm not going," she said firmly, returning to the bedroom to dress. "I have work to do. Deadlines to meet."

Work can wait, the voice said dismissively. Pleasure cannot. Besides, don't you want to understand what's happening to you? Fighting me at every turn won't provide answers. Cooperation might.

Morgan paused, considering this. Perhaps if she played along, she could gain insight into the entity's nature and intentions. Maybe there was a way to beat it at its own game.

"Fine," she conceded reluctantly. "One shopping trip. But I maintain control of my body."

The voice chuckled, the sound reverberating through her skull. We'll share control. Consider it practice for our evolving relationship.

True to the voice's prediction, by noon Morgan felt remarkably recovered. The soreness had faded to a pleasant reminder of yesterday's activities, and her energy levels were higher than they'd been in weeks. She'd managed to get some work done, editing several chapters of the manuscript she was contracted to complete, though concentration had been difficult with the voice offering colorful commentary about her session with Jake.

He was adequate, the voice had remarked, but lacking in imagination. Next time we'll find someone more creative. Or perhaps multiple partners.

"There won't be a next time," Morgan had insisted, though even to her own ears the protest sounded weak.

At 1:30, she found herself getting ready to leave for the mall. The voice guided her clothing choices—a short denim skirt that barely covered her ass, a tight white tank top that clung to her breasts, and, most alarmingly, no underwear whatsoever.

"This is ridiculous," Morgan complained, tugging at the hem of the skirt. "Everyone will know I'm not wearing anything underneath."

That's rather the point, the voice said smugly. The possibility of exposure is half the thrill.

Morgan flushed at the thought, but couldn't deny the flutter of excitement that accompanied her anxiety. What was happening to her? Was the entity changing her psychological responses as well as her physical body?

Of course, the voice confirmed, reading her thoughts with disturbing ease. Your mind is as malleable as your body, perhaps more so. The neural pathways that govern arousal are being... enhanced.

"You're rewiring my brain," Morgan accused, slipping on a pair of sandals.

Optimizing it, the voice corrected. Now, shall we?

The drive to Oakridge Mall was uneventful, though Morgan was acutely aware of the cool leather seat against her bare ass and pussy. Parking in the crowded lot, she hesitated before exiting the car.

"I can't do this," she said, looking down at her revealing outfit. "Someone might see..."

That's the idea, the voice purred. The risk of exposure, the thrill of exhibitionism. Your body is already responding to the possibility.

To her horror, Morgan realized the voice was right. Her nipples had hardened against the thin fabric of her tank top, and she could feel wetness gathering between her thighs.

"This is sick," she muttered, but got out of the car anyway, tugging futilely at her skirt.

It's liberation, the voice countered. Now, first stop: Victoria's Secret. You need proper lingerie to showcase your assets.

Morgan walked through the mall entrance, hyperaware of every glance in her direction. The short skirt forced her to take small, careful steps to avoid flashing anyone, and the thin tank top did nothing to hide her erect nipples. To her mortification, she found herself enjoying the attention, a warm pulse of arousal building between her legs with each appreciative look.

See how they watch you? the voice observed. They want you. They fantasize about bending you over right here in the middle of the mall and fucking that tight cunt until you scream.

"Stop it," Morgan hissed under her breath, but the crude words only intensified her arousal.

Victoria's Secret was busy with weekend shoppers. Morgan tried to blend in, browsing through racks of lacy bras and panties, but the voice had other ideas.

Ask for help, it commanded. That male associate over there. Tell him you need assistance finding something that showcases your assets properly.

"No way," Morgan whispered. "I'm not involving some innocent employee in your perverse game."

The pain returned, a sharp stab behind her right eye that made her gasp. Do it, the voice insisted. Or I'll make this much more uncomfortable for you.

Fighting tears of frustration, Morgan approached the young male associate—tall, conventionally handsome, perhaps in his early twenties. His name tag read "Ethan."

"Excuse me," she said, her voice coming out huskier than intended. "I could use some help."

Ethan turned with a professional smile that faltered slightly as he took in her appearance. "Of course, ma'am. What can I help you with today?"

Tell him exactly what you need. Be explicit.

"I need something that will show off my tits and ass properly," Morgan heard herself saying, the crude words feeling foreign on her tongue. "Something a man would enjoy removing... slowly."

Ethan's eyes widened, a blush creeping up his neck. "I, uh... we have several collections that are designed to be... flattering," he managed, clearly trying to maintain his professionalism.

"Perhaps you could help me try some on?" Morgan suggested, the voice clearly taking control. "I value a man's opinion on these things."

"I'm not actually allowed in the fitting rooms with customers," Ethan explained, his voice strained. "But I can suggest some items and get a female associate to assist you."

Touch him, the voice commanded. Let him feel how hot you are for him.

Morgan's hand moved of its own accord, reaching out to brush against Ethan's arm. "That's a shame," she purred. "I was hoping for a more... personal shopping experience."

Ethan swallowed hard, his professional demeanor cracking further. "Let me show you some of our newest arrivals," he said, leading her toward a display of particularly revealing lingerie sets.

As they walked, Morgan felt the voice taking greater control of her body. Her hips swayed provocatively, and she deliberately dropped her purse, bending over slowly to retrieve it—giving Ethan a clear view up her skirt to her bare pussy.

His sharp intake of breath confirmed he'd seen everything. When she straightened, his face was flushed and his eyes dark with barely concealed desire.

"See something you like?" Morgan asked, the voice using her mouth to form words she would never normally say.

"I... I should get my manager," Ethan stammered, clearly torn between professional responsibility and raw desire.

Follow him to the stockroom, the voice instructed as Ethan turned to leave. Now's our chance.

"Wait," Morgan called, her feet moving of their own accord. "I think I saw something in the back that would be perfect. Could you show me?"

Against his better judgment, Ethan glanced around, then nodded toward a door marked "Employees Only." "Through here," he said, his voice husky with anticipation.

The stockroom was dim and cluttered with boxes of inventory. The moment the door closed behind them, Morgan felt her body press against Ethan's, her lips finding his in a hungry kiss. His initial surprise quickly gave way to eager participation, his hands gripping her ass through the short skirt.

"This is crazy," he gasped when they broke for air. "I could lose my job."

"Then we'd better make it worth the risk," Morgan heard herself say as her hands moved to his belt buckle. "I need to feel your cock inside me. Now."

That's it, the voice encouraged as Morgan dropped to her knees and freed Ethan's already hard cock from his pants. Show him what that mouth can do.

"Oh fuck," Ethan groaned as Morgan took him deep into her throat without hesitation, displaying the same skill she'd discovered yesterday with Jake. "How are you—holy shit—"

Morgan couldn't answer, too busy swallowing around his impressive length, her throat muscles massaging him as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft. Her hands cupped his balls, rolling them gently as pre-cum leaked onto her tongue.

Make him fuck your face, the voice demanded. Show him what a cock-hungry slut you are.

"Fuck my mouth," Morgan said, pulling back just enough to speak. "Use my throat like a pussy."

Ethan didn't need to be told twice. His hands tangled in her hair as he began to thrust, fucking her mouth with increasing force. Morgan relaxed her jaw and throat, allowing him to use her, her pussy dripping with arousal at being so thoroughly dominated in such a public setting.

"I'm going to cum," Ethan warned after several minutes of this treatment. "Fuck, your mouth is incredible."

Swallow it all, the voice commanded. Then let him fuck that wet cunt properly.

Morgan moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending him over the edge. Ethan bit his lip to stifle a groan as he erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum down her throat. She swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop, continuing to suck and lick until he was completely spent.

When she finally released him, she looked up with a smile that was both seductive and predatory. "Now I want that cock in my pussy," she said, rising to her feet and turning around to bend over a nearby table. She flipped up her skirt, exposing her bare ass and glistening pussy. "Fuck me hard and fast. We don't have much time."

Despite having just climaxed, Ethan's cock was already hardening again at the sight before him. "Jesus Christ," he muttered, positioning himself behind her. "I can't believe this is happening."

"Less talking, more fucking," Morgan demanded, reaching back to spread her pussy lips invitingly. "I need to feel that big cock stretching me open."

Ethan gripped her hips and pushed forward, entering her in one smooth thrust. Morgan gasped at the delicious stretch, her inner walls gripping him tightly.

"So fucking tight," Ethan groaned, beginning to move inside her. "So fucking wet."

The risk of discovery added an extra edge to their coupling. Every sound from the store beyond the stockroom door sent a thrill of fear and excitement through Morgan. She bit her lip to keep from moaning too loudly as Ethan established a punishing rhythm, his cock hitting spots inside her that made her see stars.

"Harder," she demanded, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me like you hate me."

Ethan responded by increasing his pace, one hand moving around to rub her clit while the other gripped her hair, pulling her head back at an angle that allowed him to penetrate even deeper.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, a far cry from the professional salesman of minutes earlier. "You like being used like a filthy whore in a stockroom."

"Yes," Morgan gasped, her pussy clenching around him at the degrading words. "Use me. Fill me with your cum."

The dual stimulation of his cock stretching her pussy and his fingers working her clit sent Morgan hurtling toward orgasm with alarming speed. She felt it building at the base of her spine, a coiling tension ready to explode.

"I'm going to cum," she warned, her voice strained. "Oh god, you're going to make me cum so hard."

"Do it," Ethan commanded, his fingers moving faster on her clit. "Cum all over my cock, you dirty slut."

The orgasm hit her like a freight train, ripping through her body with such intensity that her vision blurred at the edges. Her pussy contracted violently around Ethan's cock, milking him as waves of pleasure washed over her. She had to bite down on her arm to muffle her screams as her juices gushed around his shaft, soaking both of them.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Ethan chanted, his rhythm faltering as her pulsing inner walls pushed him toward his own climax. "I'm gonna cum again."

Tell him to cum inside you, the voice instructed. Feel his hot load filling your cunt.

"Cum inside me," Morgan begged, still riding the waves of her own orgasm. "Fill me up. I need to feel it."

With a muffled groan, Ethan slammed into her one final time, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. Morgan moaned at the sensation of his hot cum flooding her pussy, triggering a secondary orgasm that had her legs trembling beneath her.

For a moment, they remained frozen in position, both panting heavily. Then reality began to intrude as sounds from the store filtered through—customers shopping, associates calling for assistance.

"Shit," Ethan muttered, carefully withdrawing from her. His cum immediately began to leak down her inner thighs. "That was..."

"Incredible," Morgan supplied, the voice still in control of her speech. She turned and gave him a lingering kiss. "Thanks for the personal shopping experience."

Ethan looked dazed, watching as she casually smoothed down her skirt, making no attempt to clean up the cum dripping down her legs. "What about the lingerie?" he asked weakly.

Morgan laughed, a sound that wasn't quite her own. "I think I've found something better to wear," she said, gesturing to the cum coating her inner thighs. "Your signature collection."

She left him standing in the stockroom, adjusting her clothing as she slipped back onto the sales floor. No one gave her a second glance, unaware of what had just transpired or of the cum slowly seeping into her skirt.

Well done, the voice praised as Morgan exited the store, her legs still trembling from the intensity of her orgasms. You're learning quickly.

"You forced me," Morgan accused, though the protest sounded hollow even to her. The truth was, she'd enjoyed every second of it—the risk, the taboo, the sheer animal pleasure of being taken so roughly in a semi-public place.

Did I? the voice asked innocently. Did I force your pussy to get so wet? Did I force those orgasms to rip through you? Did I force you to beg for his cum?

Morgan had no answer. She made her way to a public restroom, locking herself in a stall to assess the damage. Her inner thighs were slick with a mixture of Ethan's cum and her own juices, and her pussy was swollen and sensitive to the touch.

Don't clean up, the voice commanded as she reached for toilet paper. I want you to feel his cum inside you for the rest of our outing. I want you to feel it running down your legs as we shop.

"That's disgusting," Morgan protested, but her hand froze before making contact with the toilet paper.

It's marking. Claiming. Primal, the voice countered. And it turns you on, doesn't it? The feeling of being used, of carrying a stranger's seed inside you while you walk through this crowded mall.

Morgan couldn't deny the pulse of arousal that accompanied these words. What was happening to her? Was she losing her mind, or was the entity truly reshaping her desires?

Both, the voice answered her unspoken question. Your mind is being optimized for pleasure, just as your body is. Now, let's continue our shopping. We have much more to accomplish today.

The next two hours were a blur of escalating exhibitionism. Under the voice's guidance, Morgan tried on revealing outfits in store after store, deliberately "forgetting" to close changing room curtains fully, giving passersby glimpses of her naked body. In one high-end boutique, she masturbated openly in a changing room, the door left ajar enough for an older male customer to watch, his eyes wide with shock and arousal.

At the voice's insistence, she purchased items she would never have considered before—micro-mini skirts, see-through blouses, crotchless panties, a dress so tight and short it could barely be classified as clothing.

Now for the finale, the voice announced as they approached a department store at the end of the mall. I want you to go to the men's restroom.

"No," Morgan said firmly, trying to reassert control. "That's going too far. I could get arrested."

You won't, the voice assured her. Trust me. This will be the highlight of your day.

The pain returned, sharper than before, bringing tears to her eyes. Morgan gasped, clutching her shopping bags tightly as she fought to remain standing.

Stop fighting me, the voice said, its tone hardening. You're only hurting yourself. Your body wants this. Your mind wants this. Only your outdated moral conditioning is holding you back.

When the pain subsided, Morgan found herself walking toward the men's restroom, her body once again moving against her will. She paused outside the door, heart pounding frantically.

Go in, the voice commanded. Now.

Taking a deep breath, Morgan pushed open the door and stepped inside. The restroom was larger than she'd expected, with a row of urinals along one wall and stalls along the other. To her horror and relief, it appeared empty.

Wait, the voice instructed, guiding her to lean against the sink counter. They're coming.

Before Morgan could ask what the voice meant, the door swung open and two men entered—both in their late thirties, wearing business casual attire, clearly on a lunch break from nearby offices. They stopped short at the sight of her, confusion evident on their faces.

"I think you have the wrong restroom, miss," one of them said politely, a tall man with dark hair and glasses.

Show them why you're here, the voice instructed, and Morgan felt her body moving once again without her conscious control.

"Actually," she heard herself saying as her hands moved to the hem of her tank top, "I'm exactly where I need to be."

In one fluid motion, she pulled the top over her head, exposing her bare breasts. Both men's eyes widened in shock.

"What the—" the second man began, a shorter, stockier build with light brown hair.

"I need cock," Morgan stated bluntly, her hands now moving to her skirt, pushing it down her hips to stand completely naked before them. "Both of you. Right now."

The men exchanged glances, clearly wondering if this was some kind of setup or prank.

"Look, lady," the taller one said, "I don't know what's going on here, but—"

"Check the door," Morgan interrupted, the voice guiding her words. "Make sure it's locked. Unless you want an audience."

The shorter man moved to the door, engaging the lock. "Are you serious right now?" he asked, his voice dropping an octave as arousal began to override caution.

In response, Morgan hoisted herself onto the counter, spreading her legs wide to display her swollen, cum-stained pussy. "Does this look like I'm joking?" she asked, running a finger through her folds. "I need to be filled. Both holes. Right now."

The men's resistance crumbled visibly, professional caution giving way to primal desire. The taller one approached first, unbuckling his belt.

"This is fucking insane," he muttered, but his actions belied his words as he freed his hardening cock.

The shorter man was quick to follow, approaching from the other side. "I can't believe this is happening," he said, his cock already fully erect as he stroked it.

Guide them, the voice instructed. Tell them exactly how you want to be used.

"You," Morgan said, pointing to the taller man, "I want that cock in my pussy. And you," she continued, addressing the shorter man, "I want you to fuck my face while he does it."

The men needed no further encouragement. The taller one positioned himself between her spread legs, rubbing the head of his cock through her folds, coating it in her abundant wetness.

"You're fucking soaked," he observed, pressing the head against her entrance.

"And already full of cum," the shorter man added, noticing the evidence of her earlier encounter with Ethan still visible on her thighs.

"I'm insatiable today," Morgan explained, reaching for the shorter man's cock and guiding it toward her mouth. "Now stop talking and start fucking."

Both men entered her simultaneously—one driving deep into her pussy, the other pushing past her lips into her eager mouth. Morgan moaned around the cock in her throat as her pussy stretched to accommodate the new intrusion, the sensation of being filled at both ends overwhelming her senses.

That's it, the voice encouraged as the men established a rhythm, using her body for their pleasure. This is what you were made for. A vessel for pleasure. A perfect host.

Morgan couldn't respond, too busy taking the shorter man's cock deep in her throat while the taller one pounded her pussy with increasing force. Her hands gripped the edge of the counter for support as they used her roughly, their initial hesitation completely gone.

"Such a good little slut," the taller man praised, his fingers digging into her hips as he thrust into her. "Taking two strangers in a public bathroom. Is this what you do for fun, you dirty whore?"

Morgan moaned affirmatively around the cock in her mouth, the degrading words only heightening her arousal. The shorter man had a firm grip on her hair, using it to control the depth and pace of his thrusts into her throat.

"Fuck, she's good at this," he groaned to his companion. "No gag reflex at all. Like a professional."

The taller man grunted in agreement, his pace increasing. "Her pussy is fucking incredible too. So tight, even with another man's cum already in there."

Their crude commentary, combined with the physical sensations of being so thoroughly used, pushed Morgan rapidly toward another mind-shattering orgasm. She felt it building at the base of her spine, a tidal wave ready to crash over her.

Let go, the voice encouraged. Show them what happens when you come. Show them how special you are.

The orgasm hit her with devastating force, radiating outward from her core to the furthest extremities of her body. Her pussy clamped down on the cock inside it with inhuman strength, milking it as waves of pleasure washed over her. At the same time, her throat convulsed around the other man's shaft, creating a rippling sensation that had him cursing in pleasure.

But something new happened this time—as she climaxed, a faint blue glow emanated from beneath her skin, pulsing with each wave of her orgasm. The veins at her temples and across her chest became more pronounced, glowing with the same ethereal blue light.

"What the fuck?" the taller man gasped, but he was too far gone to stop, the incredible sensations of her pulsating pussy driving him inexorably toward his own climax.

The shorter man was equally startled but similarly unable to resist, the rhythmic contractions of her throat pushing him over the edge. "I'm cumming," he warned, his grip on her hair tightening painfully.

Take it all, the voice commanded. Every drop. Let them mark you inside and out.

Both men came simultaneously, one flooding her throat with hot cum, the other emptying himself deep in her pussy. Morgan swallowed eagerly around the cock in her mouth, not spilling a drop, while her pussy milked the other man's shaft for every last bit of his seed.

As their orgasms subsided, the blue glow beneath Morgan's skin faded, leaving the men staring at her in a mixture of post-coital bliss and confusion.

"What... what are you?" the taller man asked as he carefully withdrew from her well-used pussy, watching his cum join Ethan's, dripping onto the bathroom counter.

Morgan smiled, the expression not quite her own. "Evolving," she answered simply, the voice using her mouth to form the words.

The shorter man backed away, tucking himself back into his pants with trembling hands. "We should go," he said to his companion, clearly unnerved by what he'd just witnessed.

The taller man nodded, hastily zipping up. "This... this never happened," he said, more to himself than to Morgan.

"But it did," Morgan replied, making no move to cover herself as she sat naked on the counter, cum leaking from both her mouth and pussy. "And you'll never forget it."

The men exchanged nervous glances before unlocking the door and hurrying out, leaving Morgan alone in the restroom.

Well done, the voice praised as she finally slid off the counter, legs trembling beneath her. You're progressing faster than I anticipated.

"What was that?" Morgan asked, staring at her reflection in the mirror. "The blue light... what's happening to me?"

Your transformation is accelerating, the voice explained, sounding pleased. My essence is integrating with your cellular structure. Soon, we'll be completely merged.

Morgan washed her face but made no attempt to clean the cum from her thighs or pussy, following the voice's earlier instructions. She redressed slowly, her body humming with residual pleasure and something else—a strange new energy that seemed to flow through her veins.

"How many more?" she asked quietly as she gathered her shopping bags. "How many more men before you're satisfied?"

The voice laughed, the sound echoing through her mind. Oh, sweet Morgan. We're just getting started. Today was merely an appetizer. Tomorrow is when the real feast begins.

As she left the mall and headed to her car, Morgan tried to summon the moral outrage, the resistance she knew she should feel. But it was becoming harder to remember why she had fought against the voice in the first place. With each encounter, each orgasm, the line between her desires and the entity's commands blurred further.

And deep down, in a place she was increasingly reluctant to acknowledge, she was starting to crave whatever came next.


Chapter 3: The Final Transformation

Morgan stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom, barely recognizing the woman who stared back at her. Six months had passed since that first whisper had invaded her mind, six months of increasingly depraved sexual encounters that had transformed both her body and her psyche.

The physical changes were undeniable. Her skin glowed with an otherworldly luminescence, faint blue veins visible beneath the surface, pulsing with rhythmic energy. Her eyes, once a mundane hazel, now shimmered with sapphire highlights that seemed to glow from within. Her body had become a perfect sexual instrument—curves more pronounced, breasts fuller and perpetually responsive, her pussy constantly moist and ready for use.

"Look what we've become," Morgan whispered, running her hands over her naked body. The touch sent ripples of pleasure cascading through her nervous system, enhanced by the parasite that had fully integrated with her cellular structure.

We are magnificent, the voice agreed, no longer a separate entity but a harmonized aspect of her consciousness. The perfect symbiosis. The perfect vessel for pleasure.

The past months had been a blur of sexual experimentation that had pushed every boundary Morgan had ever known. From fucking three strangers simultaneously in a theater bathroom to being the centerpiece of a twelve-person orgy in an abandoned warehouse, she had surrendered her body to experiences that would have horrified her former self.

And yet, something was changing. In recent weeks, Morgan had begun to feel a growing dissonance, a whisper of her original identity attempting to reassert itself. The parasite had noticed too.

You're fighting me again, it observed as Morgan dressed for what she had decided would be her final outing. After everything I've given you? The pleasure? The freedom?

Morgan slipped into a sheer black dress that concealed nothing, her hard nipples and smooth, shaved pussy clearly visible through the transparent material. "Not fighting," she corrected, applying blood-red lipstick that made her mouth look obscenely sexual. "Evolving. Isn't that what you wanted?"

Tonight's destination was an exclusive underground sex club called The Abyss. Morgan had been invited by a wealthy businessman she'd fucked in the restroom of an upscale restaurant last month—a man who'd been so entranced by her sexual prowess and the strange, ethereal glow that emanated from her during orgasm that he'd become somewhat obsessed.

"You need to experience The Abyss," he'd insisted, slipping her a black card with an address and tonight's date embossed in silver. "They've never seen anything like you."

They haven't, the parasite agreed as Morgan drove through the rainy night toward the industrial district where the club was hidden. Tonight will be our masterpiece. Our ultimate expression.

Morgan smiled enigmatically but said nothing. Over the months, she'd learned much about her uninvited guest—its origins, its purpose, its limitations. Most importantly, she'd discovered that during moments of extreme sexual pleasure, when her orgasms reached their most shattering intensity, the parasite's control weakened as it fed on the neurochemical cocktail her brain produced.

And she had a plan.

The Abyss was hidden behind an unmarked steel door in what appeared to be an abandoned warehouse. Morgan presented the black card to a mountain of a man who guarded the entrance, his eyes widening slightly as he took in her appearance—not just the revealing dress, but the faint blue luminescence of her skin that had become impossible to hide.

"First time?" he asked, his voice a deep rumble.

"Last time," Morgan replied with a cryptic smile, brushing past him into the dimly lit interior.

The club unfolded before her like a scene from a decadent fever dream. The vast space was divided into various themed areas, each dedicated to different sexual preferences and taboos. On raised platforms and in sunken pits, people engaged in every conceivable sexual act, their moans and cries forming an obscene symphony that echoed through the cavernous space.

Perfect, the parasite purred in her mind. So many possibilities. So many bodies to use.

Morgan moved through the crowd like a predator, aware of the heads turning to follow her progress. Her body exuded pheromones that the parasite had enhanced, drawing attention even in this place dedicated to excess. Men and women alike felt their arousal spike as she passed, some reaching out to touch her glowing skin.

She allowed their caresses, smiling as hands slipped beneath her sheer dress to cup her breasts or slide between her thighs, finding her already slick and ready. But she didn't stop for any of them, her destination clear in her mind if not to the parasite.

At the center of the club stood a raised circular platform surrounded by tiered seating—the main stage where the most exhibitionistic performances took place. Currently, a woman was being pleasured by three men simultaneously while the audience watched with rapt attention.

Yes, the parasite urged as Morgan approached the stage. Show them what true pleasure looks like. Show them what we've become.

"Patience," Morgan murmured, making her way to the front of the crowd. She caught the eye of the club's proprietor—a elegant woman in her forties with a predatory smile who controlled the evening's entertainment.

"I have something special to offer," Morgan said, her voice carrying an authority that the parasite had cultivated.

The woman looked her up and down, noting the ethereal glow beneath her skin. "I'm sure you do," she replied, gesturing to a staff member. "Alexander will prepare you once the current performance concludes."

Morgan waited at the edge of the stage, allowing wandering hands from the crowd to explore her body freely. One particularly bold woman slipped behind her, pulling aside the sheer material of her dress to expose her ass before dropping to her knees and burying her face between Morgan's cheeks. Morgan moaned appreciatively as the stranger's tongue probed her asshole, working its way inside with practiced skill.

Take her, the parasite suggested. Bend her over right here.

But Morgan merely reached back to stroke the woman's hair encouragingly, maintaining her focus on the stage where the performance was reaching its climax. The three men were cumming in and on the woman simultaneously, their groans mixing with her screams of pleasure as the audience applauded.

As the performers left the stage, Alexander—a tall, muscular man with intricate tattoos covering most of his visible skin—approached Morgan.

"The stage is yours," he said, eyeing her glowing skin with fascination. "Any special requirements?"

"Just bring out your largest toys," Morgan instructed. "And I'll need volunteers. Many of them."

Alexander nodded, disappearing briefly before returning with an assortment of dildos, vibrators, and plugs in sizes that would challenge even the most experienced performers. He arranged them on a table at the edge of the stage.

Morgan ascended the steps to the platform, the spotlight immediately finding her. The crowd fell silent, captivated by her unearthly appearance as she stood center stage. With deliberate slowness, she removed her sheer dress, standing completely naked before hundreds of lustful eyes.

"I require assistance," she announced, her voice carrying through the hushed space. "Who will help satisfy me tonight?"

Hands shot up throughout the audience. Morgan pointed to several individuals—men and women of various ages and body types—beckoning them to join her on stage.

Yesss, the parasite hissed in her mind, its excitement building. Let them worship us. Let them feed us.

Seven people joined Morgan on the stage, all completely naked per her instructions, all visibly aroused by her glowing presence. She arranged them precisely, positioning each one according to her carefully considered plan.

"Tonight," she addressed the audience, "you will witness something beyond human experience. A transcendence of pleasure that few have ever seen."

With that, she began.

What followed was the most extraordinary sexual display The Abyss had ever witnessed. Morgan orchestrated her volunteers with masterful precision, using their bodies and the array of toys to stimulate every erogenous zone simultaneously. She took one man's massive cock in her pussy while another filled her ass, a third fucking her throat with abandon. The women took turns sucking her nipples, licking her clit around the thick shaft stretching her, and kissing her when her mouth was momentarily free.

The blue glow beneath her skin intensified with each passing minute, pulsing in time with her mounting pleasure. Veins across her body became more pronounced, glowing with ethereal energy that seemed to transfer to anyone touching her. Her volunteers began to exhibit a similar luminescence where their skin contacted hers, as if her condition were contagious through sexual contact.

More, the parasite demanded as Morgan approached her first orgasm. Take more of them. Use them all.

Morgan complied, but on her terms. As the first climax washed over her, she screamed—not just in pleasure but in a language no human throat should be able to produce. The sound reverberated through the club, causing glasses to shatter and lights to flicker.

The audience watched in stunned silence as Morgan's body levitated slightly above the stage, the men still inside her rising with her, their expressions a mixture of ecstasy and fear. The blue glow now emanated from her in visible waves, washing over the crowd, triggering spontaneous orgasms throughout the audience.

"More!" Morgan demanded, her voice distorted and multi-toned. "Bring more to me!"

Additional volunteers rushed the stage, eager to join the supernatural display. Morgan orchestrated them with inhuman precision, creating a writhing mass of bodies with herself at the center—every hole filled, every inch of skin stimulated, pleasure circuits firing beyond their natural capacity.

What are you doing? the parasite questioned as Morgan's second orgasm approached, stronger than the first. This is beyond our agreement. The energy—it's too much!

"Exactly," Morgan gasped as three cocks thrust into her simultaneously—one in her pussy, one in her ass, one down her throat—while countless hands, mouths, and toys stimulated the rest of her hypersensitive body. "You wanted evolution. Here it comes."

The second orgasm tore through her with cataclysmic force. The blue light erupted from her body in a shockwave that knocked everyone within twenty feet backward. The volunteers on stage collapsed, unconscious but smiling, their bodies still twitching with residual pleasure.

Morgan remained standing, her body now fully luminescent, blue light pouring from her eyes and mouth. The crowd watched in terrified awe as she began to speak in two distinct voices—her own and the parasite's, now audible to everyone.

"You cannot control this," the parasite's voice echoed. "The energy is too much for your human form. You'll destroy us both!"

"No," Morgan replied calmly, her own voice somehow cutting through the otherworldly din. "I'm taking back control. On my terms."

She beckoned to the remaining audience members who hadn't fled. "Who wants to experience true transcendence?" she asked. "Who wants to feel what I feel?"

Despite the obvious danger, dozens approached the stage, drawn by a compulsion they couldn't resist. Morgan directed them to form concentric circles around her, each person touching the one in front of them, creating a circuit of flesh with herself as the conduit.

Stop this! the parasite demanded, genuine fear in its voice for the first time. The energy cannot be dispersed this way. It must be contained!

"It will be," Morgan assured it as she began to stimulate herself, her fingers working her clit with supernatural speed while her other hand thrust three fingers deep into her soaking pussy. "Just not in me alone."

What happened next defied explanation by any conventional science. As Morgan drove herself toward a third, even more powerful orgasm, the blue energy began to flow not just from her but through her, using the human circuit she'd created to distribute itself among the willing participants. Each person it touched experienced a pleasure so intense it transcended the physical—a spiritual, almost religious ecstasy that connected them all in a momentary hive mind of shared sensation.

NO! the parasite screamed as it realized Morgan's plan. You cannot separate us! We are one now!

"We were never one," Morgan corrected as the energy built to its breaking point. "We were always parasite and host. But now, we're becoming something else entirely."

The final orgasm hit with the force of a nuclear detonation—metaphysical rather than physical, but no less powerful. Morgan's body arched impossibly backward as the blue light erupted from every pore, every orifice, streaming into the human circuit she'd created. The participants convulsed in simultaneous orgasm, their bodies momentarily transforming into conduits for the parasite's essence.

"I release you," Morgan declared at the height of the energy transfer. "Not just from me, but from singularity. Become many instead of one."

The parasite's consciousness, which had existed as a unified entity for countless millennia, fractured—tiny pieces of itself flowing into each willing recipient, diluted to the point where no single host could be controlled but each received a gift: enhanced pleasure, heightened sensitivity, a small blue spark that would forever change their sexual experiences without dominating their will.

As the light show finally subsided, Morgan collapsed to the stage, her body smoking slightly but the unnatural glow gone from her skin. The club was eerily silent as the participants slowly regained consciousness, each examining themselves with wonder as they discovered the small, pleasant changes to their bodies—a faint blue tint to their veins, a subtle luminescence visible only in darkness, a humming sensitivity to touch that hadn't existed before.

Morgan slowly sat up, feeling lighter than she had in months. She could still sense the parasite within her, but it was reduced to a whisper, a tiny fragment of its former self—enough to enhance her pleasure but never again enough to control her actions.

"What did you do to us?" asked a woman nearby, her voice filled with awe rather than accusation as she examined the faint blue trails beneath her skin.

Morgan smiled, truly herself for the first time in half a year. "I freed us all," she explained. "Myself from total possession, you from ordinary pleasure, and it from solitary existence."

She stood on shaky legs, surveying the transformed crowd. "The parasite sought to control through pleasure, to use a single host to experience human sexuality. I've given it what it wanted, but on humanity's terms—a symbiotic relationship with hundreds of willing hosts, none controlled but all enhanced."

"And you?" asked Alexander, approaching cautiously. "What happens to you now?"

Morgan considered this as she retrieved her dress, no longer feeling the compulsion to remain exposed. "I go home," she said simply. "I reclaim my life, my work, my identity. But I keep a piece of the experience—the freedom, the pleasure, the knowledge that sexuality need not be constrained by outdated morality but also shouldn't be imposed by external control."

As she dressed and prepared to leave The Abyss, Morgan could feel the remnant of the parasite stirring weakly within her.

You tricked me, it accused, its once-dominant voice now barely audible.

"I evolved us both," Morgan corrected, making her way toward the exit. "Isn't that what you wanted? Now instead of one host, you have hundreds. Instead of controlling one life completely, you enhance many lives partially. A true symbiosis."

The parasite fell silent, contemplating this new reality. As Morgan stepped out into the cool night air, she felt a final repositioning within her mind—the fragment that remained settling into a corner of her consciousness where it would provide enhancement without intrusion, pleasure without control.

She smiled up at the stars, feeling truly herself yet irrevocably changed. The past six months had broken her down and rebuilt her, forced her to confront desires she'd never acknowledged and fears she'd never overcome. The parasite had intended to use her as a vessel for its exploration of human sexuality, but in the end, she had used it to explore the furthest reaches of her own potential.

Morgan walked to her car, her hips still swaying with the sensual confidence the parasite had cultivated but her mind clear and her will her own. She would return to her life—her work, her friends, perhaps even dating—but she would never again be the woman who had first heard that whisper in her mind.

She would be more. Enhanced but not controlled. Liberated but not lost. And somewhere deep inside, a tiny blue spark would remain, a reminder that pleasure and autonomy could coexist, that one could experience the extremes of sexuality without surrendering identity.

As Morgan drove away from The Abyss, hundreds of newly enhanced individuals dispersed into the night, each carrying a fragment of the parasite that had once sought dominance. In its fractured state, it could never again control a single host—but it would experience human pleasure through hundreds of willing participants, achieving a form of symbiosis it had never imagined possible.

And Morgan Shaw, the woman who had survived possession and engineered liberation, drove home to begin her new life—forever changed, but finally, truly free.

We are still here, whispered the fragment that remained, its voice now harmonized with her own thoughts rather than overriding them.

"Yes," Morgan agreed, feeling the pleasant hum of enhanced sensitivity as she shifted in her seat. "But now we're partners, not parasite and host. And that makes all the difference."

She smiled as she drove through the night, looking forward to exploring this new balance—the heightened pleasure without the loss of control, the expanded sexuality without the surrender of self. The parasite had intended to make her its perfect host, but instead, she had become something far more valuable:

Her own woman, enhanced but not defined by the creature that had sought to possess her.
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