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Foreword & Content Warning

	 

	 

	If you’re a reader from Literotica, hello again! If you’re new, welcome, dear reader, to the Asmodai Universe—a universe where phallic organisms who evolved to deliver pleasure and lustful beings who want nothing more than to mate are slowly beginning to be discovered in uncharted regions of our current world by adventurers and scientists alike. The Amazonian Uteroboscis is the first book in a planned series that’ll set in motion a series of events that will culminate in several, erotic and weirdly fascinating crossovers, so if you like this story, sign up at Scirotic.com for updates & FREE reads from The Primeval Ones Universe! If you like your erotica to have more than just vividly described naughty passages, you’re in luck. Aside from being called “deliciously disturbing,” my readers on Literotica have described this book as “immersive” and built in a “living world for our main girl to interact” with. Also, Lena Anderson, the intelligent heroine of this novel is a biologist who works throughout the story to study and understand her new discovery. That being said, Lena will use a good bit of scientifically accurate jargon throughout her journey. 

	The Amazonian Uteroboscis [as well as the other books to come] is an erotic horror/sci-fi, splatterpunk story intended for adults who are into tentacle stuff, monster erotica, and Lovecraftian tales of titillation with a bit of tasteful dub-con. As such, the text ahead will contain very graphic descriptions of penetration by a phallic worm, slime/fluid play, the swallowing of said slime, and explicit details of sex scenes with F/M & F/F partners as well as solo play, and strong language. The F/F sex scene contains elements of BDSM. Also, if the utero in Uteroboscis wasn’t a hint, because this book involves a slimy parasite penetrating the nether regions of a woman, this story might be disturbing for those who are uncomfortable with that sort of imagery and, because of that, The Amazonian Uteroboscis may not be suitable for all readers, so fair warning.

	All characters are over 18 years of age and any sexual acts described in the pages ahead are for entertainment purposes and not as a resource for sex-ed.

	Lastly, while this is a work of fantasy, I hope this worm doesn’t exist because I don’t wish for any woman to go through what Lena does in this book. This is just a story I wanted to tell and this was the only way to tell it. Fantasizing about kinky stuff is one thing, but no woman should be degraded or penetrated by any man, woman, creature, or object against her will. That all being said, parasites have spent centuries invading various parts of human bodies (there are real medical reports of leeches being found in birth canals and uteruses), and this is just a tale about a fictional species of pleasure-inducing parasite that only prefers a very particular part of the body. So, if you’re into it, enjoy the read!



	




	One Last Thing…

	 

	The Amazonian Uteroboscis got its start on Literotica as Amazonian Womb Worms where it has received an average rating of 4.63/5, nearly 53,000 reads, and 368 favorite on literotica along with a 95.1 % rating on sexstories. There has also been an overwhelming amount of praise from several awesome readers before it was picked up for publication by Scirotic Books. So, before diving into the story, I just wanted to share some of the feedback I received that really brought a smile to my face and thank all those readers who have been supporting me thus far and took the time to reach out. 

	 

	Thanks so much for all the comments, likes, ratings, & favorites, everyone!

	B.L. Overman
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	(Source: https://www.literotica.com/stories/memberpage.php?uid=5999612&page=submissions)
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	(Source: https://www.sexstories.com/profile1715981/bl_overman)

	 

	Just a few Fan Comments from my Literotica/sexstory pages that I’m incredibly thankful for:

	 

	“The story has been a delight to binge, thank you for actually building a living world around the story for our main girl to interact to.”

	 

	“F**k, you’re really good. I enjoyed this thoroughly.”

	 

	“Great story. I hope it continues!”

	 

	“This is amazing and you just have to keep going!”

	 

	“Ummm I'd pay to read the rest of this series right the hell now lol.”

	 

	“One of the best things I've ever read. Seriously.”

	 

	“Fantastic ready for more.”

	 

	“Great continuation! When will the next chapters be released?”

	 

	“Deliciously disturbing as expected!”

	 

	“I am ready for more. Love your writings and how you can almost feel it happening.”

	 

	“What for a wild ride - and it gets better and weirder. Just love it and hope to read soon more from you. Thanks for sharing.” — With a mighty beer to cheer, The Bull
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Chapter 1: Slimy Invader

	 

	 

	Tuesday, 3rd Week of May

	 

	The deep mud squelches as it sucks at my knee-high boots, making this trek through the suffocatingly humid rainforest even more grueling. In an attempt to make traversing this mud easier, I try following in the footprints of our Amazonian Jungle guide, Anton Santos, who’s ahead by a few feet, clearing the dense jungle brush with broad swings of his machete. My best friend, Derek Aider, follows close behind me, filming our journey for his travel vlog. Claire is behind him, and her boyfriend Kody holds up the rear.

	Ugh, I feel so gross, I think, brushing off the blonde ponytail hairs that are clung to the back and side of my neck.

	The five of us have been hiking since first light around 6:30 a.m., but we’ve all pretty much been glistening with sweat since we woke up. I’m sure they’re all as tired as I am too. Unfortunately, no one is as miserable as me, because I woke up today with menstrual cramps, which means I’m probably going to start spotting soon, and I can’t help but worry that a jaguar might sniff me out like a shark would and pounce on me from a tree… 

	Not only have we been hiking for six hours almost non-stop, but we’ve been trekking through Brazil’s mostly uncharted Vale do Javari territory for almost a week now, so there really hasn’t been much time to relax between our encampments, not with all the exploring we needed to do before today’s journey back to the river camp where the rest of our expedition party is waiting for us. If we don’t return to the camp before sundown, they’ll be forced to venture into the rainforest to search for us, unless they decide to just leave us stranded here.

	Vale do Javari, or Javari Valley, is not only one of the most unexplored regions of the world, but it’s also the most uncharted land in all the Amazonas. That’s partly because there are uncontacted tribes living out here, so the entire region is protected by FUNAI, Brazil’s Indian affairs group that is tasked with keeping the tribes safe from us and our diseases. And to keep us safe from them…

	Encountering hostile tribesmen isn’t the only threat out here, there are also jaguars, deadly spiders, killer snakes, and potentially other lethal, undiscovered threats lurking about. But thankfully, we haven’t crossed paths with anything too terrifying, aside from a few large snakes, massive arachnids, and other creepy crawlies. Oh, and we did have a few scares from spider monkeys swinging through the canopy overhead. All that aside, we got to see and photograph tons of strange plants, beautiful birds, bizarre bugs, and we caught glimpses of elusive animals that none of us have come across in all our extensive flora and fauna research leading up to this expedition. Hopefully something we filmed will turn out to be a new discovery. Hopefully some of the plant samples we took will lead to a medical breakthrough or something.

	Exploring uncharted regions of the Amazon has been my dream since the first rainforest documentary that I watched when I was nine. That documentary is why I went to Jacksonville University and majored in biology with a focus on ecology and wildlife bio. That’s how I ended up working at the Florida Fish and Wildlife Conservation Commission (FWC) as an Associate Wildlife Biologist researcher. That documentary and others like it is why I’m out here hoping to discover something new so I can use it as my focus for my undergrad research project—a project that I’m hoping will help me get accepted to the University of Florida Ph.D. Zoology program next January. 

	This life-changing, post-graduation trip of ours wouldn’t even be possible without Derek’s 10 million subscriber travel vlog. That handsome sweetheart made a fortune from YouTube ad revenue, and he’s also made tons of connections who can help him find ways into restricted regions like this. It’s through one of those connections that Derek met Anton, one of the only people in all of Peru who leads expeditions to the deepest depths of the Amazonian rainforest when he’s not doing solo expeditions. To meet him, we first had to fly to Iquitos, Peru the day after graduation, about nine days ago. Then we had to take a long trip down the Amazon River by boat to get to Anton’s home in Benjamin Constant in the State of Amazonas, Brazil.

	After paying him $20,000 to be our guide, Aton took us in his boat down the Javari River to the Itaquai River. We then we navigated twenty miles down the Itaquai and docked at his secluded camp near the river’s confluence with the Itui River where he has tents and an impressive jungle hut set up—the site where the rest of our group is waiting. From that camp, we hiked another thirty or forty miles through dense jungle, following the route that this talented cartographer not only has mapped but is also marked by carvings he’s made in the bark of these towering trees. 

	Along the way, we’ve stopped to make camp at areas he’d previously cleared and camped in before. A few times during the expedition, we ventured miles away from those temporary camps to explore uncharted areas he’s never been. That’s how we found our way to the plant-covered, conical volcano that we’re on the way back from now. The mountainous structure was covered in so much greenery that we didn’t know it was an extinct volcano that we were walking towards until we reached the narrow clearing at the base of it and found volcanic glass. It was one of those things that people could fly right over it and not see because it probably blends right into the surrounding rainforest canopy from above. As beautiful and magnificent as it was, the only think I keep thinking about is how our compasses freaked out and our cameras glitched while we were near it. If only we had the time and resources to investigate what electromagnetic phenomenon that was at play there. Aton, being the talented cartographer he is, marked its location on his map, so maybe one day we can return and investigate what was up with that volcano.

	The pressure in my bladder becomes more and more unbearable as we ascend the steep, muddy hill we’re climbing. The ground is so slick, we have to grab hold of branches and roots to pull ourselves up, then those in the front of the pack turn and reach back to help pull up the person behind them whenever someone starts sliding downhill. Since this morning’s torrential downpour has made our previous path back to our last camp impassable thanks to some flooding, we had no choice but to take this route to back. And this path is by far one of the worst we’ve traversed this entire trip.

	Upon finally reaching the top of the hill, everyone is panting hard, so we take a very brief water break while Anton scouts ahead.

	“Come, this way,” Anton says in his thick Peruvian accent, pointing ahead with his machete, disappearing into the undergrowth before I have a chance to announce that I need a bathroom break.

	A few yards later, I’m on the verge of peeing my pants. “Hey,” I call out, placing my hands on my hips and tipping my nose to the jungle canopy above while I take a deep breath. “I have to relieve my bladder.”

	“Okay, okay,” Anton says, nodding. “You go on. I’ll check up ahead.”

	“You just had to guzzle, like, a gallon of stream water through your Life Straw, didn’t you, Lena?” Claire teases with a smirk. “If we get left behind for being late, it’s your fault.”

	“Yeah, yeah,” I say, giving her a playful shove on my way to the cluster of trees.

	“Since we know you’re a shy pisser, we’re going to head that way with Anton to give you a little privacy, okay, Blue Eyes?” Derek says with a charming smirk. God, every time I see that smile, I feel compelled to tell him how I feel.

	“You guys are the worst!” I say as I slink behind the ginormous trunk of a towering tree. 

	When I’m sure everyone is a good bit away, I head over to a tree that has a thick wall of leafy bushes behind it. I look left to right, brushing leaves away with my shoe. Satisfied that it’s all clear, I set my backpack down before I unbutton my shorts and pull them down along with my undies, eyeing the tiny red dot in the crotch of my underwear. 

	Great, I started spotting early…

	When I’m sure there are no creepy crawlies or deadly snakes lurking nearby, I squat by the base of tree behind me. Just as my urine blasts the soil below, a small rodent comes out of the brush ahead and starts scampering my way. In the next beat, something rustles in the fallen leaves and brush to my right. Then, as I turn to the source of that sound, a brown spider that’s nearly the size of my hand scurries out from under the tree and runs right past me after the rodent that just barley races off. It scares me so badly that I spring up while still peeing, and as the spider turns to me and rises onto its back legs, I shuffle back as fast as I can, forgetting my pants are around my ankles.

	The next thing I know, I fall backwards, my bare ass hitting soft leafy plants beside the tree before I slide almost a foot down an unexpected drop. I land back first onto a muddy slope that I begin to slide down. As I try to scramble to my feet, frantically grabbing for firm ground and roots only to claw through thick mud, I slip and begin sliding down the steep hill even faster until my attempt to stop sliding makes me go into a dizzying roll. 

	I scream at the top of my lungs during the tumble down the slope that seems to get steeper and steeper. Eventually, the ground levels off into a pool of muddy water that I roll right through. Unfortunately, I have so much momentum that I don’t stop rolling until I suddenly drop off a ledge and splash down into cool water, hitting my head, butt, and shoulder blade on whatever hard things lie below the surface.

	I’m so disoriented that I just lay there on my back for a bit, holding my head as the shallow stream washes over my body. When I finally sit up, I find high walls of mud on both sides of me as far as I can see, suggesting that this stream carved this canyon in the mud over the course of many years. There’s no way I can climb those to get out of this muddy crevice unless I maybe grab the roots sticking out of the soil walls and hoist myself up.

	Groaning, I plant a hand down into the silt of the creek then sit up, looking at the palm of the hand that was holding my head.

	No blood.

	“Thank god,” I whisper, wincing from the throbbing as I look down at my naked, muddy lower half to examine my aching legs.

	My eyes wander from the cuts on my right knee and left shin down to the shorts and panties that are now only wrapped around one ankle as they flutter in the gentle current with clouds of mud pluming off them into the crystal-clear water.

	“Derek!” I call out in the direction I fell. “Derek? Anton?! Claire?! Kody?!”

	No response.

	As much as I’d hate for everyone to see me naked from the waist down, I’d be so damn happy if I saw them coming down the hill for me. Hopefully they’ll show up right after I finish cleaning up…

	With wide, panicked eyes, I frantically investigate the area. Since there are no anacondas or anything swimming after me, I shift into a squat and start washing the dirt off my scraped elbows and legs. As badly as I want to clean the mud caked on my bare ass so I can put my pants back on right the fuck now, my booty hasn’t been properly cleaned since my last shower at the Iquitos hotel, so it’s best I save that area for last as to not spread germs.

	The last thing I need is an infection out here.

	As the last bit of soil is rinsed from my wounds, a noise in the distance steals my attention. Looking all around in a panic like a prairie dog, I blindly wash my arms off, glancing down at my body only for a second to see if it’s time to move on to another area. 

	With my arms now clean, I begin rinsing off the mud on the part of my turquoise shirt covering my tiny breasts. Right when I look up at where I heard that noise earlier, I feel something cold against the inside of my bare right thigh, but I pay it no mind because obviously it’s just cool water splashing me. But then I feel another cold sensation a little further up my leg near my crotch—a deliberate movement that feels like something soft and slimy is quickly slithering its way up my inner thigh.

	My eyes go wide and my mouth gapes open when I see this long, thick, pinkish worm with a head shaped like a narrow, phallic mushroom cap—a head that it’s currently pressing against my labia.

	“AHH!” I scream at the top of my lungs, slipping and splashing down ass-first in the stream as I reach for it.

	Right as I curl my fingers around it, it pushes off the inside of my upper thigh with this freakish tail that looks like a cluster of short, light red, translucent gummy worms. Its smooth, unsegmented exterior is so slick that the tubular worm slips through my hand like a wet bar of soap. In the next second, the head that looks like the crown of a penis aggressively and purposefully nuzzles against my vagina, parting my folds as it pushes itself between my dangling inner lips with surprising force. In the blink of an eye, four or five inches of the rapidly wiggling body that looks like raw chicken breast glides deep into my tightness hard and fast. The slick sensation of its girthy, squirming, pulsating invasion makes me whimper, and then the unwanted pleasure makes me moan.

	Why did that make me cry out in pleasure like a dick just went in me instead of a horrific giant worm?

	Probably because it feels like an actual cock—if a cock could wiggle and undulate.

	As the sticky, red protrusions on its backend detaches from the space between my thigh and crotch, I grab it between its shaft and its freaky tail hard right before the last two inches of creature can wiggle all the way in. It writhes violently as I pull its slippery, inch-and-a-half wide body out of me, and my pussy throbs from the delicious sensation of its squirming girth sliding back out of my tightness.

	A breathy “oh” escapes me as its wide head leaves me with a squishy, gushy-sounding pop. And, as I try to carry it far away from my crotch, I notice that there’s this white, fleshy tube leading from its mouth to the inside of my vagina. There are also strands of thick, semi-milky slime stretching between its head and my opening like snot. And, as I’m pulling further, a tugging sensation in what feels like my cervix makes me stop trying to yank it out of me.

	“Ah-ouch!” I pull again and it for sure tugs at my cervix. “AH!” I cry out from the sharp pain that throbs deep in my cavity. “What the fuck… OH! No, no, no… please don’t tell me that this thing is latched on to me or some shit…”

	I pull again and more pain flashes from the entrance to my womb, so I bring the creature back towards my pussy and hold the squirming thing right outside my entrance while brainstorming what to do. Now that I’m staring at it this close, I can’t help but think how much its shaft looks like a leathery, veiny horse penis, but skinnier. The body looks like a horse penis, but the head of it looks like more like the tip of a human’s cock… 

	Curious as to what it feels like, I use my free hand to gently squeeze its body with two fingers. As I increase pressure, soft flesh begins to give way to dense muscle, and it legit feels like I’m squishing something muscular and powerful like a tongue.

	No, actually, it feels like I’m gripping a rock-hard dick…

	This worm’s body is much firmer than the Amazonian giant earthworms we found a few days ago, or any other worm I’ve ever touched for that matter. I then wrap my thumb and pointer tightly around it like a ring, stroking the worm’s slick shaft gently from tail to head to make sure there are no hidden barbs. On the underside of it, it’s covered with countless, soft setae—hairlike bristles that help wormlike organisms crawl up surfaces, even wet surfaces like my leg. Whatever slime there is coating the setae, it’s much stickier than what’s glazing the rest of its body. The rest of worm is completely smooth. Aside for a few veiny lumps and wrinkles, I don’t feel any bones, just taught muscle. As my fingers stroke past its body’s halfway point, it flexes hard then wriggles side to side like a powerful snake. 

	Geez… This worm’s power is staggering… It’s unlike any worm I’ve ever held while fishing with my dad. And, though it’s powerful like a snake, it’s definitely not one. It seriously looks like some giant, human-like creature’s penis fell off and evolved to survive on its own.

	As my fingers bump into the extremely firm, curved flesh at the base of the worm’s eyeless head, the phallic tip throbs and, the next thing I know, opaque, noodle-looking tentacles burst out from the white mouth tube and quickly grows outward toward my labia like vines made of fleshy threads. The tentacles hit my outer lips before I can pull the creature away, and the glistening protrusions quickly web across my skin as more gooey looking tendrils sprout and branch out across my outer lips. And, as I’m carrying it away, the sticky tentacles and tendrils pull at my skin like gorilla tape, and they don’t detach. When I try to rip the branched noodlelike appendages and the main proboscis, it just feels like I’m trying to pull apart an unbreakable, stretchy polymer…

	My eyes go wide, and I freeze. I’ve seen something this before in my invertebrate biology class… Nemertea, or ribbon worms, fire their long, branched proboscis to deter predators or entrap prey… That’s what’s spreading across my skin—that’s what’s latched onto my cervix…

	“Or is in anchored in my cervix?” It does feel like something is pulsing beyond the pinhole opening.

	Maybe if I put it back inside me it’ll suck its proboscis back into its mouth.

	I bring the penis shaped creature back to my opening and, the instant I mash its thick head between my inner lip’s flesh curtains, the mass of tendrils on my labia immediately retracts into the proboscis. Holding tightly onto this hard ring of muscle between the shaft and the start of the tail, I reluctantly impale my vagina with the slick creature.

	Fuck, I hate that this feels like a lubed dick going it. A writhing slimy dick, but a dick none the less.

	I try to slowly slide it into me inch by inch, but the worm wiggles excitedly and undulates, quickly trying to burrow all eight or nine inches of its shaft into me. When I feel it bottom out, something tickles my cervical hole. That’s when I pull it back out as fast as I can, stopping as soon as I see the proboscis is still tethered inside.

	“Fuck!” I shout, plunging the slimy creature back into my tightness.

	In slow and out fast, in slow and out slow—I basically fuck myself over and over with the worm creature at varying speeds like it’s a living dildo. The longer I go at it, the more pleasure courses through me.

	This is so gross! “Ugh…” Why does it feel so fucking good though? I moan as a climax builds. There’s no way I’m about to come from this…

	Every time I pull it out, I find that its white mouth tube is still attached inside of me.

	Every time I pull it out, it pulls my cervix at a shorter and shorter distances from my opening, like it’s reeling its proboscis in.

	Every time I pull it out, its body seems much longer and thinner, its mushroom cap head appears narrower like Sharpie marker cap, and its midsection seems to get girthier as though it’s rearranging its insides and moving its fluids towards its tail so it can shrink itself to fit into a smaller hole.

	Every time I pull it out, it’s covered in even more of that milky slime that’s oozing out of its mouth and from the rounded base of its head. 

	As I impale my vagina with the worm for the twentieth-fifth time, slickness gushes out of me and coats my fingers. Then, in the blink of an eye, I lose my grip on its slippery tail right as I was trying to pull it back out.

	“No! No, no, no!” I panic, plunging my fingers into my vagina and trying to pinch it.

	Not only is there too much of that slick goo gushing out of me to grab it, but its tail is also rapidly expanding like a pufferfish, preventing me from gripping it by the ring of muscle behind the hardening protrusions.

	I lay back in the stream, part my labia, and try to flood my cavity with water before frantically trying to finger out the slime. Globs of thick slickness gushes out of me into the stream, turning it cloudy like semen has just been ejaculated in water. When it feels like the bulk of goo is out, I maneuver into a squat and try pushing the thing out like I’m attempting to give birth while also trying to frantically scoop it with my finger. That’s when I feel bulging deep inside of me as its long, slick body coils up around my cervix. I pull my fingers out and remain squatted, hoping that if I stop antagonizing it, it will uncoil.

	I’m panting hard as I sit on my haunches in the stream while waiting for it to move. A few seconds later, it slithers inside and my core spasms from the unfortunately pleasurable sensation. I feel a bulge in my vaginal canal as it wiggles down to my opening headfirst before flips around inside, its mushy tail brushing my G-spot hard before teasing my opening with a quick twist of its body. That makes me moan so hard, birds squawk above and fly away.

	As I slowly plunge my fingers into my slippery hole to sneak up on it, there’s a tickling sensation in my cervix that quickly spreads deep behind my bladder as the head of the thing aggressively nuzzles the conical, narrowed tip of its head against my cervical opening. When my finger meets the cluster of wormy growths protruding from its tail end that’s now wedged and bulging right behind my vulva, it feels firmer and wider than before, like it fanned out and hardened. No matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to get my fingers past the edge of its back end. It’s like the creature’s tail has formed a taut, fleshy mesh that’s somehow clung to my vaginal walls and sealed me up…

	“What the fuck?!” I mutter through an exasperated breath, feeling around for a way past the firm little tubes while the creature writhes violently inside me. 

	Suddenly, pressure builds in the entrance of my cervix—pressure that feels like its pulsing, rapidly writhing body is trying to force the tip of its shrinking head into my uterus…

	All the way around the tail, those plump, red protrusions that remind me of soft gel vitamins feel like they have been glued to my flesh. And as I’m scraping at the edges of them with my fingernails in an attempt to pry them off, a strange tingling sensation in my middle finger forces me to withdraw it from between my folds. That’s when I notice the tiny, pink, hair-like tendrils threading underneath the first layer of my skin, branching out and growing rapidly just like the tentacles of the mouth proboscis. 

	I feel like something weaving under my skin should hurt, but it just tickles and feels a bit numb. 

	When I pull my hand further away from my opening, one of the clear, red, capsule-like protrusions from its tail stretches out of my hole like a rubber hose only to snap back inside when the roots stretching from my finger rip apart. Suddenly, I become aware of that same tingly, numb feeling behind the opening of my vagina.

	“Oh my God… its tail rooted in my vaginal walls!” I mutter to myself, my jaw trembling. “That’s why I can’t get past it…”

	Out of nowhere, the tail end flexes hard inside of me, pressing against my inner flesh with surprising force right as something firm and wide pushes deep into my cervical opening, stretching the tiny hole like a man’s pinky finger is trying to prod its way in.

	“Ah!” I cry out, doubling over and collapsing into the stream on my knees, planting one hand down while the other desperately claws at the tail’s worm mesh.

	That was its head that just pushed into my cervix! It shrank its head and used its fucking slime as lube to push its way in!

	Out of nowhere, my uterus begins contracting somewhat rapidly, like it’s being forced to by the worm. At the same time, the thing wiggles violently, pulsating as its tail pushes harder against the inside of my opening. The pressure in the passage to my uterus grows as if the worm is dilating me inch by inch by re-expanding back to its original girth while inside of my cervix. It feels super uncomfortable, but it doesn’t hurt like I know it should. And I know it should hurt because I once accidently pushed the handle of a toothbrush against that forbidden hole when I was 18-years old. That was much narrower than this worm and it hurt like hell.

	Having anything this wide probing my cervix should be excruciating, but it doesn’t hurt. It just feels uncomfortable in a weirdly good way, like the worm anesthetized my cervix with a neurotoxin the same way its tail numbed my finger and vagina… 

	The creature throbs hard and rapidly like an orgasming cock while the sensation of something wide and slick spreads its way deeper into my uterus.

	As I frantically finger the edge of the tail mesh to no avail, the tickling I felt in the entrance my cervix earlier has subsided, but—

	Now it feels like a spaghetti noodle is tickling the inside of my fucking womb!

	All I can imagine is that the worm-thing’s branched proboscis is spreading further inside, webbing across my uterus and into my fallopian tubes to better anchor itself—because that’s exactly what it feels like.

	Suddenly, I feel flushed and pleasant all over, like that time a few years back when I took Vicodin after getting into a car accident and hurting my neck. The tickling deep in my womb makes my abdomen spasm. The violent wiggling in my vagina, the pulsing of its girthy upper half in my cervix, and the flexing of its tail all work together to send waves of pleasure surging through me, triggering rhythmic contractions that ripple through my vagina. The climax makes my body weak—it makes my skin tingle. My limbs turn to noodles.

	“OOH-UGH-AH-AH!” I moan louder than I’ve ever moaned before. “Why?” I pant. “Why does this feel so fucking good?” I pound my fist into the stream, splashing water up into my face.

	It’s like it’s trying to incapacitate me with the mother of all orgasms so I can’t get it out.

	When I feel the creature throbbing in my cervix as it pushes deeper into me, when I feel the worm’s firm head smack against the wall of my uterus, I know I’m running out of time to get it out of me before it burrows all the way into my womb. The thought off all the horrible things that could happen after that sends a burst of adrenaline through me that snaps me out of my orgasmic high.

	I need to find a stick or something to pry this tail away! Or I need to find the others so Claire can help me! She’s been a nurse for a year now, so I’m sure she’ll figure out a way to help me without hurting me.

	With shaky legs, I stagger to my feet then grab my shorts and panties from under the water. Now I jog up stream, my hand cupped over my vagina while I continue fingering at the tail mesh. As I slosh through the ankle-deep water, I frantically look left and right in search of a break in the mud walls trapping me down in this crevice carved out by the stream. Up ahead, I spot mossy patch that leads to dry soil where sunlight is beaming in through a break in the rainforest canopy. A foot away from the mossy bed, I feel the pulsing thing squirm deeper with a hard, twisting push off its tail anchor. 

	“OHHH!” I moan as the sensation makes my vagina contract in undulating waves.

	My knees buckle from the explosion of pleasure. And, as what feels like the last third of it burrows toward my womb, the taut, wormy tail protrusions soften against my fingers, and the mesh detaches from my opening. The rush of endorphins has me super delirious, but I manage to react fast, plunging my thumb and pointer deep into my vagina, basically fisting myself using its slime. The second that I pinch the tail, it slips through my fingers. I try again, skidding to a stop in hopes that I can squat fast and grab the thing in time.

	Except, I don’t stop upright. My wet boots slip across the moss bed and I fall back hard, hitting my head on the spongey rock with a bounce.

	Things get blurry. Dizziness consumes me and clouds my thoughts worse than the dreamy bliss that’s overtaken me—worse than being blackout drunk. But none of that stops me from reaching into my pussy and grabbing the tail. When my fingers finally find the wormy cluster, it’s right up against my cervix… That means eight or nine inches of this cock-shaped worm has already invaded my uterus…

	“Ugh…” I groan weakly. “No…”

	I shove my fist in so hard and deep that the rapid stretching of my tightness hurts, but my self-fisting allows me to reach and eventually grab the ring at the base of the cluster that’s pressed firmly against the bottom of my pussy. I pinch it so hard between my knuckles and my fingers that the thing begins squirming and flexing more violently than ever before inside my tight canal, its upper half lashing my inner flesh with hard slaps of its head and body against my uterine walls—a sensation that can only be described as what I imagine it’d feel like being slapped by a hotdog, but from the inside…

	I yank the thing hard and fast as consciousness begins to fade. My vision begins to go black as my hand leaves my vagina with a sticky sounding pop. Though I don’t see what I’m holding, I feel the tail cluster still squished between my fingers. I feel that, but I don’t feel the weight of the fairly heavy worm dangling beneath it.

	As things fade to black, I toss the firm thing as far into the jungle as I can.

	Then darkness consumes me.
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Chapter 2: Lost & Found

	 

	 

	Tuesday

	 

	When I regain consciousness, it’s the pain flaring in the back of my head that greets me first.

	“Lena!” a faint voice calls in the distance like the ghostly echo of an auditory hallucination.

	Groaning, I squint against the sunlight beaming through the jungle canopy as I roll against the moss bed onto my side, rubbing the back of my head as I do. When I check my hand for blood, I find a streak of red running down my wet palm. “Shit…” There’s a tiny pool of blood on the moss too, but not enough to cause concern.

	“Lena!” my best friend calls again. This time I’m sure it’s real.

	“Derek!” I call back weakly as I sit up. There’s no way he heard that. As I’m about to call out again, my eyes fall on my lower half. The only thing I’m wearing are boots and socks. My wet panties and shorts are balled up beside me. I stare at the scene in confusion, trying to remember how I ended up half-naked lying on a bed of moss beside a stream.

	I went to pee…

	A giant spider scared me so bad that I fell down a hill…

	I landed in this stream…

	And then… Nothing comes to me at first, but then the image of a thick, pink worm with a head that looked like the glans of a penis flashes in my mind. The phantom sensation of its aggressive invasion of my pussy tingles below. 

	“Holy shit!” I blurt out as I spring up. “Did that really happen?” I slip my middle finger and pointer into my vagina and they slide in effortlessly with the help of something slicker than my body has ever produced in all my years.

	This is the worm’s slime… That means…

	“It did happen,” I whisper.

	I remember pulling it out and throwing it before I blacked out. I did get it out, didn’t I?

	“Lena!” Derek calls, sounding a bit closer this time. 

	Anton and the others call out soon after. They sound much closer now.

	I can’t let anyone find me like this. I don’t want to have to explain what happened…

	Before getting dressed, I frantically feel around inside my vagina. My fingers find nothing firm. There’s no longer any pressure in my cervix anymore, and I don’t feel anything when I push deeper and poke my cervical hole. Nothing seems to be moving in my womb either. I press down hard at the base of my belly and nothing stirs inside.

	“I did get it out,” I whisper through a sigh as I pull my fingers out. Milky slime coats my fingers but, unlike before, there are light pink streaks in it. Even if my period blood was mixed with the goo, it wouldn’t be this light, it’d be darker red.

	Maybe it’s the creatures blood? Maybe I hurt it when I ripped it out of me…

	As the rustling in the thick jungle brush sounds off from the direction that I initially landed at initially, I climb to my feet and quickly pull up my undies. “Derek!” I call out while wiggling into my soaked, heavy jean shorts. “Derek! Anton! Guys!” I start in the direction I heard their voices.

	Plants rustle ahead. “Lena!” Derek shouts in a panic. “Lena, where are you!”

	“Over here!” I call out. “Down by the stream! Head toward where the sun is shining down through the canopy!”

	As I’m climbing up toward the hill, a machete hacks and slices through the brush head. Anton emerges from the foliage followed by Derek who runs at me with my backpack in hand.

	“Lena! Are you okay?”

	I collide into him with a hug, watching as Kody and Claire duck through the opening in the vines. “Yeah, I’m a little scraped up, but I’m alright.”

	He squeezes me tightly. “We were all so worried about you, Lana.”

	“Girlie, you are never doing your business alone out here again,” Claire jokes.

	I giggle. “After what happened today, I’m never leaving the group again. You all can stand right by me and watch me go for all I care!”

	“What even happened to you?” Derek asks as we part. “We heard you scream and, by the time we got to where you walked off to, you were gone.”

	“Thought a fucking jaguar got you,” Kody says with a smirk.

	“A Goliath birdeater spider or something big like it scared the shit out of me, and when I scrambled away from it, I fell backwards—because my pants were around my ankles—then I slipped down that steep fucking hill and splashed down in the stream… How’d you guys even find me? I thought I was going to have to somehow find my way back to you.”

	Derek cocks a thumb over at our guide. “Anton here tracked your footprints to the spot where you slipped, saw the disturbed foliage, then looked through the ferns and found the swath of mud you took out when you fell.”

	“Well, thank you for being an amazing tracker, Anton,” I say with a smile.

	Anton nods. “I promised I’d keep you all safe. I don’t plan on letting you all down now.” The serious man offers a smile.

	Claire removes her pack then squats beside me. “Let me take care of those scrapes before we get moving,” she says, pulling out the first aid pouch.

	When she’s all done cleaning my wounds and applying antibacterial ointment, she bandages me up.

	As the last bandage is applied, Anton waves for us to follow him. “Come, come. We need to get moving.”

	Our guide leads us back the way the group took to find me, a less steep path a few yards away that runs right alongside where I rolled and slid through earlier. We use roots and branches to climb back up like we did before. On the way up, I scan the muddy earth in search of fleshy, womb-hunting worms. Something tells me that I got it somewhere on the way down and not from the stream, because there was a bit of mud on it when I first saw it, and I feel like it’d be completely clean if it came from the stream. Unfortunately, I find nothing.

	After ascending back to the top of the hill near where I went to pee, Anton leads us to the northeast. As I follow behind him, I try to come up with a way to ask him about what happened to me without telling him and the others what happened.

	“Anton,” I say, hurrying up beside him while Derek is busy filming, and while the couple is chatting at the rear of the pack. “Do you know anything about any large, parasitic mammalian worms out here?”

	He looks back at me, expressionless. “I’ve seen large worms of many kinds in my time in the Amazon, but no large parasites. Did you have a run in with one?”

	I shake my head. “No… I uh… saw a female tapir down by the stream drinking, and this big, pink worm-thing with a head shaped like the glans of a penis burrowed into its genitalia… Then the tapir ran away squealing.”

	Anton’s eyes go wide. “Oh, I’ve never seen or heard of anything like that… But I have seen a nearly three-foot-long, eyeless amphibian that looks like a snake. People call it a penis snake because of its head, but it’s not a parasite, it eats small fish and worms.”

	“Oh, no. That sounds like something different.”

	“Well, Lena, it sounds like you made a new discovery!”

	I force a smile. “Yeah, too bad I didn’t have my camera!” A nervous laugh escapes me.

	Maybe I don’t need a camera. Maybe that gross worm laid eggs in my womb before I yanked it out.

	The thought makes me feel so uneasy that my legs go weak.

	 

	Even with the detour that happened because of my tumble along with a few stops to eat and rest, we somehow reach the river camp before sundown. The six members of our expedition party who chose to stay and explore around here for the last week welcome us back with a big feast of the massive paiche fish they caught, avocado, mushrooms, and nuts—a meal that we enjoy with a few glasses of Peruvian rum around the campfire.

	After dinner, we sit around the fire, sharing tales of our adventures and showing each other the pictures and footage that we obtained during out separate expeditions. Our group definitely presented the most interesting finds.

	Everyone retires to the raised hut about two hours after sundown. I’m so tired from the hike and everything that’s happened that I pretty much pass out as soon as I lay on my cot.

	 

	The next thing I know, I wake up in a cold sweat feeling loopy like I’m high on Vicodin again. It’s still dark out, so I couldn’t have been asleep more than four hours. And, given how tired I still feel, it has probably been way less time than that. I shut my eyes and try to fall back asleep but, no matter how hard I try, I can’t. I can’t because I’m super fucking aroused for some reason. I mean, I’m so horny that my chest is heaving, my nipples are rock hard, my pussy is contracting like I’m on the verge of an orgasm, and my panties are sodden—drenched like I’ve pissed myself.

	With my eyes still closed, I slip a hand into my pants, rubbing my engorged clitoris before sliding a finger between my incredibly slick folds. 

	Fuck, I’m sopping wet…

	My finger plunges inside of my slippery, tight hole on its own accord, making this obscenely loud, gushy, sticky noise upon entry that sounds like I’m squeezing super-wet macaroni salad in my hand. The faster I dip my finger in and out of my slick tightness, the louder the schlicking sounds. I’m sure someone on the other side of the hut could hear my noisy finger-play if they were awake.

	My first climax comes within seconds, rippling through me with sharp, rolling contractions, and it takes everything in me not to cry out in sweet agony. It used to take me forever to orgasm, and I usually need a vibrator to do it. Even a really good lover doesn’t usually make me climax, but here I am, coming after fingering myself for less than a minute. 

	The longer I finger-fuck myself, the thicker and gooier my vaginal lubrication feels against my digits, and the harder it gets keeping myself from moaning. When I finally pull my pointer and middle finger out of me, I rub the slickness against my thumb. 

	Wowza… This feels exactly like the slime that the penis-shaped worm pumped into me before trying to invade my womb. Maybe my orgasm just forced the residual ooze out of my uterus, I think, bringing my fingers to my lips and sticking them all the way in my mouth. Slowly, I suck the mucus off them and let it pool on my tongue. Definitely doesn’t taste like my normal vaginal secretions… It tastes… almost sweet? Nutty? A bit metallic? And it feels thicker than any semen or mucus I’ve ever had in my mouth. It almost has the consistency of the creamy liquid cheese from Velveeta mac and cheese, and it’s hard to swallow…

	Once my fingers are sucked clean, I plunge them back into my gooey gash with fervent desperation, like I might die if I don’t continue masturbating immediately. This time, my digits don’t just slide against vaginal tissue coated in slime, they submerge into a pool of it, and some of it gushes out of my pussy, leaving me with a bubbly spurt that sounds louder than a wet fart as it floods my panties and runs down my ass crack.

	How is there still so much of it coming out of me?

	I finger myself violently, raking my fingers upward hard against my G-spot every so often. I’m schlicking and squelching so loudly now that people nearby are starting to stir. I don’t care if anyone wakes up and sees me, I’m too whacked out—too far gone in a crazed frenzy to stop, never mind slow down.

	My eyes roll into the back of my head as the strongest orgasm I’ve ever experienced makes my vagina contract in violent rolling waves of intense pleasure that makes my skin tingle and my limbs go limp. Suddenly, my uterus pulses too, and I feel a bit of pressure deep in my cervix, something that’s never happened during any orgasm I’ve ever had before. And as I slow my fingering down, my middle digit bumps against something firm. That’s when I stop abruptly and begin feeling around my slime-filled hole for whatever I thought I just touched. When I don’t find anything, my cunt gushes and bubbles as my fingers probe all the way inside me. 

	“What?” I whisper when it feels like something just slapped against my finger.

	As I try to poke in the direction of whatever it was, I feel nothing until I prod something that kind of feels like a soft licorice rope at the entrance to my cervix.

	Um, what was that?

	I quickly push deeper, fisting myself urgently until I poke the entrance to my cervix. All I feel is my tight hole. While it does feel a bit dilated, there’s nothing sticking out of it. As I pull my fingers out of my pussy, I swear something tugs at my fingers for a second.

	Something like a branched proboscis…

	The pleasure that had me feeling drunk with arousal these last few minutes fades instantly only to be replaced by crippling fear as I yank my hand away from my vagina. There’s no tugging in my cervix. Nothing pulls at my fingers. When I pass my other hand between my slimy fingers and my vulva, I only touch stringy goo, no branched mouth tubes.

	I’m imagining things…

	“The worm is gone,” I whisper so quietly it’s barely audible to me. I wipe the slickness on my hands off on the outside of my panties and the inside of my shorts. “The worm is gone. The worm is gone.”

	The worm is gone. The worm is gone. I keep repeating the mantra in my head on and off until I finally start drifting off back to sleep almost two or three hours later.

	 


Chapter 3: Euphoria

	 

	 

	Wednesday Evening

	 

	As tired as I am, as sore as my body is from over a week of hiking and climbing, as malnourished as I am from barely eating during the expedition, I feel good today. Like, really, really good, despite only getting less than five hours of sleep. 

	Legit, the instant I woke up, I felt happy and super energized, like I was on a mix of stimulants and opioids. Coupled with the feel-good haze that has me feeling drunk, I have this weird body high that has me both hyper-aware of my skin and sensitive to the touch. It’s the feeling of eating a strong weed edible but more intense, like what I imagine talking ecstasy is like. Like, whenever my shirt brushes my skin, it feels like I’m being gently caressed by a lover, and it kind of turns me on. Water feels extra soothing when it washes over me. Wind tickles all my exposed flesh with every breeze, like dozes of little feathers are blowing over me or butterflies are landing on every inch of my skin.

	This unexplained euphoria hasn’t waned at all since we left the river camp at first light. It has remained steady throughout both the boat ride back to Aton’s town and the even longer, subsequent trip down the Amazon River back to Iquitos, Peru. And it’s still here as I’m walking up to my hotel room several hours after sunset. 

	As soon as I drop my bag by the bed, I head to the bathroom, start the shower, then strip. The second I step into the gentle spray of water from the showerhead, it makes my body quiver like I’m having a body-wide orgasm or something, and I can’t help but giggle from how much it tickles.

	“Oh, yes!” I moan while shampooing my scalp. “Best shower of my life!”

	Not only does it feel great to finally shower and scrub the rainforest grime and sweat off of it, the sensation of the soapy washcloth slipping all over my skin drives me mad, especially after I finally sweep the cloth back and forth across my vulva. When it brushes gently against my clit, my core spasms and I get the overwhelming urge to shove something in my cooter right the hell now.

	Never have I ever been this horny before!

	While I wash my ass, my free hand caresses my tits before tracing a path south. Right as I rub that hard, extra-sensitive little nub, I drop the washcloth so I can finger myself with my left hand while my clit gets the attention it needs from the right. I plunge my fingers into my tight canal and, like this morning when I fingered myself before I went for my morning pee to check my situation, it’s incredibly slick with milky slime, but it’s not overflowing with the stuff like it was last night.

	The fingering and the clitoral stimulation make my knees go weak, so I sit in the tub facing the showerhead’s spray and spread my legs, finger-fucking myself with my middle two digits hard and fast. As a climax rolls through me, slime floods out of my vagina. While still finger-blasting myself, I look down, watching in astonishment as a staggering volume of milkiness oozes out of me like lava. Seeing all of that goo gushing out of me drives me absolutely wild.

	Is this just how my pussy is now? Did that worm mutate my mucosa cells or something?

	I pump my fingers in and out of me more violently as I enter a frenzied state, raking my G-spot in hard, quick come-here motions. When the orgasm finally strikes, my abdomen spasms hard, my eyelids flutter as my eyes roll into the back of my head. My uterus flexes rhythmically milliseconds after my vagina begins pulsating. Pressure builds in my cervix again, and it feels like it’s dilating instead of contracting. The vaginal contractions force this clearer, thicker slime to spurt out of me like my vadge is puking pre-cum, sending goo flooding into my palm as I slow down my finger-fucking. Then, just like last night, my pointer and middle finger bump into something kind of soft yet firm—something fluttering around inside of me that feels like one of those thin, red lace candies.

	I look down in a panic as I feel around for whatever it was. Unlike last night, I find it right away, stroking it with a slower come-here motion than what I do G-spot to get a feel for its shape and length. My middle finger traces along a skinny, fleshy tube that begins flapping around inside of me, slapping my fingers purposefully like it wants to bat me away. I drag my fingers down its length, tracing it all the way to the middle of my cervix…

	My eyes widen and my jaw hangs when I feel that the fleshy noodle leads to something hard and wide that’s protruding from my fucking cervical hole. It feels like…

	If feels like the firm head of that worm that crawled into me yesterday…

	My breath hitches as my body begins to tremble. “I didn’t pull it out of me…” I whimper as I slowly pull my fingers out of my pussy.

	As my trembling hand leaves my vulva, I see them through the sheet of clear slime dangling between my palm and crotch—the translucent, noodle-like structures are rapidly webbing across my fingers from the white, pulsing proboscis that’s stretching out of my hole like a rubber hose. More and more tendrils branch out by the second and quickly grow up my palm towards my wrist like a time-lapse footage of vines growing up a fence. The further I pull my hand away, the longer the proboscis stretches out of my vagina, pulsing and writhing as more protrusions branch out and wiggle in the air in search of something to grab onto.

	“Holy fuck! No… No, no… This fucking thing has been living in me the whole time?” I whimper, my voice uneven and strained as I begin crying. “That worm has been living in my womb the whole fucking time!”

	In a panic, I bring my hand back to my pussy and plunge my pointer, middle finger, and thumb inside my slickness, stretching myself as I drive my digits deep into me.

	That’s why my vagina has been perpetually coated in slime and why more gushes out when I’m climaxing… Because this thing is lubing me up so it can slither in and out of my womb whenever it wants. 

	I fist myself until I find the worm’s firm, phallic head. It feels like it’s protruding out of my cervix even more than before. I try to pinch its head, but it’s so slippery, I just wind up caressing it over and over like it’s the slobber-covered tip of a penis that I’m trying to tease after deepthroating it.

	That’s why I kept feeling pressure in my cervix when I orgasmed—it was worming its way down into my vagina…

	Right as I finally manage to grab its head between all three fingertips, I feel violent wiggling deep in my womb, causing the worm’s lower half to lash my uterine walls as its body pulses hard in my cervix. The tight hole stretches and, suddenly, the head slips out from between my fingers as its powerful body wiggles backwards towards my uterus.

	“No! No!” I sob, forcing my middle finger into my cervix with desperation right as the tiny hole is snapping shut.

	The second I poke the creature’s head, I scrape at it with my fingernail before it escapes my reach. That’s when I start to feel the thing thrashing in my womb. It twists and flips around, rapidly slithering all around my organ violently. And, when I look down at my belly, right as I feel both ends of the creature pressing hard against opposing ends of my uterus’s walls, I see a fucking bulge at the base of my abdomen, like it’s stretching out in revolt.

	I scream bloody murder, staring at my bulging belly in horror. Then I sit there in the shower with my knees clutched to my chest, sobbing as I rock back and forth. The entire time, the womb worm continues to alternate between thrashing and slithering all around my uterus. It’s the most uncomfortable thing in the world, and it won’t stop.

	“Stop! Stop fucking moving!” I scream, hitting my lower abdomen with the base of my fist over and over until it finally settles down.

	I really thought I got this fucking thing out of me, I think, bringing my knees back to my breasts then rocking back and forth. Either I only managed to rip its tail off before I lost consciousness, or it crawled back into me while I was unconscious… Considering all of that pink liquid I scooped out of my vagina after I regained consciousness, and considering I haven’t had any menstrual bleeding since this thing invaded me, it’s safe to assume the pink stuff was the creature’s blood after all…

	“That’s probably why I’m not having any menstrual bleeding, because that fucking womb parasite has been feeding on my shedding endometrium…”

	Wait… Standing in the middle of an Amazonian stream with no underwear or pants the day I started spotting from my period is probably why this goddamn worm crawled into me so aggressively in the first place… It was hungry and it smelled my menstruating hole the second it was close enough… That’s why it sped up when it got closer to my vagina. That’s why it fought so hard to burrow into my cervix.

	The thing inside of my uterus slowly slithers all against the inner flesh of my organ, and the slippery sensation of its sporadic, twisting movements makes my womb spasm like mild period cramps.

	I have to see a doctor right the fuck now, I think, my entire body trembling as I stagger to my feet. But it’s almost 10:00 already… Our flight is in almost three hours. There’s no way they can see me and treat me in that amount of time… And even if they do, I highly doubt a Peruvian hospital has the medical technology or expertise to treat me here.

	“Whatever,” I whisper, vigorously drying myself off, “I have to try. I have to. Before something bad happens.” I snatch my phone off the marble counter and dial up Derek, staring into my wide sapphire eyes in the mirror while the phone rings.

	He answers after four rings with a groan. “Ugh… Hey, Lena.”

	“Hey,” I say, trying to sound calm. “I’m sorry, did I wake you?”

	“Yeah, but it’s no biggie. I can sleep on the plane later.” He does a sleepy chuckle. “What’s up, Blue Eyes?”

	“Don’t freak out, but I think I need to go to the ER before we leave…”

	There’s rustling on his end like he’s just sprung up out of bed. “Holy shit, what’s wrong?”

	“Uhhhhh…” I hum until I can think of an excuse other than, ‘there’s a cock-shaped worm feeding off my uterus and I need it out immediately.’ “I kind of have a weird rash-thing somewhere I’d prefer not to have a rash when I have to sit on a plane for hours. Probably from rolling and sliding through mud without pants…”

	“Shit. Okay, yeah. Let me just get ready.”

	“Thanks! I’ll call the others and let them know we’ll probably have to leave for the airport from the hospital.”

	 


Chapter 4: hysteroscopy

	 

	 

	Wednesday Night

	 

	After getting off the phone with Claire, my core spasms from the womb worm flipping around and twisting inside of me. The entire time I’m getting dressed, my heart is jackhammering in my chest and I’m hyperventilating. Even though I’m having a panic attack over the fact that there’s a giant, parasitic worm nesting in my uterus, the feeling of euphoria that I felt before the shocking discovery begins to gradually overtake me again. 

	In minutes, calmness washes over me, and my heart rate slows almost instantly. As I’m shimmying into my shorts, I start feeling good all over again. While sitting on the toilet to relieve my bladder, my body starts to feel flushed. And, by the time I finish gathering my luggage by the door, that blissful high hits me hard and fast out of nowhere, like ten shots of tequila back-to-back on an empty stomach.

	By the time I come face to face with Derek, Casey, and Kody in the hallway, I’m feeling super chill and only the tiniest bit worried about my situation, which helps me to pretend that nothing is wrong.

	It’s a four-minute drive from our luxury hotel to Hospital Regional de Loreto. The ER isn’t super busy, but there are quite a few people already waiting when we walk in. 

	Despite how drunk with bliss and pleasure I feel, I sit in the corner of the waiting room for an hour and forty-five minutes bouncing my legs nervously. The resurgence of nervousness is brought on from the fact that the womb worm has been twisting around inside of me every ten to thirty minutes since we got here. It’s almost like the parasite is growing anxious because it knows its life is in danger…

	Five more minutes pass, then the door to the waiting room opens. A short, very pretty, brown-skinned woman looks at her clipboard. “Lena Anderson?” she says in a strong Peruvian accent. “The doctor will see you now

	“Finally…” I whisper as I rise, flinching when I feel the large thing slither quicky in a counterclockwise circle inside of my organ. 

	Why is it so active now? I wonder as I follow the nurse. Is it out of menstrual lining to feed off of or something?

	The nurse leads me back to a dingy room. Not long after I hop up on the exam table, a woman of about forty-years-old enters the room. “American?” she asks.

	“Si,” I respond. “Tu hablas inglés?”

	“Yes, I speak English.” She eyes the chart. “On your form, I see that you wrote, while you were in the Amazon Rainforest, a large worm of about one foot in length crawled into your vagina and made your cervix dilate before forcing its way into your uterus?” She looks over her glasses at me with an arched brow, a faint glimmer of concern and a tinge of disbelief in her eyes.

	I nod rapidly. “That’s right. Its skin looks like raw chicken and its body is unsegmented and round, maybe an inch in diameter, and it has a head that looks like the tip of man’s penis…”

	Her eyes go wide, and her reaction is concerning. “And you are sure something that large made its way into your uterus?”

	“Positive. While I was trying to pull it out, it, like, oozed slime and it kind of stretched its self out until its upper half got skinny. Then the worm’s tail expanded and walled off my vagina and used its anchored back end to drive itself in…”

	“I see…”

	“Something tells me that you’ve never heard of anything that happening to anyone?”

	She shakes her head. “We’ve had many come through here with all sorts of parasites, and while we have had cases of women with leeches in their vaginas and, more rarely, in their uteruses, I have never heard of anything matching that description—nothing that… large—burrowing into a woman’s uterus…”

	“Oh…”

	“Are you sure it wasn’t a leech.”

	“Positive.”

	“Where were you exactly?”

	“Somewhere southwest of Benjamin Constant?”

	Her lips curl into her mouth. “Okay.” She opens a cabinet and pulls out a white gown with blue polka dots. “Let me get an endoscope and a speculum. Please change into this in the meantime and lay down for me when you are done.”

	I nod, and when she leaves, I quickly strip, eyeing the milky strings dangling from my pussy like snot as they drip onto the slimy coating smeared across the crotch of my panties. After slipping on the gown, I hop up on the table. Ten seconds later, the door opens. 

	The doctor walks in without a word, an endoscope that’s in a plastic bag in one hand and a laptop under her other arm. She sets the items on the stand beside me. After opening the laptop and typing in her password, she heads over to the sink. She washes and dries her hands, puts on gloves, then grabs a jar from the counter.

	“Is that lubricant?” I ask after she unscrews the lid and sets it down.”

	“Yes.”

	“Um. You’re probably not going to need to use that. This parasite is constantly oozing a slimy secretion down into my vagina, so I’m constantly lubricated …”

	“Oh… Okay then.” She closes the lid and removes the endoscope from the bag.

	After plugging the USB into the computer, she clicks on an icon and the endoscope’s view of the floor shows up on the screen.

	“Spread your legs for me please.”

	I do as instructed.

	The doctor hikes up the gown and makes a humph sound as she inserts the cold, metal speculum. “You did not lie about your situation down here…”

	I wince as my vaginal walls are parted by the metal tool. “It’s been like that since it crawled into me. And whenever I—uh… climax, more gushes out then the worm slithers down headfirst into my cervix.”

	“I see…” She uncoils the devices slender tube. “Okay, I’m going to put the endoscope in now. Just relax.”

	“Okay.”

	She clicks on the light at the end of the probe then guides the fiberoptic cable into me. On screen, my reddened cervix comes into view, and there is a stream of clear liquid running out of it like syrup.

	“It looks like some inflammation there… And it is a bit more dilated that it should be. I’m going to insert the camera into your cervix now. This might feel a bit uncomfortable, but please try and relax the best you can.”

	“Kay,” I say quietly.

	Minor discomfort radiates from my cervical hole as she pushes the camera in, but it doesn’t hurt. My heart races as she slowly shoves it into my tightness. As it enters my uterus, the worm appears on screen. It’s coiled up with its tail nestled up against the top of my womb between my fallopian tubes. Most of the red, capsule-like protrusions it had growing out of its tail are gone, looking like they’ve been ripped off. But the small clusters that remain are rooted under the first layer of my flesh with a web of branched, hairlike fibers. It looks like the creature’s skinny veins that have become one with my organ, its tail growing into my uterine wall like a plant’s roots in soil… 

	Its tail is anchored in me…

	I feel it writhe inside of me as I watch it press its head against a patch of something red and chunky that I imagine is my shedding uterine lining. The red tubular mouth leaves the worm’s phallic shaped head and prods the red mass, then its proboscis emerges and presses against it as tendrils branch out across the red chunks. The worm’s mouth tube and its proboscis pulsate as it feeds. Then its head throbs as it pulsates from the beginning of its shaft to its tail… 

	“Ay Dios mío…” the doctor gasps. “That is most definitely not a leech… or a slug… I have never seen anything like this…”

	“I was hoping you wouldn’t say that…”

	“Lena, are you on your period?”

	“Yes. It started yesterday.”

	“The worm… it appears to be feeding off of your endometrium. When your lining is done shedding, there’s a chance the worm could resort to feeding off of you directly…” She angles the camera back toward my fallopian tubes. “And it almost looks like it has rooted those tail fibers into your flesh to secure itself… This is incredible… horrible for you, but incredible…”

	“Yeah, when it slipped out of my hand and slithered all the way into my vagina, the tail puffed up and went from mushy to firm, then it latched on around the opening and I couldn’t push it off no matter how hard I pushed or scaped it…”

	When the endoscope bumps against the womb worm, the creature writhes violently, then it thrashes so hard that I feel it bulging inside of me. On screen, we watch as it sucks its proboscis tendrils back into the main tube before slamming its head against the camera. As the doctor reels the camera out, the proboscis fires out of the worm’s mouth tube and covers the lens. When she starts pulling the device out of my cervix, the worm’s head narrows and pushes into the hole after it. I feel pressure deep in my cervical passage as I watch the things head bulge as it pushes its way out. As the camera leaves the tight passage, the pressure on the other end of my cervical canal fades and I feel the thing thrashing around in my gut.

	The worm’s violent movements make me jump and twitch, so I sit up and hold my belly as it bulges against my palm. “Do you think you can get it out?” I groan. “Maybe suck it out with an abortion vacuum machine or something?”

	The woman shrugs. Then she shakes her head slowly as she meets my gaze. “It’s too large and hard for vacuum aspiration. And, because of the way the worm’s tail appears to be rooted to your uterine wall, surgery might be the only way to safely remove it from you. I can schedule an emergency procedure with our OB/GYN surgeon tonight. Tomorrow morning at the latest.”

	“Is there any way I can get that done in the next—” I look at the clock, “—hour? Hour and a half? I have to catch a plane back to the states?”

	“I’m sorry. I don’t think we can perform a surgery like that in that amount of time. If you do not feel like you can bare the parasite any longer, I recommend staying and catching a later flight to remedy this. If you do not feel as if your life is in immediate danger, then I think you will be alright to seek medical attention when you get back to the US.”

	“I think I can bare it. It doesn’t hurt. If I’m being honest, panic aside, I’ve been feeling really good since the womb worm has been in me. Like, I’ve been happier and sort of energized, and I keep getting aroused every six hours or so. And, before I knew this thing was in me, I would—you know—masturbate. And the last time I did, I reached climax and the worm push its head through my cervix and the proboscis flailed around in my vagina and latched onto my fingers…”

	“Hmm. It could be releasing endorphins of some kind to make you want to engage in intercourse perhaps to feed on a male host… Or it could be how it transfers its eggs or spawn into an intermediary host…”

	“That makes sense…” I look at the clock. “Crap… I should probably get going to the airport since there’s nothing that we can do right now… Thank you so much for taking a look at me, doc.”

	She nods. “I’ll let you get dressed. I’ll be back with some antibiotics for you. There’s no telling what bacteria are living on or in that parasite.”

	“I appreciate that. Thanks.”

	“Also, would you mind showing me on a map where you encountered this uterine worm?”

	“Uh, I can email it to you later. The guy who led our expedition gave us pdf copies of the map he made after we got back to his town.”

	After exchanging email addresses then I head out to the waiting room where my friends are all fast asleep, except for Derek.

	“Lena!” he says loudly, jarring the others awake. “Everything okay? You look kind of freaked out.”

	I force a smile then nod. “Yeah… Everything is fine. She just gave me some medication to take. Things should be back to normal in no time!”

	“That’s great!” Derek says with a smile.

	“So glad you’re okay,” Claire says, giving me a hug.

	“And look at that, you got done early, now you don’t have to worry about reimbursing us for replacement plane tickets,” Kody says with a smug grin.

	“You can be such a dick sometimes…” Derek says to him.

	“I would have just bought everyone else a ticket for home and I would’ve gotten you one for Iraq or something, Kody,” I say, smirking back.

	“Ooh… harsh, Lena-Beena,” Kody says through gritted teeth. “That jungle crotch rash has sure made you real mean…”

	I shove him as we walk into the hallway.

	 


Chapter 5: DIY Removal

	 

	 

	Thursday, just before sunrise

	 

	During the hour and a half flight to Lima, Peru, everyone falls asleep, except me. The image of that worm’s tail rooted in my uterus as it fed on my shedding menstrual lining keeps me up. That and the fact that it’s been super active in my womb since take off. Despite how bad I’m freaking out over it all, I still feel weirdly calm and high from whatever this parasite is secreting into me.

	I wonder if the womb worm is pumping hormones in me through its tail roots or if there’s something in the slime that’s being absorbed by my uterus… Or maybe it’s both.

	Considering I first started feeling drugged when its head first burrowed into my cervix, I come to the conclusion it’s the slime that has the hormonal secretions. Because I’m pretty sure the mouth proboscis produced something to numb my cervix and trigger cervical dilation, otherwise it would’ve hurt like hell when it first burrowed in. I definitely know that the tail tendrils inject anesthetic because of what it did to my finger, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t secrete anything else.

	Though, it wasn’t until the night following the invasion of my womb that I started feeling super drugged and horny, so there’s got to be something else secreted by its tail roots…

	I shiver at the thought of it.

	As we’re walking off the plane into the Jorge Chavez International, an overwhelming horniness overtakes me, so I drop off my bags with the gang then hurry right to the bathroom. I spend ten long minutes in there fingering my drooling vagina, sending globs and strings of slime plopping down into the toilet as mini climaxes roll through me.

	When my pussy starts contracting after the big one, when I feel the cervical pressure building as the thing wiggles down into my vagina, I don’t stop fingering. And I don’t stop when I feel the proboscis lashing my fingers like a snake tongue. I do, however, slow down and rub its mouth noodle with gentle curls of my finger—I do push deeper and caress the worm’s throbbing head like it’s a giant internal clitoris shaped like a cock’s crown. I tease it more and more because the pulsing in my cervix actually feels really good now. I keep teasing its firm, smooth head gently until it wriggles violently back into my womb during the next orgasm. It’s like I’m in such a dreamy haze from this womb worm’s hormones that I don’t even care that this massive parasite is in me anymore… 

	This thing is biochemically seducing me into feeling like it’s just a part of me—like its normal for a cock-shaped organ to bulge through my cervix after an intense orgasm…

	During the remainder of the two-hour layover, I spend the entire time googling wormlike creatures in search of anything that looks like my womb parasite.

	When I google “penis worm,” I come across a picture of Priapulus caudatus, a marine invertebrate that has a tail-like appendage with wormy protrusions that looks almost identical to the tail of my womb worm. But though both their bodies are unsegmented, the P. caudatus’s shaft looks nothing like what crawled in me.

	When I search proboscis worms, I come across an ocean ribbon worm called Gorgonorhynchus repens that has the same exact proboscis—white and heavily branched—though this one is smaller and way less sturdy-looking than the one my parasite has. The tubular mouth tentacle is where the similarities end.

	During my research into slime producing creatures, I come across the hagfish, which produces a similar, voluminous goo that seems much thicker than what my womb worm excretes.

	As I’m looking into other worm and snakelike creatures from the Amazon, I come across a Huffington Post article about a rare Amazonian “penis snake” called Atretochoana eiselti. It’s a Caecillian—a blind limbless amphibian—and its head looks sort of like the head of a penis, but it’s not the same as the womb worm’s, mainly because it has a wide mouth and not a circular hole like the thing in me. This amphibian also has nostrils, unlike my parasite. The shafts of their bodies, however, do looks very similar—fleshy, tubular and veiny like a horse cock. The penis snake is more purple though while my invader is more of a peachish-pink.

	The only thing I find online that looks like the womb worm’s head is the cap of the Phallus impudicus—the common stinkhorn mushroom. It’s freaky how similar the mushroom’s cap looks like it, minus the fungus’s lack of smoothness.

	In the layover’s final minutes, I sit there trying to come up with a scientific name for the thing, because I’m a biologist, after all.

	Priapus is the Greek fertility god depicted with a massive cock, which is why the ocean penis worm is named Priapulus. And it feeds in the womb, so utero- has to be in the name… The boscis in proboscis comes from the Greek bosko, which means to feed… So… the worm’s scientific name should be…

	I ponder it for a second. 

	Priapus… Utero… boscis. Yeah, the Amazonas Priapus Uteroboscis, or the Amazonian penis-shaped womb-feeder… That’s what I’ll call it when I present it to the Jacksonville University biology department. You know, after I get it out of me…

	 

	Halfway through the five-hour fifteen-minute flight to Huston, I pass out, and I don’t wake up until Derek shakes me after we land. The two hours of our noon layover are spent eating and drinking at the airport bar until our flight for Jacksonville, Florida. 

	After my second cocktail, the buzz that comes on makes me feel woozy and more euphoric than I’ve been feeling all day, like I mixed alcohol with medication. I find myself being extra touchy with Derek, probably because I want to fuck him now more than ever before. Hell, I barely like Kody and I’ve been finding myself checking him out and imagining myself seducing him in the bathroom—fantasizing him fucking me from behind in a stall. And I don’t realize how talkative I am until Claire says something about me being a chatty-Cathy.

	I should probably avoid heavy drinking until I get this thing out of me.

	Two hours after departure from Huston—over 12.5 hours after departing Iquitos, we finally land in Florida. It’s around 1:30 p.m. EST when we finally get our luggage and leave JAX International airport. About thirty minutes later, Derek pulls up to my apartment near the Jacksonville University campus.

	“Alrighty,” Derek says as we hug goodbye in my doorway. His touch sends bursts of pleasure across my back. “You sure you don’t want to grab dinner later, Blue Eyes?”

	“Yeah, I kind of want to just pick up my dog from the kennel and do nothing from now until work on Monday.”

	“I hear that,” he says, smiling. “If you change your mind—” 

	“You’ll be the first to know.”

	With a wink and a panty-dropping smile, he turns and starts toward his Subaru.

	After shutting my apartment door, I grab a water bottle water from my bare fridge, then I flop down on the couch. All I want to do is relax, which is crazy because, when I left the hospital in Iquitos a little almost 13 hours ago, I was dead set on rushing to the hospital to get this thing extracted from my uterus. Now, surgery is the last thing I want, even if it means I’ll be free of this giant parasite. The idea of being cut open and then having the Amazonian Womb-Feeder cut out of me fills me with crippling fear—fear that was absent when I was in the Peruvian hospital. It makes me wonder if this Uteroboscis is doing to me what the parasitic Briarosaccus barnacle does to king crabs after it attaches to its abdomen where the brood sac is. In female crabs, the interna of the barnacle uses these dendril roots that it weaves into the crab’s brain and central nervous system to control the host, manipulating it into protecting the parasite and its eggs…

	The other reason I don’t want to go to the hospital anymore is because, as a biologist, part of me doesn’t want doctors to remove it, because I feel like I won’t get the credit for discovering the Amazonas Priapus Uteroboscis. And I don’t want it to die before I can study it…

	If I have to be the one with a giant worm slithering around in my uterus, I want to be the one to get the credit for finding it and naming it. I need to study it while it’s in me until I can find a way to lure it out of me so I can put it in a tank and finish studying it… And if I’m going to observe it while it’s inside of me, I’ll need an endoscope…

	I open my Amazon app and start shopping for one.

	When I finally leave my place twenty-minutes later, I head down to the Walmart in Arlington Hills. Once my cart is full of all the groceries my broke-ass can afford, I head down to the pet aisle to grab an 8-liter fish tank. Then I head to the meat aisle where I grab a package of pork liver. Liver is not only bloody and highly nutritious due to the density of nutrients like an endometrium, but I saw a YouTube video of a guy luring pond leeches to a liver that they then sucked it until it was pale. If the womb worm is a sucker for a menstruating uterus, it might come out for this organ.

	After stopping at the dog kennel to pick up my black Labrador, Sable, I head back to the apartment. Another wave of thigh clenching arousal builds on the drive home, and it’s so bad that I have to reach into my shorts to rub my clit over my damp panties.

	I take Sable inside first then give him some rubs before I put him in my room so he doesn’t disturb me. Then I run back outside to grab the groceries. As soon as I’m back through the door, I set the bags down, wash my hands, then slap the raw liver onto a plate with a splat. When I feel the Uteroboscis wiggling around, my vaginal walls clench like the parasite is demanding that I climax immediately.

	After washing the blood from the meat off of my hands, I place the fish tank on the floor, set up my phone to record my extraction experiment, then I set the plate of shiny red liver beside the tank before yanking my shorts and undies down in one urgent pull. Thin strings of glistening worm slime dangle from my engorged labia as I squat over the plate, dripping right onto the liver. My pussy gushes loudly as I plunge two fingers into my slick hole, and the squishy, squelching noise grows louder the faster I masturbate. Goo streams out of me as I enter a dizzying frenzy of G-spot rubbing and deep, fast fingering, glazing the raw liver like milky, colorless honey.

	It takes almost two minutes for the climax to build. I rub my clit vigorously with one hand while pumping my digits into me hard and fast until the orgasm explodes through me. My vaginal walls contract in hard waves, my uterus throbs right along with it. Pressure in my cervix builds as a bulge moves through that tight passage down towards my vagina. 

	When I feel the womb worm’s proboscis whip my fingers, I stroke it gently to coax it to latch onto me while using my other hand to bring the plate up to my vagina. I keep caressing the mouth tube while slowly pulling my fingers out. The second I see that the proboscis is webbed onto my middle and pointer fingers with its tendrils branching out toward my palm, I touch my fingers to the squishy liver. More tentacles branch out from the mouth tube against my middle finger and touches the meat. Like it realizes that it has found food, the tiny translucent vines detach from my digits and spreads out across the liver. 

	A big smile stretches across my face as the proboscis webs across the meat. “Holy fuck, this is actually working!”

	My legs shake from squatting for so long, but I dare not move. I just watch the white tube pulsate as the translucent branch tendrils turn pink from the blood and fluid it’s sucking out of the liver. While it feeds, I feel the large thing throbbing and writhing slowly in my cervix, I feel its lower half wiggling in my womb, and I try not to Kegel from the sensation that feels more pleasant than it has since it invaded me.

	“Are you detaching?” I whisper. “Oh-ah!” I groan when my uterus begins to spasm.

	I lower the plate just a bit, and when it feels like the thing worming its way further out, I push as hard as I can as though I am trying to birth it. It doesn’t budge, so I keep at it while it continues to feed. Over and over, I tense up my abdomen and push with everything I have, straining so hard that I’m getting lightheaded. The Uteroboscis throbs and writhes more and more violently each time I try forcing it out. As soon as I feel a big bulge in the vaginal end of my cervix, I slip in finger into my cavity to see if it’s coming out. I push all the way down to my cervix and I bump into the throbbing head. It’s definitely protruding out a little further than normal, maybe past the curved base of its head, but it doesn’t seem like it wants out.

	“Come on!” I groan, retracting my finger to keep from spooking it.

	I let it feed undisturbed for a bit longer before trying to push again. Still, it doesn’t feel like the parasite is coming out.

	Because its tail is still anchored to the roof of my uterus. This is exactly why it probably chose to root into the top of my organ, so I can push off of it to force itself down into my vagina and feed or whatever it’s been trying to do after the last few times I climaxed. Then, when it’s done, it pulls itself back up using its anchored tail.

	I wait, I push hard a few times in succession, then I wait for a bit before pushing again. I keep at it for a while. It’s been so long that I’m drenched in sweat and my legs are trembling hard—it’s been so long that I’m on the verge of collapsing. My abdomen is sore and I fear I might prolapse my uterus if I push any harder. So much time has passed that the areas of the liver webbed by the proboscis’s tentacles are starting to lose color, turning it from shiny blood red to a dull, grayish brown.

	Holy shit, he’s sucking this thing dry! Is that what he’ll do to me when I’m done menstruating?

	“Fuck…”

	When I feel it pulse and writhe hard in my cervix I push once more as hard as I can while I slipping my middle finger inside past its proboscis to feel if it’s coming out.

	“Fuck! It Feels like it’s in the same place…”

	Suddenly, it throbs really hard then wiggles and twists violently as something feels like is pulling the top of my uterus. The head almost yanks away from my finger and then I feel a bulge quickly sliding back towards my uterus. And after the pressure fades from my cervix, all I feel is the worm slithering around and flopping side to side like an excited dog’s tail, movement that makes my uterus spasm so hard that it cramps.

	“Fuck!” I cry out as I collapse on my ass, almost sitting on the plate.

	I lay there on the floor of the kitchen with my hand on the base of my belly, pressing down on my womb as the worm bulges against my flesh, my abdomen spasming every time I feel it move. I just sigh then take few slow, deep breaths. Having this thing thrashing around in me doesn’t even feel that bad anymore, nor does it bother me or creep me out at this point. 

	And that’s concerning. 

	It’s concerning because I’m afraid I’ll wake up one day and decide that I’m going to let it live in me until it is ready to leave on its own or until it dies in there…

	“Bleh…” I retch at the idea of that large thing dying in my uterus while it’s rooted in my womb.

	I have to try something else to lure it out… Something alive and menstruating…



	
Chapter 6: Spunk Bait

	 

	 

	Friday

	 

	Bliss. A euphoric, drunken haze of bliss more intense than what I’ve felt the last few days greets me the instant I awake. Like, it’s so overpowering that I legit wake up already smiling. Maybe that’s because I was so hot last night that I took all my clothes off and have been sort of getting off on how amazing these soft sheets feel brushing against my hypersensitive skin. Seriously, every time I move it feels like I’m being caressed all over my body. Not only does it feel like I double dosed an opioid and chugged three margaritas, I’m also so horny that my body feels tense and hungry for a good fucking from a well-endowed man, not fingers or even the vibrator I desperately want to grab.

	Dick. I need real dick. I need dick more than I ever have in my entire life.

	Seriously, the urge to get railed is more overwhelming now than it ever has been in all my sexually active years—more overwhelming than it has been since my womb got invaded by this worm.

	“Fuck it, I’m texting my ex,” I groan as I stretch.

	Chad Tate is an asshole—that’s why we broke up a few months ago after he cheated on me the second time—but he’s also the best lay of my life, and he’s hung like a horse. Ever since the breakup, whenever I felt alone, I texted him, and he always comes over to satisfy me, even if he’s seeing someone. Of course, I never know he’s in a relationship until after we’ve already hooked up.

	As I’m reaching for my phone, I feel something cold, wet, and gooey between my thighs and against my vulva. Whatever it is makes a sticky, squishy sound below. When I lift the bedsheet, I find a partially congealed, milky glob pooled between my legs.

	Maybe sleeping naked while I’m constantly oozing wasn’t the best idea. Suddenly, the sweetest aroma wafts into my nose from under the sheet. Wow, that smells almost like warm sugar… Is it the slime that smells like that? I dip my finger into the cold, thick sludge between my thighs then I sniff it. 

	“Holy shit, it is the slime!” I whisper to myself.

	As I’m sucking the sweet, nutty viscousness from my finger, Sable hops up on the bed panting hard, then he immediately starts licking my fingers before slobbering my face.

	Sweet fucking wow! His tongue feels so good against my skin! I wrap my arms around him and pull him in to hug him like I do every morning when he greets me, my skin tingling as his fur brushes against me. When the sensation of his fur on my skin gets me too riled up, I gently push him away, pull the covers back over me, and snap for him to get off the bed. Sable backs away, but he doesn’t jump off. Nope, he just shoves his snout between my sheet-covered thighs and starts sniffing deeply and rapidly. 

	In the corner of my eye, I see a flash of pink between his legs. Don’t tell me that’s… As the thought crosses my mind, he crawls over my legs and his red rocket comes into view. Yup… my dog has an erection… There’s got to be pheromones or something in this slime because he sniffs my crotch all the time and never goes all red rocket…

	The longer I stare at Sable’s erection, the more an overwhelming urge to have dick in me overcomes me. Not his, obviously, but a human’s, because I’m not some depraved weirdo who’d do something like that with an animal of any kind.

	My hand finds its way between my legs and my middle finger slips into my tightness while my thumb works my clit. I need dick… I think I’ve always needed dick, not fingers…

	“Maybe that’s why I keep getting so fucking horny,” I moan quietly to myself as I climb out of bed. 

	Because the worm is making me aroused so I can have actual sex, not just masturbate… 

	Sable jumps out of bed then trots eagerly behind me on the way to the bedroom door, shoving his nose against my ass before I steer his head away. 

	“You’re staying out here, boy,” I say to my dog as I nudge him out of the room, closing the door behind him.

	It’s only after I turned around that I realized I’ve dripped a slug trail of Uteroboscis slime from my bed to my door. God damnit, I think, cupping my hand over my vagina before heading to my walk-in closet.

	Aside from my curved, five-inch vibrator, the closest thing I have to an actual dick in my apartment is one of those realistic squirting dildos—the kind that comes with a clear tube and syringe attachment so you can make the sex toy ejaculate lube. Or obscene amounts of fake semen, like camgirls tend to do. After Claire took me out to get shitfaced the Friday following my breakup with Chad, I’d drunkenly ordered it online, my rationale being, ‘oh, hey, I don’t have to keep pulling out the dildo to lube it if I get one that can just pump lube into me.’ Funnily enough, I’ve never even used the thing, and now that I’m about to finally unbox it, I don’t even need to fill the syringe with lube because my pussy is perpetually slimy.

	After clicking on the light in the walk-in closet, I kneel in the middle of the floor and rummage around for the squirting dildo with one hand while the other stays cupped between my legs to keep what’s dripping out of me from getting all over the carpet. Seconds later, as I’m moving a shoe box out of the way, my pussy throbs with need. Now, all I can think about is fingering myself to the edge of orgasm and keeping myself there until I can find this girthy dildo and finish myself off with it. The more I think about it, the more I drift off into a trance. The fantasy becomes so vivid, I actually begin to feel the phantom pleasure of my fingers pumping in and out of me. It’s so vivid that I can even hear the gushy, squelching of my sopping hole being pleasured and feel the warm ooze overflowing in my hand.

	It’s only when an orgasm starts to build that my glazed over, unblinking eyes wander from the boxed dildo I’ve finally found to my crotch so I can figure out how that’s possible without stimulation. That’s when I realize that it wasn’t a fantasy, I’ve actually been fingering myself this whole time. 

	Shit, the carpet, I think, looking from my slimy hand to the puddle of clear sludge pooled between my knees. When did I even start masturbating?

	Even though I’m telling myself to stop so I don’t make more of a mess on the carpet, my idle hand continues pleasuring my vagina from the closet all the way to the bed, and I continue doing so while I remove the dildo from the box with one hand. The only reason I get myself to stop is because I desperately need to replace my fingers with this girthy, veiny, eight-inch-long phallus, like, now.

	It’s almost as though this womb worm’s chemical cocktail has me trapped in a hazy, dreamlike trance of sexual heat where I can only spectate while my unconscious desires pilot my body.

	“Oh fuck,” I moan as the dildo glides into my tightness, filling me and stretching all the way until it bottoms out. After pulling it all the way out and plunging it all the way back in, a wave of sweet release washes over me. “Yes,” I moan. “This… This is what I need. Ooh-aaah!”

	That’s why I feel like I just keep getting hornier and hornier… Because I need to be fucked by a cock—because the parasite needs a something from a cock. If that’s the case, perhaps it needs something from a mammal’s semen to sustain itself or trigger the next stage of its lifecycle… Or maybe if the Uteroboscis gets jizz, it will leave… I picture that it’s Chad fucking me instead of this dildo, and then I imagine him finishing in me like he used to, drawing out the Uteroboscis once and for all. There’s no way I’m letting Chad cum in me. I’m not letting any man ejaculate in me.

	Well, then how else are you going to find out if semen is what I need to get this thing out of me, go to a breeder and buy animal semen?

	For some reason, the image of Sable pops into my mind, which then makes me think back to the summer after my junior year of college when I did this summer job at the dog breeding kennel where I got him from. 

	Collecting semen from the dogs so I could evaluate it for motility, concentration, and morphology was a part of my job duties, so it’s not like it’d be weird if I were to collect a sample from my dog to use it for the scientific purposes of studying this Uteroboscis… Especially if spunk bait might result in getting this thing out of me. I look over at the detached syringe and tube on the bed beside me. I could totally just load the semen sample into the syringe and, after the worm wiggles out of my cervix following an orgasm, I can squirt it onto the worm’s head with this dildo…

	Right before an orgasm strikes, I pull the dildo out and lay there panting while I seriously consider executing the idea.

	It wouldn’t be some weird sexual thing. It’d just be an experiment, and nothing more. A onetime extraction and a one-time insemination. That’s it. Best case scenario: the worm leaves your womb. Worse case: you squirt canine spunk into your vagina for nothing and you carry the shameful memory forever.

	“It’s not like there aren’t people out there who drink bull semen and stuff like that,” I whisper to myself as my idle hand slides the dildo back into me on its own accord, surprising me. “Oh…”

	I visualize myself walking out of the bedroom and grabbing a 100 mL mason jar from the cabinet before kneeling beside Sable. Then, all I’d have to do is hold him gently behind his bulbus glandis while he deposits his semen in the jar, just like I used to do in the lab multiple times a week for an entire summer.

	It’s only after I actually feel Sable’s imaginary tail whack me in the face that I snap out of my hypnotic trance and I realize that I’m not just visualizing the process, I’m actually doing it…

	“Wait…” I whisper to myself, removing my hand from behind my dog’s knot as I stare in confusion at the twenty or so milliliters of runny, almond milk-looking liquid sloshing around in the mason jar. “What the hell am I doing?” I rise from the kneeling position and hurry back to my room.

	How long was I out there? And when the heck did I even get out of bed? I stare out through the cracked bedroom door, watching Sable lap up slime from the floor. At least I had enough sense not to do anything inappropriate with my dog, I think, shutting the door. Probably because I didn’t imagine it first.

	After crawling back in bed, I stare at the mason jar in my hand for a moment before glancing over at the tubing and the syringe that are lying beside the slime-coated dildo. “Are you really about to do this, Lena?”

	If the worm gets semen, it might leave you.

	By the time the thought has crossed my mind, I’ve somehow already sucked up the contents of the mason jar into the syringe, filling it to the 22 mL mark. That’s when the immediate need for sweet relief strikes, making my pussy throb and my body tremble with anxious arousal. Like, it legit feels like I might explode if I don’t get dicked-down immediately. It’s so bad, it becomes a shaky-handed scramble to get this dildo hooked up to the syringe. One end of the tube gets affixed to the syringe’s nozzle then the other gets pushed into the hole between the silicone testicles and the suction cup.

	My chest heaves like mad as I lay back and spread my legs. As soon as the dildo glides between my folds, I buck into it then thrust my pelvis up to the ceiling, arching my back. “Ahhhh!” I cry out as I impale myself with the toy. A half-laugh, half-whimper escapes me as soon as the tip batters my cervix.

	My flooded cavity schlicks and squelches loudly as I toy myself with desperate haste, pumping it in and out of me faster than I’ve ever masturbated with anything before. In a matter of seconds, a brain-scrambling an orgasm explodes between my legs. My vaginal walls contract rhythmically around the dildo like a spasming fist. It’s so powerful, my vision goes blurry before my eyes roll into the back of my head. Soon after, I feel the worm bulge its way down into the cervical hole.

	“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I moan as the Uteroboscis throbs hard inside of my cervix, almost in sync with my contracting vagina. “OOH! OOOH!” I scream even louder when I feel the sweet discomfort of the worm’s girthy head breaching into my vagina with a slippery pop of a sensation, triggering a uterine contraction that I feel all across my body.

	Before I even have a chance to ask myself if I really want to do this, my trembling right hand has already depressed the syringe’s plunger about halfway down, sending a jet of still-warm semen spraying the cervical flesh stretched around the worm’s head. 

	What am I doing?

	Suddenly, the worm begins throbbing harder and faster in my cervix like the heart of a startled animal, writhing excitedly like a happy dog’s tail.

	If the Uteroboscis gets semen, it will leave, I think, emptying the last ten milliliters of ejaculate into my vagina. 

	When the orgasm begins subsiding, I slowly pull the dildo out of me, hoping that the Uteroboscis will follow it. As the tip is bulging past my hymen, I feel something long and soft dragging against the top of my vagina. That’s when I quickly sit up and look down. As soon as the toy’s tip leaves my hole with a sticky pop, I see it. The worm’s pulsating proboscis is right up against the dildo and there are branches webbed around the tip of the sex toy.

	My eyes widen and my jaw drops. Don’t tell me this thing’s proboscis is inside the dildo’s ejaculation tube… Is that what it’d do to an actual bare cock?

	I pull the white tube slowly until it slides out the dildo’s urethra. When I let it go, the proboscis just falls on the bed, only to suck back into my pussy in the blink of an eye like a slurped spaghetti noodle. But the worm doesn’t slither out of me like I’d hoped, it just writhes and pulls itself back up into my uterus.

	Shit…

	Now that my orgasm has completely tapered off, the sexual fever that had me in a perpetual trance also fades. My eroded euphoria is immediately replaced with clarity that is accompanied by this intense shame and regret from having inseminated myself with nonhuman semen.

	I did that because of a little voice in my head that said, “You need dick, not fingers. The worm needs semen or it won’t leave you.” That one thought popped into my head then, boom. The next thing I know, I blacked out, milked my dog, then pumped his spunk into me with a sex toy—all for what?

	Nothing. Because the worm is still inside me…

	“The deed is done,” I say with a sigh. 

	All I can do now is focus on all the pleasant throbbing and squirming going on inside of my womb.

	 

	In the hours after the failed insemination experiment, the euphoria did dimmish enough for me to feel more clearheaded than masturbation alone ever did. I don’t know if the ravenous arousal has faded because the worm got what it needed and cut down on producing arousal hormones or if the guilt over what I’d done has stifled the unyielding libido.

	As noon rolls around, I start feeling a little weak, despite having a large breakfast. My hands and feet feel a bit cold too. The last time I felt this way was when I had a really heavy period my sophomore year of college. Normally, I’d just take some iron, eat some spinach and call it a day. But since I have this creature in me, I think it’s best to go to the doctor to get some blood work done. Hemoglobin counts aside, I’m curious to see if they can detect any elevated hormones that might give me an idea of what this parasite has been pumping into me. 

	But before I go to the doctor, I’m going to pop by the university to drop off the refrigerated sample of this worm’s milky slime with my friend Nicole Owens who’s in the PhD biochemistry program over at Jacksonville University. I told her before I left that if I found any interesting samples in the Amazon, I’d bring them back for her to run chemical analyses on, so I texted her last night that I found something I wanted her to test.

	My text read: I got exposed to something down in the forest that made me feel euphoric and happy and kind of turned on, so I’m going to need you to screen the sample for hormones, toxins, and alkaloids.

	Nicole: Turned on? Um… Is this something from a plant? Can I have some? LOL!

	Me: Haha I wish it was a plant! It was slime from a bug that I accidentally ingested… so you don’t want it.

	Nicole: Yeah, you’re right. That’s gross, so I don’t want it anymore hahaha. Stop by the lab around 1:00 tomorrow, k?

	It’s a good thing that I scooped slime from my vagina into a mason jar last night after my masturbation session because, if I did it today, the sample would be contaminated with dog semen, and that’d be super hard to explain…

	 


Chapter 7: Endless Estrus

	 

	 

	Friday

	 

	After dropping off my goo jar with Nicole, I hang around chatting with her for a bit about the expedition to the Amazon. Our chat gets cut short when I start feeling so dizzy that I almost topple over while I’m standing in the hall with her.

	The wait at my doctor’s clinic isn’t long, so I pretty much get called back to see her right away. I tell her how I’ve been feeling woozy and elated and tired, answer a few questions about my trip, then she takes my blood. On the way out of her office, the euphoria and body high begin to intensify again. And, during the drive back to the restaurant that I’m going to pick up food from, I get crazy horny.

	“Not again,” I groan, rubbing my cooter over my shorts while I drive in hopes that it’ll take the edge off.

	It doesn’t. My cunt just throbs and aches with frustrated need, like it’s begging for something big to plow in and out of it hard.

	As soon as I pull into a spot in the far end of the restaurant’s parking lot, I unbutton my pants and slip my hand into my panties. Now I masturbate while I text Chad.

	Me: I just got back from two weeks of no sex in the Amazon Rainforest and I could really use a lay…

	I lay my head back and close my eyes while I finger my gushing hole hard and fast. The squelching, squishy sounds are louder than my radio’s music.

	My phone buzzes in my other hand right as the climax starts to build.

	Chad: Damn, I was just thinking about you, Lena. And you know I’d be more than happy to help you with your dry spell. My place or urs?

	Me: I’ll come to you. Picking up food from our old spot. Want anything?

	Chad: Riverside? If so, you should know haha.

	Me: Wings and loaded cheese fries ;).

	Chad: Nobody knows me like you, gorgeous.

	Riverside Bar & Grille is the college bar everyone from JU went to after they turned twenty-one because it was right on campus by the water. It’s was also the first stop for my twenty first this past August. It’s also usually the place where people flock to right after class on a Friday. Since today is Friday, and since it’s currently happy hour, this place is already pretty busy.

	My womb’s occupant twirls and slithers as I approach the open stool by the bar. To my right, there’s a loud, drunk blonde. To my left, there’s a rather handsome guy with long, sandy-brown hair sipping a beer while watching the basketball game. And the moment I look at him, I can’t seem to look away.

	Strong jaw line. Muscular arms. Long healthy hair that I just want to rake my hands through. Big hands. And big hands equals big cock, so… His cock in me right here in this bar’s bathroom.

	“Hey,” he says with a big bright smile when he catches me drooling.

	I grin, fighting the urge to rub my pussy at the thought of letting this stranger take me. “Hello!”

	“You eyeing my beer, missy?” Smirking, he arches a brow.

	“Yeah, let’s go with that.” I giggle, giving him a wink.

	“Hm…” he hums, his grin widening. “If I buy you a beer, will you tell me what you were really staring at?”

	“It takes more than one beer to get me to loosen up, hon…” I waggle my eyebrows then give him fuck me eyes.

	Hon? God, who even am I right now? I never flirt like this with anyone when I’m sober… Not to sound vein, but I’m the kind of girl who’s been approached by modeling scouts ever since tenth grade, and guys always seem to flock to me whenever I’m out with my girls, so I’m used to being hit on. But, even when I meet a guy I actually like, I never flirt this hard right off the bat. 

	Intrigue flashes in his eyes. “I see… Four beers then?”

	“I might have time for two at the most.”

	“Oh, meeting someone?”

	I shake my head. “I called in a food order to go.”

	“Oh, that’s a shame. I was hoping to have a little time to get to know the gorgeous blonde with the perfect smile and the hypnotic sapphire eyes who can’t seem to stop smiling at me.”

	My cheeks flush. My pussy throbs. My chest heaves. 

	Arousal. Building… 

	“Guess we’ll have to have a cram session then,” I say.

	“Sweetheart, I’m a procrastinator, so I love me a good cram session. How does three shots and a beer sound?”

	“Umm, like a DUI because I’ve got to drive.”

	“Two shots and a beer then?” he smirks.

	“Alright. Dealer’s choice.”

	He raises his hand to flag down the bartender. “Before I go falling for you any further, you don’t have a boyfriend, do you?”

	“Nope.” I smile, holding his gaze. “Single as a pringle.”

	“Best news I heard all year.” He turns to the bartender. “A Miller and four shots of whiskey, good sir.”

	The bartender nods then heads over to the liquor shelves.

	“I’m Blake by the way,” the hunk says, offering me his large hand.

	“Lena,” I say, shaking it. God, having his hot skin against mine sets me on fire, and I end up involuntarily caressing the base of his hand during the greeting. And, as he unclasps my hand, I gently rake my fingers across his palm up to his fingers.

	His face lights up. “Quite the handshake technique there.”

	“Sorry. I’ve been really touchy feely lately.”

	He raises his hands in surrender. “No complaints here.”

	The bartender sets down a tray of shots before us then places a beer in front of me.

	“Uh, excuse me,” I blurt out, “I called in an order pickup. Name’s under Lena.”

	“I’ll check on that for ya,” he says with a nod.

	I grab a shot. “Cheers, Blake.”

	“Cheers,” he says, clinking my glass.

	I down the shot, slam it on the counter, down the next one, then I reach for the beer as Blake is just taking his second shot.”

	“Impressive…”

	“Why, thank you!” I close my eyes and grin.

	“You’re too cute, Lena.”

	“And you’re fucking handsome.” I turn away and chug my beer.

	“Oh yeah?”

	“Yeah. Why do you think I couldn’t take my eyes off of you as soon as I sat down?”

	He grins. “The alcohol didn’t even hit your bloodstream yet and you’re already all loosened up, huh?”

	“Blake, I woke up loosened up today.” I giggle nervously, brushing my hair back over my shoulder as I look away shyly.

	“So, you just wanted free drinks, is that it?” he snickers.

	“That’s not all I wanted…”

	“Oh yeah? You feeling loose enough to tell me what else you want? I mean, you got drinks, you got food on the way—what else can I help the beautiful Lena with?”

	The arousal is so intense that I have to clench my thighs together. “You live close by, Blake?”

	A sinful smile creeps onto his face. “As a matter of fact, I do. I’m right across the street at Eagle Pointe. Twelve-minute walk from here. Why do you ask?”

	“Hmm… Just trying to see whose place is closer…”

	“Oh…” He searches my eyes. “Any particular reason?”

	I chug my beer, slamming the empty glass down and pausing to catch my breath. “Well, when I walked in here, I intended on taking food over to my asshole of an ex’s place, because I’ve been a in bit of a drought, if you know what I mean, and I have a bad habit of running back to him whenever I get so horny that I feel like I want to scream.”

	“Sheesh… Well, in my experience, backsliding is never a good idea, Lena.”

	“Tell me about it…” I nod. “You see, now that I’ve met this nice, funny, hot hunk at the bar, and since it feels like he and I have this instant heat, I’m tempted to leave here with him for some no strings attached fun instead of hooking up with someone I know I’ll regret for the rest of the summer.”

	Blake smirks. “It’s the bartender, isn’t it?”

	I crack up, leaning into him as I laugh, because I need to touch him—I need to be touched. Everywhere. Badly. When I sit upright, I slap his firm chest, giving his pectoral muscle a light scratch. All I can think about is ripping his shirt off and having him fuck me against this bar for everyone to see. My pussy throbs at the thought. “It’s you, dufus…”

	He chuckles. “Oh, good. Because I was hoping I wasn’t the only one feeling like there this really good vibe between us.”

	“Oh, you’re not.”

	“If you want to get out of here after your food is ready—”

	“Did you walk here?” I interrupt. My words come out breathless.

	“Yeah.”

	“I’ll drive.”

	“Wow. A twelve-minute walk isn’t quick enough for ya, huh?”

	“When I said that I’m so horny I want to scream, I wasn’t exaggerating.”

	“Sheesh. You’re like a cat in heat!” he chuckles.

	“Blake, you have no fucking idea how badly I need to get laid…”

	“Um, if you want to get out of here now and come back for your food—”

	“That. Let’s do that.” I jump off the stool. If he didn’t suggest it, I was about to ask because I can’t wait. The alcohol is already hitting me and the euphoric haze is making me hornier and more delirious than I was this morning.

	His face lights up. “Or we can do that.”

	He throws his beer back, reaches into his pocket and slaps a bunch of twenties on the counter.

	I take his hand and drag him to the exit, caressing his palm as I powerwalk out to my Toyota Corolla. As soon as we’re both in the car, my body moves on its own, lunging over the center console armrest, cupping a hand behind his neck and pressing my lips against his with desperation, plunging my tongue in his mouth. When his tongue sides past mine, this intensifying body high makes it feel like the softest, slipperiest thing in the world, and it drives me mad.

	When the urge to be boned overpowers me, I part my lips from his, lean back in my seat, and begin unbuckling my shorts.

	“We’re doing this here? While the sun is still up?” Blake asks, beaming.

	“No,” I say, taking his hand. “I want you to feel how fucking wet I am for you.” I lift the waistband of my panties and guide his hand in.

	Pleasure explodes below as he drags his hand across my pubic mound before reaching my clit, and I moan really loud when his wide finger slips between my folds.

	“Fuck, Lena…” My cunt squishes loudly as he plunges his finger into me, and I cry out. “Baby, this is the wettest, slipperiest pussy I have ever felt in my entire life. Fuck!”

	I moan again as he fingers me again, curling his middle digit upwards. The next thing I know, my hand is on his crotch and I’m stroking my way up the long and girthy, rock hard sausage in his pants. “Wait until you feel how good I feel against your bare cock…” I pant like I’ve just ran seven miles, dragging my fingers down his length.

	“Oh fuck…” He fingers me harder as his cock throbs in my hand.

	It takes everything to pry my hand off his dick so I can start the car. “Keep fingering me while I drive. I can’t wait.”

	“You got it, sweetheart.” When he slips a second finger in, there’s a loud gush that makes my panties flood with slime.

	My pussy throbs from his fingering. The hypersensitivity makes it feel so good that the pleasure intensifies the already heightened euphoria and puts me in a trance. I barely break in time when I realize the cars at the red light are standing still. As an orgasm builds, my thoughts fade and my vision blurs, and all I hear is my hard breathing and the gushing of his fingers working below. Then I swerve into the curb and it snaps me back to reality.

	Blake snickers. “You drunk already, Lena?”

	“No,” I pant. “You’re making me feel so good that my mind blanked for a second.”

	“Good thing we’re almost there. Turn left. Right here.”

	I cut the wheel hard and pull into the guest spot that he’s pointing to. As soon as I park, I cut the engine and Blake pulls his hand out of my pants, glazing my shirt and the armrest with glistening lines.

	He stares at the strings of goo dangling off of his fingers. “Sweet baby Jesus…” he says, rubbing the slickness against this thumb. He pulls his fingers apart slowly and beams at the sight of the milky slime stretching between his digits like snot. “How? How are you this fucking wet?”

	I grab his hand and bring it to my mouth, then I suck the sweet goo off of his fingers. “It’s a gift and a curse.” I open the car door then scramble out.

	We meet at the sidewalk in front of the car and I mash my lips into his. My tongue explores his mouth with desperate hunger as he steers me toward his apartment. The euphoria and hypersensitivity of my skin intensifies, and the arousal scrambles my thoughts until I slip into a trance-like state.

	The only thought in my mind is, ‘Dick now. Fuck me now.”

	My vision starts to blur. Sounds fade. All I feel is pleasure from his hands squeezing my ass as his tongue explores my mouth. 

	One minute we’re making out in front of his door, the next, I’m on the edge of his bed and I’m naked. There are no transitions.

	I’m losing time, I think, staring in awe at the massive cock that’s just sprung free from his shorts. I’m losing time like I did this morning.

	Just like that, I’m on my back and glorious pleasure explodes between my legs as his bare, girthy sausage stretches my hole deep. In and out, he pumps into my tight, gushing cavity at a moderate pace, burying himself all the way inside of me with each stroke.

	“Faster,” I whimper. “Harder!”

	Blake starts slamming into me, his flesh clapping against mine with enough force to make my A-cup tits jiggle like mounds of Jell-O in an earthquake, my cunt squelching around his girth loud like someone is fisting a tube full of pudding. 

	The climax builds and builds. Suddenly, all I want is to be on top. “Let me ride you,” I pant out.

	He rolls me over without pulling out then I begin riding him hard and fast, slamming down into him with more force than I’ve ever ridden anyone. It hurts so good that it makes me scream.

	The orgasm strikes like lighting—sharp and hard, without warning. My walls contract hard around him. My uterus spasms. Delicious pressure builds in my cervix. 

	The Uteroboscis… I keep getting so whacked out from the euphoria and intensifying arousal that I forget it’s in there—I forget why I keep going into a sexual frenzy.

	“Fuuuuuck!” Blake groans, his core spasming as his facial expression contorts. “I’m coming!”

	After what happened with that dildo, I know I should pull him out of me, but I’m so gone, so desperate to keep the orgasm going, I keep riding him at the same pace because I give zero shits for what will happen to this man when my womb worm comes out to guzzle his load straight from his penis. All I know is that I need cock, and I know the worm needs cum. That’s the only thing that will make the maddening horniness go away—the only thing that will shatter this trance.

	As the bulge pulses pleasantly in the vaginal end of my cervical hole, I slow down, only bouncing on the top half his cock to keep his rod from battering the worm to death while it’s still rooted inside my uterus.

	I must keep my Uteroboscis safe until it leaves.

	“Ah!” he grunts as his big cock begins to throb, his core spasming hard. “Ah! Fuck! Yes!” Then he flinches like something hurt him.

	“You okay?” I ask, still grinding on the top half of his eggplant with shallow descents, being extra careful to keep my movements slow and steady so he doesn’t wind up with a ripped off proboscis in his urethra like my sex toy almost did.

	“Yeah,” he groans. “For a second there, it felt like my load got stuck in my dick.” He chuckles tiredly.

	Take what you need, parasite, I think, imagining the proboscis feeding directly from deep inside his urethra while I continue the shallow, slow ride of his softening cock. Fill up on jizz and come on out soon, please, my giant worm.

	“I think you’re just mashing it around at this point,” Blake says after almost a minute, snickering.

	I giggle as the fog lifts from my mind. “Oh, sorry… You just feel so fucking good. Hold on.” I reach back and curl my fingers around his super slimy cock as I look underneath me, blocking his view with my curtain of wavy blonde hair.

	When his mostly flaccid penis uncorks my hole, it unleashes a glob of clear, snotty-looking goo. Through the slime, I see translucent tendrils webbed all over the head of his cock—I see the white, pulsating proboscis inside of his urethra. And that’s not all. There’s also a tiny bulge moving down the mouth noodle towards his cock.

	Um is it eating semen or throwing up in his penis?

	“Everything okay?” he asks, panting.

	Suddenly, mental clarity returns to me in a flash. “Yeah, one sec,” I say with panic in my voice now that the realization of what I’ve done leaves me guilty and anxious.

	Slowly, I move my fingers up his flaccid cock to the proboscis, pulling the fleshy noodle out of his pee hole right as the round bulge inside disappears into his tip.

	What the fuck was that? I’m so glad he can’t see this…

	“Urgh,” he groans. “What are you doing down there? Feels like you’re pulling something out of my dick or some shit…” A nervous chuckle escapes him.

	My heart starts racing as I tug a little harder. A moment later, the white proboscis slips out of his penis. The second I let it go, it snaps back inside of me, slapping around inside my vagina like a cold noodle during my dismount of Blake. It tickles so fucking good that I whimper.

	I lay on my back and look over at Blake, giving my finger a suck. “I saw a bead of cum on the tip of your cock and I wanted it. Sorry if I fingered your pee hole too hard.” I smile nervously as the womb worm throbs and writhes its way up to my uterus.

	He grins. “You are one kinky girl, Lena.”

	I smile back. “Trust me, I’m not usually like this. I don’t do one-night stands or have unprotected sex or do kinky shit. I’m as vanilla as they come.”

	“Glad I met you on a weird day then.”

	I sit up when I feel the worm bulging against my belly. “It’s been a weird week.” I plant a kiss on his lips. “Thanks for the amazing lay. I should probably go get my food before it gets too cold.” I crawl out of bed. “Oh, and sorry for gushing all over your sheets.”

	“No worries, sweetheart.” He sits up, staring at the slimy mess on his crotch and sheets. “Can I have your number? I’d love to see you again.”

	“Yeah, sure. Let me just clean up quick.”

	While I’m in the bathroom wiping off my vagina and washing my hands, the euphoria and body high wanes a bit. After I get dressed, I step back into his room then put his number in my phone. I practically run out the door after that.

	On the way to my car, the horniness fades and my thoughts have become clear. This is exactly how I felt after I used that ejaculating dildo to inseminate myself this morning. By the time I get climb into the driver’s seat, my heart is throttling. A pit forms in my stomach and I feel nauseous when the realization of the fucked-up thing I did to that poor guy sets in.

	What the fuck was that bulge in the worm’s proboscis? Did it implant something in Blake’s penis?

	“Fuck!” I scream, slamming the steering wheel repeatedly as the worm slithers rapidly around in my womb.

	I shouldn’t be fucking anyone while this thing is in me! Especially when I don’t know what this womb worm is doing when it sticks its feeding tube into a penis. Who knows what sort of danger I put Blake in!

	“It’s not like you’re doing it on purpose, Lena,” I reassure myself. 

	Everything that’s happened since I met him at the bar felt like a dream that I was helpless to stop. Then I legit blacked out a few times between the restaurant and Blake’s bed… When I get horny and start feeling all loopy and high like that, it’s like I go from not thinking to blacked out, then I turn into some sex crazed zombie…

	“It’s like this womb worm is controlling me, and it doesn’t give me back control until I both orgasm and have a bare penis ejaculate inside me…” 

	But why? Is there some hormone in semen that interferes with the parasite’s cocktail of compounds that breaks the spell? I thought it was just feeding, but after I saw that round bulge get forced into Blake’s pee hole, I’m not so sure…

	 

	After I picking up my food, I went straight home. When I texted Chad earlier, I wasn’t in the right state of mind. And, as much as I hate him for how he treated me when we were together—for cheating on me twice, being around him when the next sexual frenzy hijacks my mind doesn’t seem like a good idea when my parasite might put his manhood and possibly even his life in danger. He deserves to be punished, but not like that.

	It’s barely an hour after I finished eating when I start feeling all drugged with intense bliss again. The urge to touch myself comes on fast and my pussy throbs needily. My skin tingles all over and I feel flushed as dizzying cloudiness erodes my thoughts like a wave to sand art. 

	This estrous cycle—this cycle of going into heat just keeps coming back, I think, slipping my hand in my pants.

	Just as I’m sliding my fingers into my slimy tightness, there’s a knock at the door. I’m not expecting anyone, but I imagine there’s a handsome man on the other side of the door who can bend me over my couch and give me sweet relief from this hypnosis. The next thing I know, I’m standing in front of my door unlocking it without even checking the peephole or asking who it is. Thankfully, I do have just enough sense to pull my hand out of my pants and wipe the slime off on my shorts before opening the door.

	“Chad?” I say, staring at the douche before me. The confusion from finding him outside my apartment sobers me up enough to keep myself from grabbing him by the junk and making out with him. “What’re you doing here?” I say, my words coming out all breathy like a moan.

	He cups the side of my face and electric pleasure tingles from my cheek up my scalp and down my spine, making my vagina flex hard. “You never showed up, and you weren’t responding. I was worried.”

	I bite my lip and I suddenly realize my hand is on the hand he has on my cheek and I’m caressing him gently.

	The next thing I know, my mouth is against his, and I’m not sure who kissed who first.

	Then, boom, I’m naked on my couch with my legs spread and he’s scrambling to get his pants down.

	One minute, there’s a condom in his hand, the next, I’m tossing it across the room as his bare cock slides in and fills me. 

	Chad groans. “Holy shit, Lena!” A moan escapes him. “You’re slippery as fuck! I’ve never felt you gushing like this before.” With each slow thrust, he grunts. He speeds up only to slow right back down a second later. “I don’t think I’ll be able to last long.”

	Suddenly, I’m being fucked so hard that my head is ramming into the armrest.

	When the orgasm strikes, when my pussy and uterus contract together in sync, the worm quickly burrows down into my cervix with ease like the path leading to my womb is permanently being stretched wider with each tunneling. I grab Chad and roll us off the couch then he crashes back-first onto the floor. Now I ride him cowgirl, nice and shallow like I did Blake a few hours ago. He unloads in me seconds later, like my orgasm commanded him to.

	Clarity slowly comes back to me as the wide creature throbs in my cervix. Like before, I reach underneath my vagina, look back and slowly pull the softening cock out of me. And there it is, the proboscis is throbbing inside his pee hole just like it was with Blake and my dildo. This time, two round bulges are quickly working their way into his tip instead of one…

	I tug the worm’s white mouth tube and Chad flinches hard. “Ah! What was that?” He starts to sit up but I push him down.

	“Sorry!” I blurt out, pulling the slimy noodle out a bit faster. It glides right out and its tendrils retract, but the little bulges I saw a bit ago are nowhere to be found…

	I don’t see them because they’re in his penis…

	During my dismount, the proboscis wiggles as it snaps back into my hole, and a mini orgasm ripples through me when the Uteroboscis twists and throbs and squirms back to my womb. “Ugh!” I moan.

	“How are you coming again?” Chad asks, staring at the gooey mess on his crotch. “And why the fuck is your cunt so fucking slimy?”

	“Don’t be rude… I’ve just been extra wet lately…”

	“It’s hot, but it’s kind of like fucking a giant, sexy slug!” He grins.

	“Chad, you’re such a dick!” I say, grabbing his cargo shorts and throwing them at him. “Leave! Now!”

	“What about my wings?” he asks as he rises.

	“I ate them! Now please get the fuck out.”

	“Alright, fine. Let me clean all your slug slime off of me first.” He chuckles.

	I kick him in the butt right as he’s heading to the bathroom.

	When he leaves a few minutes later, I slam the door, lean against it, and slide down it until my ass hits the floor. 

	The maddening arousal is getting more frequent and more intense as the hours pass, and the zombielike trance that comes at peak horniness is getting worse… Like, I keep losing more time during each heat cycle and everything that happens feels like a dream until I climax. Is this what the rest of my life is going to be like until this thing decides to slither out? I’m going endlessly keep going into heat, keep blacking out, and keep taking dick after dick whenever I run into a guy? If this keeps up, pretty soon I won’t be able to function… I’ll be fucking every other hour…

	“Getting jizzed in isn’t helping this thing get out of me any faster. I need to try something else…”

	 


Chapter 8: Sex Spree

	 

	 

	Saturday 1:00 a.m.

	 

	“What the fuck did I do tonight?” I whisper to myself as I crawl into my bed, my head still spinning from the alcohol. After I pull my covers over me, I stare at the spinning ceiling fan, my hand sliding between my legs to rub my sore vagina.

	Why did you think leaving the apartment again was a good idea?

	About three hours after I kicked out Chad, Derek texted me saying that him and Kody were going to our favorite college bar, The Green Gator, to have a few drinks before it was time to meet up with Casey after her shift at the hospital. Everything in me told me to stay home like I was a werewolf who needed to chain herself up on the night of a full moon. But after two back-to-back dick appointments, the unsatiable arousal was gone, so I figured I could at least have a few drinks before going into heat again.

	I was wrong.

	After taking an Uber to Derek’s place, I wound up pre-gaming way harder than I should’ve. I was four shots and one White Claw in before we even got to The Green Gator, thanks to Derek’s peer pressure and how easily persuaded I am once I get buzzed. During the Uber ride to the bar, the tipsiness hit me hard, intensifying the unrelenting euphoria worse than it did when I was with Blake at Riverside Bar & Grille. During the walk to the bar, it felt like I was floating in a cloud. I felt so fucking good, I couldn’t stop smiling and touching the guys. Then the arousal hit around the time I finished my second drink at the bar.

	Things started getting super hazy after that. I remember being super flirty not only with Derek, but with Kody too. I don’t recall Derek flirting back, because I vaguely remember him being confused by my behavior and continually asking me if I was okay. But Kody—Mr. Hits on Everyone even if he’s in a committed relationship—did flirt back, because he always had a thing for me, though I never gave him the time of day.

	One minute, Kody and I were bantering back and forth, teasing each other the way we’ve always done since we met freshman year.

	The next minute, I remember touching his thigh. Electricity shot up my leg to my pussy when he put his hand on my knee and caressed it. Like I wasn’t in control of my body, like I forgot Kody was in a serious relationship with one of my best friends, I grabbed his hand and slid it up my skirt right there in the booth while Derek was getting us drinks. That’s about the time I blacked out, not from my blood alcohol level, but from the super intense euphoria and the overwhelming arousal. 

	Everything after that were flashes of sensations, blurry images and muffled sounds.

	The next thing I remember is making out with a guy in the single occupant women’s bathroom. Suddenly, I’m unbuckling the guy’s belt. I recall my back being slammed against the wall, my leg being lifted up, and my panties being pulled aside. Following that, there was the sweet sensation of a long but slender cock pumping in and out of me.

	During my climax, reality crystalized before me, and that’s when I realized it was Kody who was holding me against that bathroom wall while he bucked into me hard from the front. Then I felt the delicious sensation of the womb worm bulging and tunneling through my cervix right as Kody’s slender carrot throbbed inside of me. As his strokes slowed, I remember telling him to keep fucking me but not too deep, then I made out with him hungrily while I reached between our crotches to pull him out of my slimy cunt—while I tugged the slippery proboscis out of his cock.

	A vague recollection of returning to our booth and Derek asking, “Where did you two disappear to,’ is the next hazy memory I have. I remember feeling shame and regret, which was weird because I was still filled with overwhelming bliss and joy.

	After that, I kept drinking copious amounts of alcohol to drown out my cognitive dissonance. And though the arousal wanned, the euphoria still had me super social and flirty. When Casey met up with us, I recall intense guilt. The next thing I know, I’m at the bar to get water then some hot-ass guy starts chatting me up and buys me a drink after I start getting super touchy feely.

	Sometime later, the haze suddenly lifted and clarity comes back to me—clarity and control came back to me right as I climaxed from riding that nameless rando bareback in the back of his car out in The Green Gator’s parking lot…

	Everything before that moment felt like a dream, but as that random guy came in me, I realized those hazy memories in between the time skips actually happened. As soon as I pulled the random guy’s cock out of me and liberated the Uteroboscis’s throbbing mouth tube from his urethra, I ran back to the bar to clean up. That’s when I called an Uber so I could get home before I zombie-fucked anyone else, keeping out of my friends’ sights as I slinked through the bar.

	That’s when I saw a text from Kody that read: I can’t believe we did that… I mean, I’m glad it happened because I’ve secretly always wanted to. Also, your pussy was the most magical thing I’ve put my dick in. But shit… Please don’t tell Casey. I can’t lose Casey…

	The second text from him read: Also, you’re on birth control, right? Because you told me to finish in you, and I did…

	When I realized what happened with Kody actually happened, the guilt that came on made me sick. Not only did I betray Casey by fucking her boyfriend in a bar bathroom, but I let Kody have unprotected sex with me after letting that Blake guy and my promiscuous ex Chad both cum in me a few hours earlier…

	I’ve been lying in bed, reflecting on the night, trying to put the pieces together for the last two hours now.

	Two random guys, Chad, and Kody of all people… I had unprotected sex with four guys in a span of, like 12 hours…You did all of that knowing you have an unknown, semen-crazy jungle parasite in your fucking uterus…

	As disgusted as I am with myself for everything that I’ve done since I woke up, I am doubly upset with myself for betraying Casey by seducing Kody…

	I’m definitely going to have to avoid men until I find a way to control myself or get this parasite out.

	“And no more alcohol until I do…” I whisper to myself. “It just makes the effects of this Uteroboscis’s hypnotic hormones even more potent…”

	 


Chapter 9: Ovipositor

	 

	 

	Saturday

	 

	Despite going to bed super-late following last night’s drunken sex spree, I awake at the crack of dawn on a Saturday—something I never do because I love sleeping in on weekends. And why did I wake up earlier than I wanted to? From the bulging inside my uterus, of course.

	I try falling back asleep, but the large worm keeps slithering around in my womb. And, as the sleepiness wears off, the arousal begins to build until the horniness becomes so unbearable that I’m forced to reach into my damp, sticky panties to masturbate. Like yesterday, two fingers are just not enough for me. My pussy is craving something wide and long, so I grab my dildo from the night stand and pump it in and out of my slimy cavity until I cum hard with a body spasming orgasm. The worm tunnels its bulging body down into my vagina and throbs super hard in my cervix, and it swear it feels bigger than usual. And even after I come down from the sexual frenzy’s high, the worm doesn’t retract into my uterus…

	What the shit? I slip my fingers into my slime pocket, pushing past the proboscis that’s slapping around inside. I poke the firm, phallic, mushroom cap of head that’s protruding out of my cervix, caressing it until its shaft throbs and its lower half writhes violently inside of me. Even after all that, it still doesn’t tunnel back in.

	“What, are you just not going back in without semen now?” I whisper.

	I lay there for nearly an hour poking and caressing the worm’s head until the pressure finally moves from my cervical opening back into my womb.

	“Finally,” I sigh in relief. Even though feeling the worm in my cervix feels good to me now, it’s hard to function with that pressure in my tightest passage.

	Before another wave of horniness consumes me, I take Sable out for his morning walk. Once he reaches a bush he likes, he lifts his leg and starts peeing. All I can think about while he does his business is what happened the other day when I tried flushing out the ejaculating dildo with soapy water following the insemination experiment. For some reason, the sex toy spurted out water instead of spraying it in an even stream, like something in there was clogging it even though it worked fine minutes before. Now that I’ve witnessed those bulges moving from the worm’s proboscis into my sexual partners’ urethras, I can’t help but wonder if those four guys been having trouble peeing since we had sex.

	As soon as that endoscope I ordered from Amazon arrives later today, I’m going to find out exactly what happens when this worm detects jizz following my orgasm… All I need is to collect more semen—probably from Sable again since I can’t ask any of the guys that I know to nut in a cup for me… And, since I can’t use my squirting dildo for this experiment, I’ll need something see-through and phallic so I can see what’s going on inside once the proboscis slips into an inseminator’s hole… something like a turkey baster…

	After breakfast, I masturbate once more in an attempt to keep my heat cycle from ramping up while I’m out. Once I’m done toying myself, once the worm burrows back into my womb after another delayed retraction, I head out.

	The first stop is Walmart. I grab a box of the smallest mason jars I can find and a clear, plastic turkey baster with graduated measurement lines and has a hole just wide enough for the proboscis to fit into, then I check out.

	After that, I head to the pet store. I leave there with two female rats, a female rabbit, a terrarium for the rabbit, and food for them. Hopefully, one of the three animals goes into heat sometime soon. The plan is to tease the proboscis out of me and guide it to their vaginas the way I did with the liver in hopes that it finds a more enticing uterine lining that it wants to feed on.

	When I get to my apartment complex’s parking lot, I check my phone and find that my Amazon Prime package has been delivered to the package concierge locker, so I pop in to grab it quick. And, just as I’m walking out with the box, a wave of intense arousal takes hold of me, so I basically have to run to my apartment before I see one of my male neighbors.

	I waste no time cleaning the endoscope and hooking it up to my laptop. Once I know how to work it and how to properly record the footage, I set the laptop on my nightstand and angle it toward my bed for later.

	After that, I call my dog over and do what I need to do to harvest his ejaculate. It’s not weird if it’s for science, I remind myself. You used to do this all the time at the dog breeders, remember? 

	When the deed is done, there seems to be about 25-30 mL or so of the runny spunk sloshing around in the mason jar, which is about how much the website I checked earlier said an adult dog of his size should produce.

	I quickly lead Sable out of my room, lock the door, and then I strip faster than I ever have in my life. As bad as I want to grab that dildo and go to work, I want to see what the Amazonian Womb-Feeder is up to first.

	The skinny, flexible, fiberoptic cable slips in effortlessly through my slime-coated tightness. As I watch the camera slide past all the pink, ribbed walls toward my cervix, something catches my eye right as I’m nearing the slightly dilated hole that looks even more gaped than it did when the Peruvian doctor did my hysteroscopy. I angle the camera towards the crease between my cervix and my vaginal walls then my eyes widen in horror. Stuck to my reddish-pink flesh is a cluster of opaque, translucent balls. Inside of them are much smaller, pink, coiled-up tubes that look almost like maggots or baby earthworms. The ball cluster appears to be encased by a clear, light-yellow layer of gelatin or something.

	“Holy fuck,” I whisper. “Are those… eggs?”

	They remind me of frog eggs… Actually, no… they look more like the slug eggs that I used to help Mom scrape out of our garden, but bigger…

	At that moment, the image of the bulges moving from the worm’s proboscis to the urethras of Chad and Blake’s cocks yesterday pops into my head.

	Holy fuck… Don’t tell me the Uteroboscis was picking up these eggs and pumping them into their penises… 

	It makes sense. When the womb-feeder detects something like liver, it feeds, but when it detects semen, it probably grabs eggs with its mouth tube and uses the proboscis to implant them in the penis—and a penis is the perfect place for the larva of a uterus-feeding parasite to lurk inside of until they sniff out a vagina during intercourse…

	Oh god… If that’s the case… There are four men walking around with who knows how many unhatched womb-feeders in their dicks… The memory of Kody fucking me in the bathroom pops into my head. Shit… Kody might have already passed it to Casey… And who knows who Chad might end up fucking…

	A pit forms in my stomach.

	With the endoscope’s camera still focused on the eggs, I plunge my finger in deep and then, when I feel the squishy clump, I scrape at it with my fingernail. It’s like scratching dried hot glue, but softer. And, when I try scraping at it where the egg’s gluey encasing meets my flesh, I feel pain—pain like I’m tearing a scab off a still healing wound. 

	“Ouch! Fuck!” I cry out.

	It legit feels like it’s crazy glued to my flesh… If the womb worm is pumping these into penises, it probably has to use a mouth secretion of some kind to dissolve the protective encasing before implanting it, unless semen is what dissolves it…

	Despite the discomfort, I keep at it until a sharp burning pain flares deep inside my vagina at the exact moment that I feel my finger dislodge a ball. After removing the endoscope, I gently finger the surprisingly big egg out of me until it leaves my hole with a glob of slime.

	I scoop the slimy ball into my hand and bring it close to my face. It’s maybe half the size a garlic pill—roughly the same size of those bulges I saw moving through its proboscis…

	The coiled-up worm embryo inside suddenly wiggles, bulging against the gelatinous encasing, and the sight of it makes me gasp.

	“Are these babies already about to hatch?” I whisper, my jaw trembling.

	An idea pops into my head, so I wipe my hands off on the towel beside me, then I grab a Q-tip from my bathroom before heading out to the living room where the terrarium containing my new pet rats are. I gently grab the largest rat, turn her over onto her back, then I push the slippery egg into the rat’s tiny genitalia. It takes a few tries, but I manage to pop it into the rebelling rodent, using the Q-tip that I dipped in my vaginal slime to push the egg in deeper.

	“Sorry,” I whisper, letting her go. “It’s for science…”

	The arousal is starting to drive me mad now, so I hurry back to my bed and stick the endoscope back inside of me while my mind is still clear. When the camera slips into my cervix, I barely feel it, probably because it’s been stretched out so many times by my girthy parasite. Or maybe because it’s perpetually numbed by my Uteroboscis.

	When the camera enters my uterus, I find the womb-feeder with its body mostly against the left side of my womb, its tail anchored to the top of the organ like before. I don’t know if it’s because this camera is different than the one used by the Peruvian doctor, but I swear this thing looks girthier and longer than before. When I get closer to the tail, it appears that more of those red, capsule-like protrusions have grown back since the last time I saw it, and it appears that the pink tendrils rooted under my flesh are thicker and webbed across more flesh like veins. It’s almost as though it’s become part of my organ…

	“Shit!” I yell.

	As I’m reeling the camera back a bit, I spot another cluster of eggs just behind the base of the tail. There are dozens of them—more than what I found outside my cervix, maybe hundreds.

	“Oh fuck… Fuck, fuck, fuck! If those don’t all get deposited into another host before they hatch, I’m going to have hundreds of these baby worms in me…”

	The thought of all of them feeding on me has my heart beating so hard and fast, it feels like a caffeinated humming bird is freaking out in my chest.

	I continue adjusting the long neck of the camera until its cock-shaped head comes into view. Its head is pressed right against the right side of my uterus, its proboscis webbed all over a large, red, thick, granular mass that doesn’t look like the top flesh of my womb where the tail is. 

	That looks like thickened endometrium… But when the doctor looked around in here a few days ago, there was barely any left…

	It occurs to me that this thing might be pumping hormones into me to not only make me hornier, but also to stimulate and accelerate endometrial growth…

	It reset my menstrual cycle and it’s trying to make me have a period again three weeks early so it can feed more… No wonder I’ve been feeling super anemic lately.

	The womb-feeder gets aggressive when it squirms and bumps against the camera, so I take its violent writhing as my cue to pull out the endoscope. Perfect timing, because my thoughts are starting to get really cloudy and my pussy is starting to throb with desperate need.

	I grab my dildo and impale myself with it as far as it can go. Seconds after I start rubbing my clit, I enter a frenzy of hard, fast, deep stabs of the dildo until my body seizes from a glorious orgasm. As the pressure in my cervix builds, I focus up enough to grab the turkey baster and suck up the dog spunk from the mason jar. Then, I slip the endoscope into me before sliding the baster inside.

	On my laptop’s screen, I watch as clear goo oozes up out of my cervix like lava from a volcano right before the worm’s wide head appears in the middle of the tiny hole beneath the puddle of slime. It wiggles side to side until it pops through to my vagina, its head bulging wider and wider as it throbs in my cervix. With each throb, its shaft swells, dilating me centimeter by centimeter just like a Foley bulb would. That’s when I squeeze the turkey baster’s bulb to drizzle a bit of semen out, watching on screen as the grayish ejaculate pours onto the layer of crystal-clear goo.

	As I’m slowly injecting the rest of the ejaculate in me, the Uteroboscis’s red mouth tube sucks up the semen then, in a flash, the white proboscis slithers out. As soon as it slaps the tip of the baster, tendrils latch onto it. In the blink of an eye, the proboscis thrusts right into the tip of the baster, pushing almost an inch or so into it. It then begins to throb rapidly like it’s trying to chug the semen. During that time, thick tentacles branch out from near the head, reaching toward the cluster of eggs, rubbing them for a few seconds before quickly sucking two eggs up through the tentacles. The eggs are then quickly pulled through a wide tentacle and forced into the main tube. That’s when the main proboscis throbs rapidly, using peristalsis-like contractions to send the eggs bulging their way into the baster with staggering speed.

	“Holy shit! I was right!” I shout, slowly pulling the baster out of my obscenely slick cavity.

	Through the goo-coated baster, I watch as the proboscis extends deep into the plastic tube at an alarming pace until it gets almost to the damn bulb. It’s unclear if that means it goes that far into a urethra when it does this or if it only made it this far because the baster is wider, but I wouldn’t doubt it. 

	In a matter of seconds, the eggs plop out of the end of its white mouth noodle and newly branched tendrils press them into the side of the baster as a light yellowish secretion that looks like snot covers the eggs. Having seen enough, I pull the proboscis out of the baster, watching as the tendrils inside retract back into the main tube. When it leaves the baster, it doesn’t even try to latch onto my hand, almost like it knows that I’m its host and that I’m not a threat to it. The cold, fleshy tube flicks in the air like a snake tongue before snapping back inside of me with a little squishy, sucking sound—the sound of a noodle being slurped.

	The womb worm writhes and twists pleasantly inside my cervix as I climb out of bed, thrashing when it finally returns to my womb. The sensation of the girthy creature slamming against the inside of the tender walls of my organ doesn’t even bother me while I work to gently scoop the eggs from the bulb-end of the turkey baster with the curved part of a large hairpin. It’s a super-hard task because the gelatinous, yellowish coating is already hardening and streaking along the plastic. Eventually, I get both eggs out without squishing them. 

	I quickly hurry out to the living room and insert one egg into my rabbit’s vagina. The last egg, I drop into a mason jar, then I squat over it and finger slime from my vagina into the jar to keep it protected the way the others are inside of me.

	Now I can find out about how long it will take to hatch, I think, placing the jar with the egg in the cabinet under my bathroom sink to keep it out of the light. 

	After washing my hands, I get dressed then head back out to the living room. At some point, the baby womb worms will outgrow the rat and the rabbit, I think, watching my new pets wander around their new homes. Whenever it’s time for them to crawl out, I will be able to use that time and the hatch time of the egg in the jar to calculate the growth rate of the larva. Then I can nurture them until I find out how long it takes to grow to the size of the thing inside of me…

	I think about the four men I slept with yesterday.

	Part of me really wants to text them and as if they’re having trouble peeing and ejaculating. Not sure how to even ask that without them thinking I gave them an STD…

	Casey’s face flashes in my mind. I imagine the girl who’s like a sister to me going through what I’m going through without knowing why. I imagine her telling me how weird she’s feeling and me not being able to tell her what’s going on without confessing her boyfriend fucked me and caught a sexually transmitted parasite…

	“Shit… How the hell am I going to warn Kody not to fuck Casey without a condom for the unforeseeable future?”

	Suddenly, something occurs to me.

	You know what? The worm that burrowed into me didn’t get deposited into me through a penis, it just crawled up my leg and forced itself in… So Casey or any other girl cohabitating with any of the guys who fucked me this weekend could just get infested from just sleeping in the same bed as them, and they wouldn’t feel a thing because the baby worms will be small enough to slither into them without stretching them out like my adult parasite did to me… 

	I picture womb worm larva randomly falling out of me while I’m walking Sable, crawling around the grass until it finds a squirrel or a dog. I imagine a mature womb worm crawling out of that animal in the future only to invade a young, fertile girl in the middle of her family’s backyard. I imagine larvae slithering out of my sexual partners’ penises while they’re out in the pool or in the middle of work. And Kody loves to swim in his neighborhood’s pool…

	The womb-feeder larva can crawl out of them at any fucking time and crawl into any woman or even teenage girl in the same environment as those guys!

	“Fuck!” I scream, startling Sable and the other animals. “This is bad…” I start pacing the room. “This real fucking bad… I legit might have unleashed an outbreak of womb feeding parasites in a population-dense Floridian city, and there’s no telling who and what animals the womb worms will spread to… I don’t even know the name of the last guy I let fuck me in the back of his car, nor do I have his number… Contract tracing is completely out the window!”

	I imagine the hundreds of eggs inside of me hatching while I’m at work or while I’m grocery shopping only to gush out of me all at once, quickly scurrying in different directions before I can squish them all.

	Imagining all of those scenarios makes me sick.

	 

	Pressure the likes of which I’ve never felt in my cervix wakes me in the middle of the night. It doesn’t exactly hurt, but it feels unbelievably uncomfortable—and it’s the most uncomfortable I’ve felt since this thing first pushed into my cervix in that Amazonian stream almost five days ago. Something that feels wider and harder than the worm’s head is throbbing in my tight hole and it feels like a thick, fleshly Twizzler is rubbing and flicking and slapping around my vagina like a tongue. It’s like being eaten out from the inside.

	Oh my God, is it coming out finally? I push like a woman in labor should, but I don’t feel it move, I don’t feel like I’m birthing a sausage.

	Instead of sticking my finger inside of me to feel what’s happening like I want to, I click on my bedside lamp then open the laptop on my night stand so I can use the endoscope to look inside.

	My eyes widen and my jaw goes slack when I see that it’s not the womb worm’s phallic head in my cervical hole, but its tail. The tail is all puffed up and its reddish, translucent, worm-looking growths protruding from it are all fanned out like the petals an exotic, alien flower made of red krill oil gel capsules. If that isn’t bad enough, the tendrils coming out of them are rooted into the flesh bordering the cervix. 

	I guess that means it isn’t permanently rooted to my uterus after all…

	From the middle of the pulsing tail there’s a long pink, fleshy tube that resembles the mouth proboscis but much thicker, and it doesn’t have any tentacles branching out of it…

	I watch the tail’s tube growth slapping around my vagina. And when it presses into my pink flesh in the corner opposite of the egg cluster stuck inside of me, it throbs hard and fast. One by one, new eggs begin pumping out the end of the earthworm-looking tube. 

	So, this tube is an ovipositor… This is how it’s been laying its eggs… Why didn’t I feel this tail budging in my cervix before? Unless… I wasn’t wrong earlier… Maybe I feel it now because the womb-feeder is getting bigger. That and the chunks I ripped out of its tail have grown back… 

	Dozens of eggs clump together in the patch of flesh between my cervix and vaginal wall. When the long ovipositor stops pulsing, it slithers slowly back into thole between the wormy protrusions as the tail deflates and the tail roots retract. The worm then writhes and twists in a way that feels different than normal as it burrows aggressively back to my womb. When the hard ring of muscle between its shaft and the start of its tail pops through the uterine end of the tunnel, my cervix snaps shut behind it and I sigh in relief from the dissipating pressure.

	That’s when I plunge my fingers into my slickness and start scooping out the freshly laid eggs. The clump is still soft and wet, but its super thick, almost like toothpaste that’s been left drying out in the sink. I feel the thick goo smearing across my vaginal wall as I scrape the clump out of me, and it pulls my flesh a bit like duct tape. With one hard, scooping scrape, the glob of translucent eggs comes out jiggling in the bend of my curled fingers. 

	I quickly rush over to the dresser where the rest of my sample collection jars are and then I scrape the cluster into the jar using my comb. The egg glob pulls my skin as I scrape it into the glass, peeling some of the top layer of my flesh away with it. After it’s all in, I use a wash cloth to scrub my hand with hot, soapy water until the gluey stuff is gone, then I go back into my room, squat over the jar and finger thick streams of slime out of my flooded vagina into the jar, staring in awe as it pours out of me like honey.

	Once, I stash the jar of freshly laid Amazonia Womb-Feeder eggs, I crawl back into bed and start to drift off to sleep like the freaky shit that just happened to me wasn’t incredibly disturbing experience out of a horror sci-fi movie that should keep me up all night.

	 


Chapter 10: Spawn

	 

	 

	Thursday, 12 days later, 1st Week of June

	 

	My morning starts the way it has every day for the past twelve days. I wake up in a dreamy trance, horny as all hell, already fingering myself before my eyes have even opened—like my body is on autopilot and knows to starting masturbating if the need arises even if I’m not conscious. When the need for dick compels me to get out of bed, I kneel on the floor beside Sable and reluctantly collect what I need from him in the most professional and least inappropriate way possible. Once that’s done, I crawl back into bed and fuck myself to an orgasm with my dildo.

	When the womb worm effortlessly squirms down into my vagina through the cervical hole it’s spent almost two weeks stretching out, I use the syringe that came with the dildo to deposit a third of the semen onto the parasite’s bulbous head then I wait for it to slither back to my womb after it implants eggs into the turkey baster. And, while the foot long sausage of a parasite slithers around, I inspect my vagina with the endoscope to see how the eggs are coming along.

	The coiled, powder pink larva in the eggs definitely look larger than they did a few days ago. Seems like they’re much bigger than the ones in that one cluster I managed to scoop out of me that night I watched the Uteroboscis lay eggs in me almost two weeks ago.

	Satisfied with the inspection, I pull out the goo-glazed endoscope then I fill two of the plastic 25 mL syringes that I ordered online with the remaining dog semen. Once they’re capped, I pop the needleless syringes into my backpack next to the G-spot vibrating dildo I travel with. Now I get ready to head to the Florida Fish and Wildlife Conservation Commission (FWC) office for work, relishing the euphoric high that makes doing even the smallest tasks a challenge if I don’t really focus.

	Like, it’s insane how many car accidents I’ve almost gotten into since I started going back to work last week Monday…

	The last twelve days have been an endless haze of sweet torture. Every day, I awoke feeling more blissful than the day before, until last Wednesday when the drug-induced state peaked, leaving me feeling happier than I’ve ever felt in my entire life—leaving me feeling like I was trapped in a beautiful waking dream where my body felt like it was just floating around.

	It was the same with the body high too. It just kept getting more intense until last Wednesday when I woke up feeling like every inch of flesh was buzzing and vibrating. It more or less feels like I did when I got drunk while the worm was drugging me, except I haven’t had a single drink since the sex-spree. And, unlike the previous days, the euphoria and the body high didn’t taper off much at all, even after I masturbated myself to climax and inseminated myself to calm down my parasite. 

	In the past week, from the time I woke up until I went to bed, the opioid-like euphoria and the hyper-sensitivity of my flesh was constant, and it make it really hard to focus at work. As badly as I miss feeling normal, I am addicted to this high and I don’t ever want to imagine it ending.

	Frequently going into a sexual frenzy of horniness that keeps robbing me of my thoughts and control, I could do without, though.

	Like, that first weekend with the worm, I only got super horny and lost control maybe once every four to six hours or so after I came and got inseminated. Now, I start losing my will to control the need to masturbate or fuck whichever man falls in my line of sight after only two to three hours following a masturbation-insemination session. 

	Also, it’s not exactly easy sneaking away from my desk twice in the middle of the work day to venture down to the single occupant handicap bathroom on the first floor so I can toy myself with my dildo and inject myself with a syringe of animal semen. But it’s either that or I might black out and zombie-fuck one of my male coworkers that I’ve been becoming increasingly more and more attracted to. And I almost did just that last Friday with fellow Associate Wildlife Biologist researcher, Justin Maddox…

	Our team meeting ran ten minutes longer than it should have, and the horniness that had been building since I got to work had me clenching my thighs and gritting my teeth by the time it finally wrapped up. Then, Justin’s handsome self asked if I could look at the weird results that he obtained from the swamp water analysis that he ran last week with our supervisor. We were sitting side by side alone in that conference room with the door closed, staring at his spreadsheet. The next thing I know, my thoughts got all cloudy, the screened blurred, I zoned out for a few seconds, then boom… Suddenly, my leg and arm are pressed against his in the most inappropriate way, and I’m staring at my hand as it reached for his crotch under the table on its own, like I was a ghost in someone else’s body watching their hand moving without being able to control it. Thank God he was too focused on his spreadsheet to notice…

	I stood up abruptly, blurted out, “I gotta pee!” then I raced down to the bathroom while I still had some semblance of control.

	I don’t know what I’m going to do about today, I think as I climb into the FWC field survey van with Justin and our team leader Erica Porter.

	Today, I unfortunately will not be stuck in the office writing up reports and processing data like I have been the last week and a half. On this rainy, early Thursday morning, our team has to drive an hour away to the Osceola National Forest to run a habitat assessment and field sample collection.

	And I don’t know what the heck I’m going to do when I go into heat in the middle of the forest.

	Twenty minutes into our hour-long drive, my womb’s occupant gets really active out of nowhere, slithering around and slapping the right and front side of my organ hard with its muscular body, bulging against my abdominal wall every so often. 

	What’s gotten into you today? I wonder as I rub my belly. You haven’t been this active in a long time…

	To get my mind off of the endless movement inside of me, I put in my headphones and queue up my favorite indie playlist on Spotify, then I get to scrolling through Instagram. As I’m watching a hilarious video of huskies playing, an email notification from my biochemist friend Nicole Owens.

	Subject: Biochemical analysis of Amazonian slime sample.

	Finally, I think, clicking tapping the notification.

	I had already gotten my blood test results a week ago. Obviously, my red blood cell counts were a little low, as was my blood sugar. And, as expected, my dopamine and serotonin counters were really high. My vitamin and mineral counts were average, thankfully. The other hormones that were slightly elevated were luteinizing hormone, follicle-stimulating hormone, and estrogen—all hormones that regulate the menstrual cycle. 

	The only thing that was “abnormally high” were my progesterone levels, and that’s the hormone that triggers the uterine lining to thicken. All of that explains why every time I put the endoscope up into my uterus, my endometrium goes from thickened to shedding to normal and back to thickened in a span of four days. Because the Uteroboscis prefers the shedding lining, so it’s pumping hormones into me to accelerate my menstrual cycle… Thankfully, I haven’t had bad period cramps since the Amazon. That’s probably due in part to not having any shed lining to pass and due to the feel-good hormones the Uteroboscis constantly pumps into me.

	As I scroll through the PDF of the Nicole’s slime analysis, I’m not surprised to find high concentrations of dopamine and serotonin on the list. There are also two neuropeptides of some kind. One is similar in structure to an anesthetic and the other is similar to known analgesics that suppresses nociceptor (pain receptor) activity—which explains why my cervix never hurts when the Uteroboscis stretches its way through that insanely tight, sensitive passage. And the presence of elevated prostaglandins P2 and PGE2—lipid compounds that contribute to cervical softening and dilation—explains how the Uteroboscis was able to initially tunnel into my womb so easily after only shrinking to a diameter of about two to three centimeters.

	Even though my vagina and uterus are always coated in slime, my cervix isn’t always fully dilated, though… That must mean the womb worm only starts secreting prostaglandins once it senses vaginal contractions brought on by sexual stimulation. Then, the pleasant sensation of the Uteroboscis sliding into my cervix along with some other oxytocin-like hormone must trigger a uterine orgasm, making the extremely narrow cervical passage widen just enough for its head to push through. Once its head is pokes out into my vagina, its shaft swells in me like a Foley bulb, dilating me enough so it can effortlessly worm its way down into my vagina to guzzle jizz and implant eggs…

	It appears the slime itself is composed of mucin glycoproteins and protein threads that contribute to the viscosity, along with lactose and traces of mogrosides—a glycoside sweetener found in monk fruit that’s composed of glucose bonded to a mogrol compound backbone. There’s also traces of benzaldehyde—the primary component of almond oil.

	Mogroside and lactose explains why that slime tastes so fucking good, and the benzaldehyde explains the slightly nutty flavor…

	There is a crazy amount of the estratetraenol and other pheromones on the list too. 

	Well, that explains why Sable can’t stop sniffing me and immediately getting erect afterwards, and why he keeps trying to hump me…

	There are also high levels of endorphin opioid neuropeptides α-endorphin, β-endorphin, and γ-endorphin, and other unclassified opioid like compounds that are similar in structure and formula.

	All those alkaloid-like compounds along with the serotonin and dopamine explain why I always feel so euphoric all the damn time. I’m basically having a drug trip from absorbing a drug cocktail from this Uteroboscis’ slime…

	 

	Forty minutes later, we arrive at the Ocean Pond Camp, and the worm is only just starting to calm down. Instead of thrashing around, now it feels like the Uteroboscis is tickling the walls of my womb with its proboscis or its tail tentacles, and it is the most bizarre fucking feeling ever. The hypersensitivity makes it feel like hundreds of thick hairs are stroking me rapidly and gently. I really want to giggle from the internal titillation. It’s so bad that, during the hike along the lake and the water sample collections, the caressing makes my core spasm so bad that Erica gives me a weird look when she sees my half-smiling, half-wincing face.

	“You okay Lena?” she asks with an arched brow.

	“Yeah…” I answer, rubbing my belly. “Just having a weird muscle spasm right now.”

	“Do you need to go back to the van to rest? We can handle this.”

	I shake my head. “I’ll be alright.”

	The longer we hike through the swamp and forests doing our survey, the more intense the tickling in my womb gets—the more it feels like the sensation has spread across the whole organ only to concentrate at the bottom of my uterus in these last few minutes. And the weird thing is, the horniness, which should be driving me mad by now has actually been fading along with the mental fog since the womb-feeder started thrashing during the drive over. For the first time in a while, I feel the tiniest bit normal. Reality is starting to crystalize once again, without sex and semen.

	About two hours into the habitat assessment hike, as I’m squatting to collect a water sample from the river, the tickling spreads down to the deepest part of my vagina, right outside of my cervix.

	“Oh!” I moan loudly as my vaginal muscles flutter from what feels like dozens of the worm’s proboscis branches flicking and licking every inch of my vaginal walls. It makes my legs so weak that I collapse onto my knees, splashing down into a patch of watery mud.

	Justin laughs obnoxiously from the woods behind me where he’s gathering a soil sample. “What the hell happened?”

	“Got a little dizzy, that’s all,” I say, panting like I’m on the verge of coming. It takes everything in me not to shove my hands in my pants right now.

	“Lena, are you sure you’re feeling alright?” Erica asks. “You’ve seemed so off lately, and now you’re dizzy and falling on top of having spasms.”

	“Maybe she’s on drugs…” Justin teases. “That’s got to be why she’s been so happy and spaced-out lately.”

	“Shut up, Justin!” I snap, trying to not let the pleasure show on my face as I stagger to my feet. “If you must know, I’ve been having some weird abdominal issues lately and I’ve been super out of it because I haven’t been getting much sleep since I got back from—ouch!” I cry out from a sudden cramp in my uterus, doubling over as my hand presses against my belly.

	“Lena!” both Justin and Erica scream as they race over to me.

	I groan as I try to stand upright. “I’m fine. I’m fine,” I say, wincing when my uterus cramps weirdly again.

	“Is there something I can do for you?” Erica asks.

	“Actually…” I grit my teeth when the tickling quickly works its way from the depths of my vagina to my opening. “I could actually use a bit of privacy right now…”

	Erica nods rapidly. “Of course. Justin and I will hike ahead for a bit. If you need anything, just holler!”

	“Will do!”

	As the pair slinks through the woods back to the trail, I powerwalk along the river in the opposite direction, my uterus contracting like I’m going into labor, sending globs of warm slime squirting into my panties. Out of nowhere, the internal caressing of my vaginal walls spreads out to my labia like the proboscis’s tentacle branches are energetically feeling around my outer folds and my clitoris.

	A moan escapes me as I come to a stop behind the wall of bushes bordering the river. Is the womb worm trying to make me come? I wonder as I drop my backpack. Because, if it keeps this up, I just might…

	As I’m undoing my shorts, my uterus cramps and contracts hard and it feels like a writhing mass is bulging down through my cervix that feels really dilated right now.

	“Is it finally coming out?” I whisper, tugging my shorts down and squatting beside my backpack, pushing as hard as I can.

	The second I look down at my panties, my eyes widen and my jaw hangs. That wasn’t the proboscis tickling me all that time…

	I stare in horror at the writhing mass of mealworm-sized, salmon-colored hatchlings that are squirming and swimming energetically in the thick layer of slime that gushed out onto my panty liners. There are dozens upon dozens of them.

	That means the bulge I’m pushing out right now isn’t the womb worm, it’s the larva hatched from the uterine eggs… That means the tickling inside of me is from the hundreds of other womb-feeder spawn…

	The thought of being infested with that many little worms makes me shiver, which makes no sense considering I literally have had a giant one in me for over two weeks…

	Right as I slip my fingers into my vagina and spread myself open, the squirming mass squeezes through my cervix and a glob of nearly a hundred hatchlings fall out into a slimy clump that makes my panties overflow, carrying some of the first batch of worms down into the mud below. In a panic, I start gently fingering the baby parasites out of my vagina while Kegeling to eject the next bulge of hatchlings and slime out of my still contracting uterus. While all this is going on, the adult Uteroboscis is rapidly throbbing inside my womb like a heartbeat.

	Squatting near a stream and fingering myself outdoors in this sweltering Florida swamp makes it feel like I’m back crouching in that Amazonian Rainforest stream frantically trying to pull the adult womb-feeder out of me.

	The penis-shaped giant worm fucked its way into my uterus in a stream, so I guess it’s only fitting than I’m squatted before a creek giving birth to it’s young. It’s almost like it wanted me to wait until I returned to a swamp to birth them…

	After the second worm mass passes through my dilated passage, another larger clump of larvae plops down onto my panties. When I see some of the hatchlings that I tried fingering out squirming across my hand and forearm with staggering speed, I start flicking them off of me. It’s not until I feel some crawling across my ass and down the inside of my thighs that I start freaking out and brushing them off in a panic.

	“Wait…” I whisper, watching as a few hatchlings race to the creek while others burrow in the mud. “What am I doing? I shouldn’t be letting an invasive species get into the environment! Especially not a swampy environment that’s similar to where the Amazonian Womb-Feeder came from… They’ll thrive here…”

	Catch them. Don’t kill them, a voice in my head says.

	I reach into my backpack then pull out the mason jar I’ve been carrying around just in case any eggs came out of me when I was masturbating at work. Once my slippery hands manage to remove the lid, I start scooping up the worms and slime from my panties into the jar. Those inching up my arm are flicked gently into the container before closing the lid. Now I rise from my squat and start stomping the ones slithering across the soft soil.

	Ugh, why do I feel so guilty for killing these things?

	I manage to squish a few, but I witness a bunch of larvae burrow into the mud before I can get to them.

	When three hatchlings swim away into the creek before I can stomp on them, I stand there shaking my head. So many have already escaped, there’s really no point in trying to contain it. I mean, if these are hatching, the ones in the penises of the guys I fucked have probably also hatched, I think, squatting when I feel something tickling both the inside of my vagina and right in my cervical hole. I just need to get the rest of these larva out of me…

	For almost fifteen minutes, I remain squatted in the bushes birthing hatchlings from my womb with hard pushes, fingering them out into the mason jar. Eventually, the number of squirming parasites wiggling down into my vagina finally starts to taper off. I don’t stop fingering my slick hole and pushing them out of my womb until the uterine tickling and cramps cease—until I don’t feel any more larvae wriggling in my cervix and there are no more larvae to scoop out of my cavity.

	When I’m positive I’m in the clear, I screw on the top, swapping out the regular lid with one of the mesh mason jar lids that I ordered two weeks ago in preparation for the hatching of the eggs I’ve been keeping under the sink. 

	Glad I packed a few in my backpack for this exact scenario. I need these things alive so I can study them… I need as many alive as possible because I imagine some will die before I figure out what they can feed on outside of a host.

	With the young secured in a breathable container, I pull up my pants, wash my hands in the stream, then hurry back in the direction of my team.

	“There you are!” Erica says with her hand over her heart. “I was getting ready to come back for you. My goodness, you’re drenched in sweat! Are you feeling any better?”

	I smile, hiding the panic in my eyes. “Uh, much better. Thanks.”

	“Good,” she says with a sigh. “Even though you’re on the up and up, I think we should call it an early day. You really shouldn’t be out in this heat if you’re not feeling 100%.”

	“I would actually appreciate that a lot, actually” I say with a tired smile.

	 

	During the two-hour hike back to the van, I didn’t feel anything tickling my womb or the inside of my vagina. The only movement I felt was the adult Uteroboscis pulsing and slithering around in my organ like usual. 

	Right as Erica is slowing down for the bumper-to-bumper rush hour traffic right outside of the Jacksonville city limits, I swear I feel something caressing its way through my inner folds to my vulva.

	Oh no… don’t tell me there’s a straggler squirming out… 

	I’m in the passenger seat, so it takes everything not to scratch the tickly itch moving through my wet panties up towards my clit. All I can do is clench my thighs in hopes that the larva doesn’t find its way out of my shorts without me catching it…

	Upon returning to the FWC headquarters, I race to the handicap bathroom in the lobby and check my panties. Of course, there’s nothing in there but thickened, milky syrup.

	Maybe it slithered back in, I think, slipping my finger deep inside my tightness and feeling around. I find no firm little worms… Please don’t tell me it crawled out in the van… Please don’t tell me it crawled into Erica…

	Before I leave, I sit on the toilet and toy myself with my travel dildo then, when the Uteroboscis comes out after my orgasm, I feed it a syringe full of semen to satisfy the maddening arousal that’s been building since I spawned the hatchlings. If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be able to drive home…

	Somehow, I speed all the way back to my apartment without getting pulled over, pulling into my complex with four minutes shaved off my usual drive time. As soon as I pull out the mason jar, I stare in awe at the slimy, writhing mass of larvae, and I can’t take my eyes off of them even during the walk to the bathroom. 

	When I check out the two jars under the bathroom sink, I’m not surprised to find that the eggs from the first batch that I scraped out of the turkey baster have hatched. But I am surprised that the clump I watched the ovipositor lay in me twelve days ago have not.

	“Interesting,” I whisper, returning the jars back under the sink.

	After I placing all of my empty mason jars in a four-by-four square on the bathroom counter, I shake out a few dozen larvae into each then screw the jars closed with mesh lids. Well, all except the one that only has five tiny worms in it—I take that out to the second terrarium housing the second female rabbit that I bought last week.

	The first thing I do is set up my camera on the mini-tripod to record the experiment. Before dropping them into the tank, I examine the specimens with a magnifying glass. The larvae’s smooth bodies are about half-an-inch to about three-quarters of an inch, and they are a fleshy, semi-translucent salmon color. Their less translucent, bulbous heads are narrowed to a rounded point, like mini-versions of the larger progenitor’s phallic head. They almost remind me of a legless, unsegmented version of an oriental fruit moth larva. That or giant pink sperm cells.

	“Incredible…” I whisper, lowering the small jar into the tank.

	I shake the tiny worms out on the straw and wood shaving litter of the rabbit’s bedding. They all scatter, then the two closest to the rabbit that’s hiding in the corner of the tank race towards it as if they smell the animal’s pheromones. It only takes a minute for one to race up her hind leg. And, after slithering around underneath her tail, the larva finds her genitalia and writhes rapidly, pushing its way in and disappearing into the tiny opening in the blink of an eye. It doesn’t take long for the other larvae find their way into her too.

	It’s scary how fast they’re able to track down vaginas… And it’s interesting that they didn’t just try slithering back inside of me after I birthed them… Makes me wonder if the slime that’s constantly coating my vagina lets other womb worms know my body is occupied…

	I think about the ones that escaped into the swamp of Osceola National Forest, picturing all of the women and girls we passed in the campground and by the lake, wondering if the womb worms will find their way into small mammals first or hunt out human women in the hours or days to come.

	If they all grow to the size of my adult worm, they’ll all have to find their way into a human or something larger at some point…

	“Hmm… I wonder what the Uteroboscis in me crawled out of before it found me…” I mutter as I reach for Sable’s leash.

	Some woman from one of the uncontacted Javari Valley tribes that we were probably just missed by a few miles? A capybara? A tapir? A manatee? Probably a manatee…

	While I walk my dog through the neighborhood, I keep looking back to check the ground behind us to see if any more larva happened to fall out of my shorts, because I swore something was tickling me as I was walking out of the apartment. 

	As we’re passing the pool, Sable steps into the muddy soil and starts sniffing at the bushes outside of the fence to the pool. Right after he lifts his hind leg, I see something pink falling off of my shoe into the puddle. By the time I realize what I’m seeing, the Uteroboscis larva and races toward where Sable is peeing. Like a lunatic, I drop into a squat as fast as I can and basically dive onto all fours, reaching into the pee puddle where the worm is swimming away at a staggering speed. Right before I reach it, the larva dives off the edge of the pavement into the muddy soil. 

	“No! Shit!” I shout, desperately scooping away wet mulch and muddy soil while Sable sprays my arm with a stream of hot urine.

	“You must have lost something real important if you’re letting your dog piss on you,” a guy behind me says, chuckling after.

	“Yup, super important,” I snap. “But I don’t need help so you can carry on…” I say all of that without even looking back. The last thing I need is for him to see my face and label me the crazy neighbor who lets her dog pee on her. And I definitely don’t want to see him, because I’m afraid what might happen if I think he’s super-attractive while I’m just barely keeping my wits about me during this increasing horniness and brain fog. 

	After almost a minute of rummaging in the mud like a crazy person, I give up, rising from the crouched position with a sigh. For a moment, I just stand there staring at the Jacksonville University girls who are tanning on the pool chairs and those who are swimming with their guy friends. 

	Do I warn them? What would I even yell? I can’t really shout, ‘Run! A parasite is coming to burrow into your uterus!’ can I? There’s no telling if this thing will hunt out a new home today or if it’ll emerge from the soil and slither into someone someday down the line, so there’s no reason to look like a lunatic…

	“The damage is done,” I whisper, tugging Sable’s leash. “Come on, boy. Let’s just go home…”

	On the walk back, I think about Kody, Blake, Chad, and the nameless stranger I fucked two Saturdays ago. I hope they all pass their larvae while peeing and not in the middle of ejaculating in someone…

	Even though I desperately want to masturbate, the second I walk back to the apartment, I crawl into bed and slip the endoscope into my vagina to check for stragglers. Thankfully, there are no larvae slithering around in my vadge. All I find clumped in the crease beside my cervix are shriveled, ruptured eggs. As I push the camera into my uterus, I see the adult womb worm has its tail rooted at the top of my organ like usual. Its proboscis is webbed across my thickened endometrium, and the giant parasite is pulsing as it feeds. Just behind the Uteroboscis’s tail, I find more ruptured eggs, but I don’t see any larvae…

	There’s no way they all came out, right? Unless there’s also something in the slime coating my womb that makes them want to escape… Perhaps the adult Amazonian Uteroboscis started thrashing around when it felt its offspring hatch because it didn’t like having any competition in its host.

	“Maybe that’s why it felt like I was going into labor… because the adult Uteroboscis injected something into my uterus to trigger contractions, that way I could birth them so they would have a chance to find an unclaimed host to feed on and grow in…”

	Sighing, I tug the camera’s fiberoptic cable out of my womb, then rub my clit while reaching for my dildo.

	This is my life now, I think, stuffing my hole with the girthy sex toy while I stare at the syringe of semen on the nightstand beside me. This is the rest of my life, isn’t it?

	 


Chapter 11: Promiscuity Season

	 

	 

	Saturday, 9 days later

	 

	From the back seat of this Uber, the view of the road ahead starts to blur as the maddening horniness ramps up, obliterating my focus and all conscious thought. As the last shreds of control wear away from my mind, I clench my thighs as I dig my fingers into the seat, squeezing the cushioned fabric so hard that my arms tremble. That’s what I have to do to keep myself from sticking my hand up my skirt and fingering this vajayjay of mine that’s sliming up my panties up more and more with each throb.

	Must. Get. Edge. Off. Soon.

	“Are we almost there?” I manage to ask the driver through clenched teeth, my words coming out almost in a slur.

	“Uh… yup,” the woman says. “About a minute.”

	Time feels so slow when I’m this raving mad with horniness that it might as well be an hour…

	There’s really no reason for me to be so on the edge that I feel like I’m seconds away from screaming and climbing into the front of the car to fuck myself with her gear shift lever.

	There’s no reason for me to be on the verge of blacking out from sexual fever this soon, especially not when I literally just got fucked and jizzed in three hours ago by one of my repeat Bumble hookups from earlier this week…

	And, an hour before that, I had a Saturday afternoon quicky with a new Bumble connection who I only matched with this morning following my masturbation and canine semen insemination session.

	Just how like the euphoria and body high are getting more intense, the ravenous horniness is getting worse… 

	The frequency between the heat cycles is getting shorter, the time it takes for me to go into a zombielike trance and turn into a sex drone is diminishing, and body-wide tension and anxiousness that doesn’t fade until I orgasm is getting more unbearable.

	It’s all been getting worse since I spawned the Uteroboscis larvae at Osceola National Forest last week Thursday.

	It’s been getting worse because I can’t just pump myself with dog spunk three times a day anymore thanks to this damn experiment…

	To figure out a diet the young worms need to live outside of a host, I started feeding one group of offspring a diet of only dog semen while giving another group with a mix of ejaculate along with fresh liver—the only other thing I know my womb’s Uteroboscis will suck dry with its proboscis—and coagulated pig blood—something I also confirmed my womb worm will consume by squatting over a bucket of pig blood and leading its mouth tube to it after I coaxed it out. With so many mouths to feed semen to, I’m only left with about 5 mL of Sable’s spunk to feed my parasite with every morning…

	And I had to at least save myself that little bit because the first morning I toyed myself and didn’t feed my womb worm any semen, I nearly lost my mind. Not only was it thrashing around inside of me like crazy, but the horniness would fade after an orgasm only to come back 30 minutes later and scramble my brain worse than before. It was so bad that had call off that Friday after the spawning, then I spent all day in bed masturbating until 5:00 p.m. That’s when I went to the bar and asked the random undergrad who I talked to for all of five minutes if he wanted to fuck in the bathroom. “Because I’m trying to get back at my ex…” is what I told him.

	And the only reason I allowed myself to relapse back to having unprotected sex that day is because I checked to make sure I was egg-free before I left.

	And having been egg-free ever since that day, since egg laying season seems to be over, I’ve made sure to use Bumble to set up one dick appointment during my lunch hour and one to two for after work. Only a few of my bareback hookups have been repeats, though, because some weren’t free when I needed them. Other guys legit turned me down with really mean messages like:

	“Sorry, but I don’t want to have to throw away another set of bed sheets, sweetheart. That shit dries worse than jizz.”

	“As much as I enjoyed out time together, slug pussy isn’t for me…”

	Due to the lack of repeat hookups, after this afternoon, I’m at about seven guys in nine days… Soon to be eight…

	“And… we’re here!” the woman says. Her voice sounds muffled, like there are cups over my ears.

	It sounds like I’m underwater for the same reason my vision is blurry—because I’m slipping into the waking dream-state where I go into a trance, my body moves on its own, and everything that happens feels like I’m experiencing it through a first person POV movie where I can somehow feel every single glorious, pleasurable sensation that happens in me or on my hyper-sensitive flesh. 

	Somehow, I make to Andrew’s apartment and get myself to ring the bell. When he opens the door, I immediately get hypnotized by his steely blue eyes. 

	“Hey, gorgeous,” he says.

	The next second, my lips are against his and my hand is grabbing his junk.

	Our tongues slip and slide past each other as my hands unbuckle his belt on their own.

	Suddenly, I’m falling down back-first only bounce against a semi-firm mattress with my legs hanging over the edge.

	Like with the other hookups this week, I don’t pull down my panties. One hand just hikes up my skirt while the other pulls aside my drenched, sticky knickers.

	Pleasure and relief wash over me as the girthy, lengthy meat of the guy standing between my legs fills my needy gash.

	“Good god…” he whispers, bucking into me with slow, deep strokes. “Fuuuck, you feel so god damn good…” He grunts.

	Slow strokes become hard and fast.

	The next thing I know, I’m in the middle of the bed and he’s on top of me, plowing me hard into the headboard.

	When my orgasm feels like it’s about to explode, I gator roll him onto his back and start riding him cowgirl, slamming down onto him so hard and fast that slime splashes out from between our clapping crotches. I batter my pain-numbed cervix with his cock until I climax with a scream.

	Andrew nuts in me right as the Uteroboscis is tunneling down.

	Even when I’m super blacked out from this hazy trance, I always remember to keep my cock riding slow and shallow. And I always remember to lean forward and make out with my hookups while I reach back and remove the proboscis from their cocks.

	As soon as I feel the mouth tube slurp back into my pussy, I dismount, pull my panties back into place, and then head to the bathroom to clean up while the womb worm slithers back home.

	Reality re-crystalizes as I wash the sweat off my face with cold water. Guilt and shame from having unprotected sex with yet another guy consumes me right after.

	When I exit the bathroom, my hookup is lying in bed rubbing the slime between his fingers. He then pulls his digits apart and stares at the gooey, glistening strings in amazement. 

	I can barely look at him on my way to the door. “Hey, I gotta go,” I say shyly. “Thanks for a good time, Andrew!” That’s his name, right? Andrew?

	He grins. “No, no, thank you, Lena!”

	I pause in the doorway. “Maybe we’ll do this again sometime.”

	He nods. “Oh… Yes. Fucking. Please. I mean, come on! How can I say no to the best pussy of my life?”

	I giggle, hiding my face behind my curtain of long, blonde hair. “Good, you better not say no when I text you in a few days.”

	 

	When I left Andrew’s place in the Uber, I had every intention of going straight home. Until the horniness started creeping up on me again…

	Then I made the mistake of checking out my Uber driver. Fuck… he’s hot…

	One minute, we’re chatting.

	The next, I’m flirting with him hard.

	Out of nowhere, we’re talking about how he would love to hook up with me here in this car, because it’s his fantasy. Then I tell him it’s a fantasy of mine too.

	“Just keep driving,” I say as he rolls up to my apartment. I sit forward, placing one hand on his shoulder while I point at the turn ahead. “Make this left then go straight back.” When he reaches the end of the neighborhood, I point at the secluded spot beside the maintenance shed that’s bordered by a tree line. “Park right here and come back here with me.”

	All of the sudden, he’s in the backseat making out with me. 

	The next thing I know, I’m riding him hard and he’s yelling, “I’m coming!”

	I climax right along with him.

	After I reel the proboscis out of his cock, I climb out of the backseat without a word.

	“Wait,” he calls out, “you don’t want me to drive you to your apartment, beautiful?”

	“No thanks, I need to walk!” I shout as I powerwalk to the sidewalk. I quickly turn down the path near the pond to take the long way home.

	I cannot believe I just did that, I think, shaking my head. I fucked a damn Uber driver like I’m some slutty adult film star in a cheesy porno…

	“Four guys in almost eight hours…” I mutter to myself. “Nine guys in nine days… Counting that first weekend, I have had twelve different guys fuck me bareback and cream in me since this parasite began hypnotizing me…” I take a few deep breaths of the warm Florida night air as though that’ll help this disgust that I have for myself go away. “This has to stop… If I keep this shit up, I’m going to catch something worse that a womb feeding parasite…”

	 


Chapter 12: Womb to Womb

	 

	 

	Friday, 13 days later, 38 days of living with the Uteroboscis

	 

	One way or another, this thing is coming out of me in the next twenty-four hours, I think, looking at the naked, ghastly body in the mirror before me as I towel off my tangled, blonde hair. My eyes wander down to the bump at the base of my belly. Wow, this thing is getting so big, I’m starting to look pregnant… When I look up at my face’s reflection, when I see the girl with spaced-out blue eyes and slightly gaunt cheeks staring back at me, I shake my head. God, I look like an anorexic heroin addict…

	The only surprise results from the blood test I took two days ago is that I’m not pregnant and I am somehow STD-free after having unprotected sex with thirty guys since I returned from the Amazon Rainforest, twenty-seven of which were just from the last three weeks.

	Well, that’s twenty-seven guys that I remember. There are a few blank spots in my memory of last Saturday between the last of three guys I remember fucking and the Uber ride home from the club…

	However, it was no surprise to find out from the follow-up bloodwork that the reason why I’ve grown increasingly paler since I birthed the hatchlings three weeks ago and why my hands and feet are always cold is due to worsening anemia. That blew my mind considering I’ve been taking iron supplements and eating tons of eggs, meat, beans, and spinach. And despite eating way more than I’ve ever had on top of taking a bunch of different vitamins, my already skinny body has slimmed down even more. My bloodwork also says I’m bordering on nutrient deficient.

	Oh, and I think the constant biochemical euphoria cocktail being pumped into me by the Uteroboscis is either damaging my brain or screwing up my brain chemistry, because I’ve been starting to feel less and less bliss as the days go by while instead feeling more like I’m trapped in a perpetual haze of pleasant sedation that makes it hard to form thoughts or remember anything lately. That is, until I become raving mad with horniness—that’s when I feel energetic and super-elated again. The haze been so bad lately, though, that I called off work all this week.

	It’s because of the perpetual hazy, hypnotic trance that I keep immediately saying yes and getting in Ubers without even thinking whenever some new Bumble match who I’ve only been messaging for five minutes asks me if I’m free. That’s how I ended up fucking twenty-seven random guys when I could’ve just texted a repeat to see if they wanted to meet up. Well, that and all this free time from being off this week also contributed to the spike in sexual partners because I went from one or two a day during weekdays to almost three or four…

	Also, ever since last week Thursday, I’ve been seeing weird, wavy, colorful auras at the edge of my vision and around lights. It sort of looks like what I used to get with the migraines that came on during finals, but way more magical and without the headache. Thankfully, it fades a bit after I climax and after the womb worm feeds on jizz. Heck, the most clarity I’ve had in the last month has been after getting fucked and creamed by five guys in six hours one Saturday…

	I’m still unsure if the semen is acting as some sort of inhibitor to something the Uteroboscis is secreting or if the oxytocin and the cocktail of other endorphins released by my body when I orgasm is also helping to counteract the worm’s hormones.

	Just as I finish putting on my lacey, black and green lingerie and garter belt, my phone buzzes on the bathroom counter. I’m so spaced out that I end up staring at my phone, confused as to why I looked at it in the first place. Then it buzzes with another message, so I grab it. It’s not a text, it’s a message from Heather on the Sapphic App—a dating app for lesbians and bi women.

	Heather: Hey Lena! Just checking to see if we are still on for tonight. I really hope so, because I can’t wait to be your obedient little sub!

	Me: Of course, we are still on! Be here promptly, because I can’t wait for you any longer…

	While I have had my bisexual phase early in college, I didn’t sign up to Sapphic because I’ve suddenly lost interest in cock since banging nearly three dozen guys, nor am on a lesbian dating app because I’m scared to pass on eggs to anymore men. I joined because the Uteroboscis has continuously failed to come out after being lured to my rabbits and rats, so I’m hoping the giant parasite will want to leave my womb for another woman’s before it kills me…

	But I’m not going to let it burrow into her all the way if it actually comes out of my uterus—I’m not going to let her suffer like I have last five or so weeks because going to catch it before it gets to her cervix—if the massive thing can even fit in another human woman at this point since it’s gotten so big. I’m going to catch it without her even witnessing it, because Heather is going to be blindfolded and tied up in my bed. That’s why I put that I am a dominatrix in my bio and spent days looking for someone slightly younger than me who was into BDSM and liked to be submissive.

	Thankfully, Heather and I matched after three days of searching and, after chatting for a week, she asked to set up a date because she was eager to “get dominated before that time of the month started in the next week or so.” Literally, perfect timing. And I didn’t have to even find a way to ask her when her next period might be.

	As I’m walking out of my bathroom into my room, I spot the sticky note on the door that I left for myself.

	It reads: Feed the Uteroboscis larvae then cover up the nursery table before Heather arrives!

	If not for notes like these and phone reminders, I’d forget to walk Sable, feed my pets, cook, go shopping, pick up pig’s blood, and forget when to leave for the ongoing Bumble dick appointments that I’ve been scheduling since I began feeding the larvae dog semen as a part of my experiment.

	The things I don’t have to remind myself: 

	
		When it’s time masturbate. 

		When it’s time to extract what I need from Sable.

		Checking my vagina and uterus with the endoscope to look out for new eggs twice a day before I venturing out to get bred by strangers so to appease my womb-feeder.



	After getting the refrigerated containers of Uteroboscis food from the fridge, I head over to the row of new terrariums that I set up to be a swampy habitat for the larvae that are now 1.5 inches long—about the size of large mealworms. It’s got soil collected from the Timucuan Ecological and Historic Preserve with little cups of water buried in the dirt to act as pools for them if they need to swim around or drink something other than blood, and there are some plants. I even got some plexiglass to use as lids with mesh-covered breathing holes to put on top of the plexiglass walls that are dividing the tanks into 4x4 plots containing a dozen larvae each. By keeping them separate and labeled, I can make sure the Uteroboscis larvae get specific foods or combinations of foods. That way, they don’t all die if I feed them something that’s bad for them.

	Wildly enough, very few of the resilient little bastards perished. After two weeks of experimenting, I’ve determined that jellylike cubes of coagulated pig blood have yielded some of the fastest growing, most energetic larvae. That sucks because it means I have to keep buying pig’s blood from the Asian market, then I have to warm it a bit with salt in a pot a bit to get it to coagulate before I can cut it into chunks that looks like cranberry sauce. 

	Those fed chunks of animal liver have been doing just as well though, so I’m sure I can swap to only liver at some point. The ones only fed dog semen are doing surprisingly well still too. The group fed all three are the largest of the all, some of which are almost 2 inches already and nearly as plump as my pinky. 

	As for those fed a slurry of protein powder, glycogen, omega-3 fats from supplement pills to simulate what’s produced in the endometrium, they are the only group that suffered losses and they are by far the smallest.

	“I wonder how are your siblings are doing in the wild?” I whisper as I drop a chunk of pig blood jelly into the first plot on the left before placing the lid back on.

	 

	To set the mood, I light some candles and spread some flower petals across my softest set of sheets. After that, I lay out all of my new sex toys besides the red fur handcuffs, the ankle and leg cuff restraint set, and the blindfold. I also set a clean washrag beside off of that stuff. That’s what I’ll use to grab the womb worm, because there’s no way I’ll be able to grip that slippery bastard with my bare hands if it comes out. Now, to make sure I have the mental acuity I’ll need to try and catch the Uteroboscis, I chug my second iced coffee in the last few hours.

	Just as I’m rinsing the toothpaste out of my mouth, my phone chimes in the room. Before I can get to it, the doorbell rings.

	Thank the sex gods she’s not late because I am getting dangerously close to blacking out from the building arousal…

	The second I open the door and see that gorgeous redhead standing there in that tight black dress, I’m beaming at the thought of her plump cherry lips and the tongue they’re concealing meeting my drooling pussy. When my eyes fixate on the hand that she’s using to wave at me, my cunt throbs when I imagine her fingering me before shoving as many of her fingers as she can fit into me.

	Never have I ever been this turned on by another woman…

	“Hi, Lena!” Heather says in the sweetest voice. 

	“Hey, Heather,” I greet her with a hug. I can’t help but holding her and sweeping a hand up and down her back for longer than someone should on a first meeting—her skin just feels so soft against mine. And I can’t stop sniffing her because she smells like nectar.

	After we part, she looks me up and down. “Girl, your pictures didn’t do you justice… Probably because you weren’t dressed like a fucking sex goddess.” She giggles.

	It’s only then that I realize that I’m standing in the doorway dressed in sexy lingerie for my neighbors across from me to see. Totally forgot to put on the silk robe I laid out on the bed… 

	“Aw, thanks!” I squeal, stepping aside so she can come in. “I’m so glad someone as stunning as you will be who I get to have my bisexual comeback with.” I shut the door behind her.

	“Well, if I do a good job pleasing you, maybe you won’t ever get back on the stick again…” She bites her lip and gives me a smoldering, sultry look that makes my vagina throb.

	I giggle. “Oh, please do that for me. Men are assholes.”

	“You don’t gotta tell me!” she gives me a wink.

	We share a laugh.

	“Would you like a glass of wine or something?”

	“Yes please. Red or white, I don’t care.”

	Heather and I sit on the couch chatting for a bit while we drink. I pace myself because I don’t want the alcohol to make me go all sex zombie and forget my plan. Partway through our chat, my hand finds its way to her thigh. Her chest heaves, she throws back her sweet red, then sets her stemless wine glass on the coffee table before taking mine away from me.

	“Can I kiss you?” Heather asks.

	“I want nothing more than to taste your tongue.”

	Her soft lips meet mine with desperation then her wine flavored tongue slips across mine. After a few minutes of passionately making out, I guide her to the bedroom, unzipping her dress when her legs bump into the mattress.

	“Strip,” I demand, trying to play the role of an experienced dominatrix.

	“Yes, Mistress Lena.” She slips her dress off, revealing braless perky breasts with pink nipples. Down below, she has on these see-through, black, lacey panties with an open crotch that reveals her cleanshaven pussy and those pink, fleshy curtains dangling out of her labia.

	“Undo my bra,” I order, taking a note from the BDSM lesbian porn that I watched to prep for tonight.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Once she removes it, I turn around and wiggle out of my panties. Now I push her on the bed then I crawl in between her spread legs. I kiss her hungrily, my hand finding her exposed crotch right after.

	When her fingers enter my pussy with a squishy gush, she gasps into my mouth. “Oh wow… Mistress Lena, how are you this wet? Is this lube? If so, please tell me what brand because this is the best lube that I’ve ever felt…” A moan escapes her as her fingers pump in and out of my gushiness faster.

	I giggle as I nibble on her lip. “Sorry, but this is all me.”

	“Oh, fuck…”

	“I want you to taste me.”

	“I would love to taste you, Mistress Lena.”

	After I roll onto my back, Heather wastes no time burying her face between my thighs. Her tongue presses into the base of my pussy then pleasure explodes all over my body and scrambles my thoughts as she licks me deep between my folds before lashing her way to my clit.

	She smacks her lips. “Oh my fuck… You taste so fucking delicious, like nutty coconut syrup or something!” Her mouth returns to my pussy. “Mmmm.” She moans as she licks me good, slithering her tongue as deep as she can stretch it into me.

	Every lash of her tongue makes me Kegel, and every time I contract my vaginal walls, I feel thick ooze flooding into my vagina from my cervix only to pour out onto her tongue with the next squeeze. As Heather eats me out, all I can hear is her frequently gulping hard like she’s struggling to keep from drowning in the slime—like she’s addicted and can’t stop guzzling my vadge-drool.

	In a matter of minutes, her hungry, passionate licks have me moaning as the edge of climax approaches. Right as I’m about to explode, I reach down and tip her head up by the chin, staring in awe at her goo-glazed mouth and the thick strings of viscousness dangling off her chin like milky snot. 

	“That’s enough, Heather. Thank you.” I grab the blindfold and hand it to her. “Put this on and crawl back to the headboard for me. I’m going to cuff you to the posts and bind your legs so I can pleasure you until you can’t take it anymore.”

	Her glistening, slimy mouth stretches into a sinful smile. “Yes, Mistress,” she pants out. Heather scoots back and puts on the blindfold. “My body is yours, Lena.”

	Once her wrists are shackled to the headboard’s bars, I wrap the big leather cuffs around her thighs then I fasten the small ones just above her ankles. The neckband goes behind her neck after that. Lastly, I connect the chains from the ankle and thigh cuffs to the belts attached to the neckband hooks. Now Heather lays there on her back with her knees suspended up above her flat belly from the tension of the neckband straps, the chains keeping her legs spread nice and wide for me. Now there’s no way for her to freak out and change her position if the womb worm scares her.

	Her clit gets some individual attention before I slide two fingers in, curling them up to her G-spot and making quick ‘come here’ motions. Wow, it’s been so long since I felt a vagina with normal wetness, I forgot this is what it’s supposed to feel like… 

	Not that Heather isn’t very slick, because she is. It’s just, compared to the perpetually slimy pussy that I’ve had for almost two months, it’s underwhelming.

	If this removal works, the one thing I’ll miss is going to be having my pussy drooling infinite slickness.

	While I finger her and eat her out, I reach underneath myself to pleasure needy hole with two digits. But it’s not enough. The need to be penetrated by something long and thick starts driving me mad. I need to reposition myself to make sure our vaginas are close to touching when I come, so slip my right leg under her left while hooking my left leg over her right—basically assuming the scissoring position. Now I grab the thick, double-ended dildo I bought for tonight, impaling myself with one end before plunging the other end deep into her cunt. 

	“AHH!” she cries out, moaning hard when I start vigorously pumping in and out of both of us.

	My pussy has been aching so bad for penetration this last hour and I’ve been on the edge for a while now, so the climax builds quickly. And when it finally strikes, the edges of my vision blur with a colorful aura. My abdomen convulses as my hips buck into the air on their own accord. That’s when I rip the dildo out of us and start scissoring Heather, grinding my clit against her as my vagina and uterus contract rhythmically. 

	Pressure makes its way down my cervix, so I stop grinding my pussy against hers then slip two fingers into my slime gushing hole right as I feel the womb worm’s bulbous head is bulging out into my vagina like I’m birthing the dildo I just pulled out of me. When I feel it’s proboscis slap against my digits, I tease it and coax it out until it’s right at the opening. When I feel the branched tentacles of the mouth tube latch onto my finger, I slowly tug it out from between my folds. And once I can see the white proboscis coming out of me, I lightly pinch the fleshy tube with my pointer and thumb then pull it toward Heather’s glistening hole.

	I press the middle finger that the proboscis is latched onto between her vulva, pushing it into her tight hole. The instant the tentacle branches growing out of the tip of the white noodle touches her pink flesh, they detach from my finger and begin webbing her inner pussy lips that I’m now spreading open with my other hand.

	My eyes widen when I see and feel the proboscis is starting to push deeper into her vagina on its own. Is this working?

	Suddenly, the Uteroboscis’s head throbs, stretching my cervical hole wider than it’s ever been stretched. In the next second, its entire body flexes extremely hard in my cervix. There’s a bizarre pulling sensation deep in my womb, then something super firm that feels like the womb worm’s tail presses against the back wall of my uterus. That’s when I feel the wide head push out all the way through to my vagina, my cervix snapping shut behind the rounded edge of its head. The Uteroboscis wiggles violently side to side, twisting while pulsing hard and rapidly as it glides out into my pussy inch by inch.

	It’s working, I think, squeezing my abdomen to help birth it out. To my surprise, I feel the girthy body slipping through my cervix a bit faster, and it weirdly of reminds me of the sensation of passing poop, but from my cervix instead of my asshole.

	It’s coming out! It’s finally coming out!

	It only takes a few pushes until the mushroom cap of head bulges pleasantly through my parting labia. Rather quickly, the giant worm writhes toward Heather’s cunt, making the stickiest of sounds on its way out.

	A moan escapes my sacrificial sub as its massive head burrows into her hole in a few wiggles. “Oh my fuck!” she says breathily. “What is that? Feels so fucking good!”

	“New sex toy,” I groan through a whisper as I continue pushing and birthing more of this worm’s smooth body. Having this creature slide out of me feels so fucking good that I can’t help but cry out.

	As more of its wriggling shaft slithers out, I scoot back a bit to put more space between it and her so it doesn’t burrow in too far yet. My eyes widen when I realize just how much fatter its raw chicken-looking body got since it crawled into me almost two months ago. If anything, I’m surprised that the pressure in my cervix isn’t worse than this.

	It legit looks like a dick is growing out of me, I think, smiling at the thought as I watch more of the womb worm’s firm shaft leaving me like a slimy snake. 

	My body quivers from how fucking good it feels to be fucked from the inside out. A moan escapes me and my eyes roll into the back of my head as a mini-orgasm ripples through me.

	Inch by inch, the thing slowly worms its way out of my vagina while the head and about a quarter of its writhing body is disappearing in hers. Most of its body is throbbing on the bed between us with my fingers curled lightly around its midsection to make it think it’s still slithering through something tight.

	Fuck, it’s still coming out… It’s got to be over a foot-and-a-half long now!

	Suddenly, intense pressure flares in my cervix, and I know it’s the tail passing through when I feel my tightness clenching around that hard ring and the weird wormy cluster at the end. And when it finally pops out, relief washes over me. That’s when the Uteroboscis suddenly slithers forward with staggering speed like it did to me in that Amazonian stream. In the next beat, I grab the washcloth as quickly as I can and strike to grab it only to freeze an inch away when it’s tail suddenly flares out inside of me, bulging against my hymen hard like a fist.

	Fuck, it’s anchoring before it tries to push into her uterus…

	To coax it out, I start bucking my hips forward, basically fucking her with the Uteroboscis like it’s a strapless dildo lodged in my cunt. And while I hump the slimy worm into Heather, I lightly stroke it’s slippery body like I’m jerking off a cock to give it the sensation that it’s moving deeper into its new host. In response, the womb worm flexes hard, intermittently stiffening like an actual erect penis.

	“Oh! Ah! AHHH!” Heather moans as the erect parasite starts making her gush with slime. “Fuck! Yes!”

	If only she knew what the heck I was toying her with, I think, smiling and shaking my head as I fuck the cock-shaped creature deeper and deeper into her.

	Right as the Uteroboscis bottoms out in her pussy, the thing writhes violently and I feel the tail shrink inside of me. Suddenly, it squirms through my hands faster than it’s moved all night, its tail bulging out my pussy with a loud, gushing plop. A split second later, I reach down as fast as I can, grabbing the thing in the middle of its body with the washcloth right as it presses its tail against her inner thigh to push off of it into her like it did to me months ago.

	“OOH! Yes!” Heather cries out.

	By some grace of the universe, I manage to use the bottom corner of the washcloth to pry the womb worm’s tail from the inside of her thigh before it can fully anchor. Now, I slowly pull the aggressively writhing thing it out of Heather’s pussy. As the currently shrinking head leaves her hole with thick strings of slime, I find that the proboscis becomes taut way sooner than it should.

	Don’t you fucking tell me it’s already anchored in her uterus… I will not lose you to Heather! You will not invade another woman!

	I slip my fingers between her slimy folds and pinch the white flesh tube as hard as I can. That makes the Uteroboscis freak the fuck out, prompting it to squirm and flail hard with the power of a thrashing snake that’s trying to escape the clutches of a predator.

	“Ah-ow!” Heather whimpers as I’m tugging on the mouth tube that’s now webbing my hand. “What was that? Felt like something tugged my cervix…”

	“Sorry! This new toy isn’t acting right!” is the only thing I can think to say while squeezing and tugging the proboscis harder.

	“AH!” she mewls out again just as I feel the mouth tube give.

	With one last pull, the white, fleshy noodle leaves her vagina and the branched tentacles retract into it as it flicks around in the air like a fiendish demon tongue.

	“Be right back!” I shout, scrambling off of the bed.

	As I race the Uteroboscis over to the big glass tank that I’ve been saving next to my bed for this worm, it retracts its proboscis into its red mouth tube while the muscular thing rapidly flexes and squirms powerfully in my hands like an angry boa constrictor. I unwrap it from the washcloth as I drop it in into the tank, then I slam the lid shut as fast as I can, locking it before laying my old text books on top of it just to make sure it’s completely secure. Before I walk away, I drape a bath towel over the tank to conceal it.

	A heavy sigh escapes me. “I’m free…” I whisper ever so quietly so my lesbian playmate can’t hear me. 

	I’m finally free of that giant, womb-feeding parasite…

	When I crawl back into bed, I finger Heather’s hole tenderly to check if any of the proboscis ripped off inside of her, and the surprise penetration makes her moan.

	I don’t feel anything… If there’s anything in her, it’s in her cervix…

	Because I’m considerate, I continue pleasuring Heather until she climaxes so hard that her legs start shaking and she squirts all over me. Once her vagina stops contracting around my fingers, I undo her shackles and then I uncuff her wrists.

	“You can take off the blindfold, Heather. I don’t think either of us can take anymore, so we should call it a night.”

	She removes her eye covering. “Thank you so much for that experience, Lena. That was fucking incredible! You don’t know how much I needed this.”

	I grin. “No, you don’t know how much I needed this… Sex with you tonight basically just saved my life…” I giggle.

	Heather flashes a confused smile. “Oh… Well, glad I could help!” She lets out the cutest giggle ever.


Chapter 13: Recouperation

	 

	 

	Saturday

	 

	For the first time since the Amazon, I wake up without feeling horny or like I’m drugged up on two Vicodin and drunk on a bottle of wine. Though, I do feel the faintest bit woozy and drowsy the way certain decongestant allergy meds make me feel when I haven’t taken them in a while.

	For the first time in months, I have a headache that makes me feel like I’m super hungover despite only having one glass of wine last night with Heather. Also, my skull feels like it’s stuffed with cotton candy or something.

	Even though it’s still dark out when I open my eyes, it doesn’t feel like I’m waking up in the middle of the night, because I feel over-rested and extremely hungry and thirsty like I’ve slept too long.

	When I turn to face the clock on my nightstand, my eyes widen. I feel like I slept too long because it’s 8:21 p.m., not, like, 3:00 a.m.!

	“Shit, what day is it?” I whisper groggily. It’s not until I roll from my back onto my side to reach for my cellphone that intense discomfort flares from my uterus and soreness radiates from my cervix. “Ugh,” I groan, holding my belly as I wake my phone screen. “Holy crap!”

	It’s Saturday night! I slept almost twenty hours, I think, clutching a pillow to my stomach as I curl into fetal position.

	The womb pain doesn’t feel like period cramps, it feels raw and tender like something abrasive scraped the inside of my organ. As for my cervix, well, it’s throbbing the way I imagine it’d feel like after giving birth.

	Because I basically gave birth last night, I think, shining my phone’s flashlight on the terrarium containing the eighteen-inch long and nearly three-inch wide penis-looking parasite that’s slithering in a circle. Seeing the Uteroboscis makes me smile, because I know for sure I didn’t dream that thing coming out of me.

	“I’m free…” I whisper, slipping my hand into my panties to check for sliminess.

	My finger slides into my tightness, gliding along a bit of slickness. The lubrication coating my vaginal walls is nowhere near the volume or viscosity that it was yesterday, so I imagine that this is just the remainder of the goo discharging from my womb.

	I lay in bed moaning and groaning until the hunger pangs force me to get up. Before I do anything, I go to walk Sable, eyeing the wet patch of carpet that he peed while I was basically comatose.

	Upon returning to the apartment, I reheat yesterday’s leftover Chipotle in a pan, then I take two Advil when I’m done eating. With my belly full, I feed the adult Uteroboscis a big chunk of coagulated pig blood jelly before tending to the larvae. Sable’s bowl gets filled with a little extra dog food than usual after that, then I crawl back into bed to wait for the ibuprofen to kick in.

	It’s almost an hour later when the pain starts fading. Part of me wants to wait a few days to check my uterus with the endoscope, but I’m so curious to know why it’s hurting like this, I just get up then grab my laptop and the coiled-up camera from my desk.

	The camera is just pushing into my vagina when I remember that I’m actually going to need to use lube to probe myself this time. When I get back from the bathroom, I crawl into bed and lube the fiberoptic cable from the camera to about ten inches down. Now I feed it into me.

	As my cervix comes into view on screen, it becomes evident why I’m so sore. The mound of flesh is red and inflamed, and the cervical hole is dilated almost the width of two fingers even though the Uteroboscis pushed its way out of me 27 hours ago. Makes sense considering I read last night that the cervix could take a few weeks to narrow and thicken back to near its normal size after birth, though there’s a chance it’ll never go back to the pinhole diameter that it used to be.

	The second I insert the camera into the hole, I wince from the pain, something that’s never happened during my previous hysteroscopies. I keep wincing as I feed the camera into my uterus because it feels super uncomfortable and sort of painful as it slides against my tight irritated flesh.

	I think it’s safe to assume now that the reason I never felt the endoscope back when my cervix was tighter is because the slime the Uteroboscis was constantly filling me with definitely contained a powerful pain blocking analgesic that didn’t numb any other sensations… That’s why I never felt pain but still always felt pressure and pleasure…

	Once the camera enters my uterus, the inflamed patch of flesh at the top of my organ between my fallopian tubes comes into view—the same patch of flesh where its tail was rooted every time that I performed an endoscopy. It’s not until I push the camera in deeper that I notice pockmarks with red, puffy edges scattered across the top of my womb with branched, veiny scars spreading outwards from them.

	“God… it looks so raw…” I whisper. “No wonder it feels so fucking sore…”

	I reel the camera’s shaft back a bit then I angle it to the sides to scan the walls of my uterus. The left side is a bit red, but the right side where the womb worm fed the most looks really inflamed and granulated too…

	“Sheesh…” I sigh hard. “Why do I feel like this is going to take a long time to heal?”

	For whatever reason, I think about the jars of slime in the fridge that I’ve been collecting from my drooling pussy over the last few weeks. If I inject myself with the slime, I wonder if it’ll make the pain go away…

	“Only one way to find out…” I say to myself, crawling out of bed.

	The fridge opens with a rattle then I squat onto my haunches and scan the eighteen mason jars on the bottom shelf, deciding which kind I want to go with. The jars contain slime that ranges from extremely clear to white and cloudy like semen, because it varied from day to day, and sometimes hour to hour. And the containers with the thickest ooze have T marked on their lids while the sweetest ones—which also happened to be the milkiest looking ones—have the letter S. Some days, my goo harvest had light brown streaks and swirls in them. Those I tossed because it seemed to be some sort of discharge that came once every three to four days, and I suspected it could be Uteroboscis waste.

	I settle on a semi-cloudy, sweet jar of slime from the back of the fridge. Now I head back to the room and fill two 25 mL syringes with the thick syrup before crawling back into bed. Laying on my back with my knees suspended above my breasts and my ass in the air, I slide the plastic syringe in and squeeze out the cold goo onto my cervix like honey. 

	Fuck that feels good…

	After a few minutes of waiting, the outer cervical pain fades.

	“This stuff is magic…” I whisper, pushing the syringe deep into my vagina.

	When I feel the pressure of the syringe’s tip inside my cervix, I empty the rest of the slime down into my womb. The sensation of the cold thickness oozing down into my uterus feels unbelievably good. I repeat that uterine filling with the second syringe right after.

	In less than thirty minutes, the pain is completely gone.

	“Um,” I hum, pressing down on my lower abdomen. “I am so glad I harvested almost a dozen jars of Uteroboscis slime before the worm left me…”

	I am going to inject this stuff into my uterus every fucking day until I’m completely healed.

	On the walk back from returning the jar the fridge, I replay the scene of Heather devouring mucus from my gushing hole, I remember how good it tasted whenever I sucked my fingers clean or sipped goo from the jars when I first started collecting the slime. 

	As I crawl into bed, another thought crosses my mind as I look over at Sable. “I wonder what’ll happen if I drink a whole jar of goo now that the Uteroboscis isn’t pumping me with hormones…”

	I wonder if it’ll make me feel anything… Heather did leave here acting a little high…

	“That’s an experiment for another day,” I whisper to my dog. “Right now, I just want to feel normal for once… At least until my brain and body have had a chance to recuperate from the Uteroboscis’s intoxication,” I say, turning on my TV and opening the Firestick’s Netflix app.


Chapter 14: Outbreak

	 

	 

	10 Months later…

	Friday, 4th Week of April

	 

	That vertebrate mammalogy midterm was brutal, I think, rubbing my temples on my way out of the lecture hall.

	After staying up until 3:00 a.m. to study only to wake up four hours later to cram some more before the 9:00 A.M. exam today, all I want to do is go back to my apartment and sleep. Except, there’s no time to sleep when you’re a graduate student whose independent research lab is her second home. So, instead of heading to my car like I want to, I trek across the University of Florida campus to tend to my ongoing Amazonas Priapus Uteroboscis research.

	In the weeks following the Uteroboscis leaving my womb, I wrote up my first research paper titled ‘A Comprehensive Study of the Amazonas Priapus Uteroboscis’ on the information I gathered from observing the Uteroboscis in my womb and the larvae that I raised in my apartment “lab,” then I submitted it to ResearchGate for publication.

	After prepping a slideshow, I presented my findings to the Jacksonville Biology department. That’s how I landed my funded independent research fellowship last fall with Zoologist Dr. Elanor Krasinski. I then brought in the adult Uteroboscis that I named Willy along with thirty-six of the generation 2 larvae to the lab. With the help of my biochemist friend Nicole Owens and a genetics undergrad assistant named Angela Henry, we spent that entire fall semester researching the physiology, biochemistry, anatomy, and behavior of the exotic parasites.

	My discovery and the follow-up research paper that was published that winter is how I got accepted to University of Florida’s PhD Program on a grant and a freaking full-ride scholarship. Now, Willy—the Uteroboscis that I carried in my womb for nearly three months—is living in my UF research lab along with two dozen of the now six-inch-long womb worm young that I donated from my thriving, homebased terrarium habitat. I actually had to fight to get JU’s biology department to let me take Willy with me to Gainesville. I think the only reason they even allowed me to is not only because I discovered it, but also because they got to keep some of the offspring.

	Once I’m finished feeding nutrient enhanced pig blood jelly to the slithering horse cock of a Uteroboscis that I’ve grown weirdly attached to since it left me, I measure it while it’s sitting still.

	53.5 centimeters long… So, about 20 inches… Now I measure the veiny shaft that looks more like raw chicken thigh meat now. 12.56 centimeters in circumference, or about 4.9 inches around… The girth of Willy’s cockhead is just a little wider at about 2.5 inches. There’s probably no way you could ever fit in me if you tried now even if you shrank, I think, caressing its pulsing head before petting it down its length.

	Upon closing the lid of Willy’s tank, I walk across the lab to tend to the slimer than ever offspring who are starting to look more and more like adult penises every day.

	6.5 inches long… 1.5 inches in circumference… I think as I measure the largest of the worms. You’re basically the size of an average-sized human penis now… Like I’ve done every time I have handled and measured these things in the last few weeks, I imagine pulling my pants down and letting it slither between my folds so I can feel the forbidden, unwanted pleasure I did in that Amazonian creek. 

	I imagine it plunging its mouth noodle into my cervix and using the microscopic barbs at the end of its proboscis to inject prostaglandins and pleasure hormones into my cervical canal, triggering a uterine orgasm until my tiny hole is dilated wide enough for it to tunnel in. The thought of it flooding me with slime while it fucks its way into my womb makes my pussy throb, and I feel myself getting super wet—wetter than I have been in a long while. In seconds, my panties are sopping wet and sort of sticky.

	I haven’t been this wet and horny since… Well, since the day Willy the Uteroboscis left me.

	Sadly enough, ever since the night the womb worm evacuated my uterus, my sex drive has been essentially non-existent. Like, before the parasite, I used to masturbate a few times per week. But, after it left me, I could never seem to get myself in the mood. Rubbing my clit and fingering myself was barely enjoyable. Dildos and vibrators have only made me orgasm maybe five times in the last year. Barely. It’s as though the overload of pleasure from the Uteroboscis’s hormone cocktail altered my nerves and brain forever. And it’s been so bad, I’ve only hooked up with one guy in the last year, and it was the worse sex of my life. I haven’t had the desire to fuck or date since.

	It’s not just my libido that got screwed up, my menstrual cycle did too. I didn’t have my period for almost three months following the Uteroboscis’s departure. Even though it’s back now, it comes at irregular intervals. 

	Also, my mood and personality have barely been the same either. After the weird hangoverlike haze lifted a few weeks after the Willy’s evacuation of my womb, I was left feeling all numb, like I was constantly on Valium again. Then there was a while where I got really depressed. Until this day, I still feel a little numb from time to time, and the down spells still come and go. And I’m nowhere near as sociable as I used to be. The only thing I can think of is that the opioidlike compounds and other arousal hormones secreted by the Uteroboscis that we identified affected the expression of my brains receptors and altered production of dopamine and serotonin.

	I was starting to think that I’d never get horny like this again, but here I am all aroused by a parasite that looks like a penis made of raw chicken meat.

	I think back to the brief windows of time in the last few weeks when I actually felt a bit happy when I was hanging with my new friends or even when I was just relaxing and binging New Girl. 

	If my sex drive is starting to return too, maybe that means my brain chemistry is finally bouncing back…

	After collecting some mucus samples from the offspring to measure changes in endorphin and neuropeptide concentrations relative to age, I perform a dissection the Gen-2 worm that I’ve just sedated to check the development of this hermaphroditic worm’s sex organs. Even until this day, cutting into something I carried and birthed leaves me feeling all sorts of conflicted and sad. The only comfort I have is knowing these things heal rapidly from injury, just like Willy did when I ripped its tail during my failed attempt to yank it out of me.

	It’s 4:39 p.m. by the time I wrap up all of my lab work. On the walk to the parking lot, I try to catch up on a few missed texts. There’s one from my friend Dave asking if I want to hit up the bar with Angela and a few of our friends. 

	Go home and masturbate now that I’m finally feeling the slightest bit horny or go have some fun?

	Since I’m feeling a bit happy and extroverted for once, and since I really need a drink or three after that midterm, I text him that I’ll met them in an hour.

	I can just pleasure myself when I get home afterwards. Or, heck, maybe I’ll go home with someone tonight…

	The next text I pull up is from Kody Westfall. Seeing his name makes my heart skip a beat because all I can think about is what we did together.

	Why’s he texting me? We’ve barely talked since we hooked up…

	Kody: Sup, Lena! Long time no talk. How the hell have you been old friend? Listen, I know shit’s been weird since… you know… but there’s something I really need to talk to you about. It’s really important. Can you call me around 4:30-5:00? I should be out of work by then.

	“Weird,” I whisper to myself as I climb into my sweltering car.

	I crank the engine, put the AC on full blast, then roll down the windows to vent the heat. Now I dial up Kody.

	The phone rings three times before he picks up. “Lena! Hey!”

	“Hey,” I greet with apprehension in my tone.

	“Didn’t think you’d actually call me… Hell, didn’t think I’d even get a text back.”

	“You know, I don’t hate you, Kody. I just… felt guilty…”

	“You weren’t exactly yourself that night.”

	“I really wasn’t.”

	“Were you… on drugs or something that night? Or maybe a new medication?”

	“Nope. I was just going through some stuff and drank way too much…”

	“Oh… I was kind of hoping you’d say you were,” he says with a nervous chuckle.

	I snicker. “And why is that?”

	“Because, these last few weeks, Casey has been really fucking flirty and horny and abnormally happy lately like you were that night, so I thought maybe she was taking something. And—”

	“Oh…” I blurt out, cutting him off. My heart starts racing because I already might know what’s wrong with her. “Well, did you ask Casey if she’s been taking any new medications or recreational drugs?”

	“Mm-hmm. But she swears she hasn’t. And the only reason I even thought to check with you is because her—well, this might be TMI, but—these last few days, she’s been the way you were down there that night we… you know…”

	“You mean she—”

	“Has been endlessly gushing clear and sometimes milky syrup from her vagina that smells like a sweet coconut and tastes like nutty nectar? Because yes.”

	“Oh…” I say breathlessly.

	“Yeah… That was my reaction when I put my dick in her last night. ‘She feels like Lena did’ was my first thought because I’ve been with many women in my day, and none have ever felt as amazing as the way you did. Until now. And things were even slimier today when she surprised me with morning sex before I had a chance to wake up. That’s why I thought maybe you took some drug that made you all gushy like that, because suddenly my girlfriend’s vagina is constantly drooling like a rabid dog and she’s acting weird like you were.”

	“I see…” is all I can think to mutter.

	Do I tell him she has a parasite? I nod. Of course, I have to tell him! I was sure that worm would’ve killed me if I didn’t get it out when I did. Hell, even the rabbits and rats that I fed extra protein, vitamins and fluids to died after six months of having those worm worms in them. And the rabbit that had five worms in her womb died two months before any of them…

	“Hello?” Kody says unsurely, breaking the prolonged silence. “You still there?”

	“Yeah, sorry. Just got a little distracted.”

	“Oh… Um… Soooo…” he hums “Are you still… like that? If you don’t mind me asking.”

	“Nope. Whatever was up with me went away a few months later. Acting like a flirt, the excessive wetness—all of it.”

	“Just like that?”

	“Mm-hm.”

	“Did you have to go to the doctor or anything?”

	“Not exactly…”

	“So, one day it just stopped?”

	“Uh… pretty much.”

	“And you’re sure it’s not a drug, right? Because I was talking to my buddy about it earlier, and he was telling me that there was this girl his roommate from JU hooked up with in your old apartment complex this past weekend and, from the way he described her, she sounded just like how I described Casey to you.”

	“Shit,” I say out loud by accident. 

	The Uteroboscis larva that disappeared into the bushes when I was walking Sable must’ve slithered into one of the residents there after all…

	“And, supposedly,” he continues, “there’s some girl one of my buddy’s met on Tinder, like, last night who he described as wetter and slicker than anything he’s ever felt before.”

	Maybe she’s someone Chad fucked after me… Or someone Blake fucked… Or someone that other, nameless guy screwed.

	“Lena, what’s going on? I can tell there’s something you’re not telling me… I mean, I’ve known you almost five years, after all…”

	“Kody,” I say through a sigh. “It wasn’t drugs that made me that way. And it’s not drugs that Casey is on.”

	“Then what the fuck is going on? Like, believe me, I’m not mad that my girlfriend can’t go six hours without texting me to meet for a quicky while she’s at work. And I love the way she feels down there now. But I do need to know what’s happening to her.”

	“Is Casey working tonight?”

	“Yeah. She’s working until, like, ten. Why?”

	“Listen, I’m going to drive up to Jacksonville tonight, okay? I’ll be at your apartment in an hour and a half, tops. I’ll tell you everything I know then.”

	“Um… Okay… Should I be worried? Because, if you’re driving here from Gainesville just to talk, I feel like I need to be a little concerned about my girl’s wellbeing.”

	“Listen, don’t worry. Casey’s going to be fine. I just need to talk to you first, then we need to figure out what to tell her.”

	“Lena, you’re freaking me the fuck out.”

	“Kody, chill. Okay? Everything is fine. I’m about to start driving. I’ll text you when I get to your place.”

	 

	When I make it to the two-bedroom house I’m renting, I take Sable for a quick walk then I fill his bowl with dog food and water. After getting the pig blood jelly and fresh liver from the fridge, I head to the second bedroom where the Gen-2 Uteroboscis terrarium habitat is. As soon as I see those slimy things slithering around, all I can think about is cock. All I want to do is pick one up and fuck myself with it until my pussy is a slimy mess. Then I want to call my friend Dave over so he can dick me down like I need.

	The thought makes my vaginal walls flex, forcing slickness to gush into and spread across my panties.

	What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I so damn horny all of the sudden? My hand slips into my pants and I feel the viscous juices slathered between my slit. And why am I so wet? I pull my hand out of my panties then rub my slick middle finger against my thumb. Why does this feel like…

	“It can’t be…” I think, racing to my bedroom. 

	I kept count of all of the offspring. I checked myself weeks after the Uteroboscis left me to make sure I was all healed, and then I checked again a month later to make sure the fluttering in my womb was another phantom sensation and nothing more… There’s no way another one is in me…

	I dig in my closet until I find the box with the endoscope that I haven’t touched in almost a year. Once it’s hooked up to my laptop, I grab my lube, then I shed my pants before getting in bed. As I’m sliding a finger into me to check my level of slickness, I brush my clit and a wave of sweet pleasure washes over me that makes my vagina contract, forcing out a spurt of warm, semi-runny syrup that runs down to my asshole.

	I haven’t been this sensitive since…

	My cavity gushes and spurts as I plunge a finger into me, then it makes an obscene squelching sound when I extract my digit.

	“Guess I don’t need lube,” I whisper, reaching for the endoscope.

	The fiberoptic cable glides right into me. When my cervix comes into view, I jam the narrow camera into that fleshy pinhole and there’s no pain or discomfort at all, just slight pressure.

	I feel like this should hurt…

	My heart races as the camera tunnels through my cervical hole.

	“No fucking way…” I gasp, my eyes widening.

	There on screen is a small Uteroboscis nestled against the left side of my uterus. The worm’s tiny proboscis is webbed across my thickened endometrium and its phallic head is pulsating. Its tail is curled right up against the opening to my left fallopian tube with its cluster of pink, wormy protrusions anchored into the flesh at the top of my organ. Based on the size, it’s significantly smaller than its parent, approximately the size of the ones here at my homebased habitat and the ones in the lab—about five or six inches long and just under two inches in diameter.

	If it’s this big, it must have been born the same time as the others…

	“How?” I gasp. “How is there another one in me?”

	I checked myself. There were no eggs. There were no larvae in my womb or vagina after I birthed the spawn in that swamp… Maybe this one hatched from the egg that was clogging my ejaculating dildo? 

	No… after I realized it was probably clogged from an egg, I wrapped it up in plastic wrap then put it back in the box.

	“Unless there was an egg somewhere I couldn’t see it.” I push the camera up to the opening of my fallopian tube, staring at the tendrils and wormy growths that are rooted in my flesh.

	Maybe I didn’t see this one because it was hiding up here—the only part of my womb that probably wasn’t covered in slime… That has to be it… This little bastard was in there hiding the whole time and it didn’t come out until it got too big for my fallopian tube… And, by that time, my uterus had healed so I stopped probing to check my healing progress…

	Well, at least I know these things don’t start secreting feel good and arousal hormones until they’re 10-months old, I think as I pull the camera out of my womb. I wonder if that means it’s mature enough to lay eggs…

	“Shit,” I say, grabbing my new squirting dildo from the drawer of my nightstand. “Might as well get myself to orgasm while I can.”

	I don’t feel anemic or weak yet, and my weight has been a steady 112 pounds, so this Gen-2 womb-feeder isn’t an immediate threat yet, I think as I pump the girthy toy in and out of slick tightness.

	A moan escapes me as the orgasm builds.

	Until I start getting too euphoric and entranced to function, I plan to enjoy feeling good and having my sex drive back while I can. But I am going to have to steal some of the bulk horse semen we’ve been using in the lab to feed this thing with because I’m not having unprotected sex with random guys ever again.

	In a matter of minutes, electric pleasure spreads through me as an orgasm explodes down below.

	My pussy contracts.

	My womb spasms in the best way.

	A faint pressure pushes down through my cervix, and it feels like I’m birthing a thick, pulsating Slim Jim.

	Fuck this feels so good…

	After removing the dildo, I slide two fingers deep into my rhythmically contracting vagina until I feel the young worm’s firm, smooth, inch-wide head beneath the tiny pool of slime slowly erupting up from my cervix. The spaghetti noodle that is its tiny proboscis lashes and caresses my finger for a few moments before it suddenly retracts. Pleasure surges through my pussy as it writhes gently back into my uterus, making me cry out in sweet agony.

	I just end up lying there moaning for a bit, my chest heaving. “Oh fuck… I hate that I missed this…”

	I remain sprawled out while rubbing my clit, enjoying the post orgasmic high. And once I come down from it, when it feels like I can move my limbs, I force myself to get up and get to packing for this trip to Jacksonville.

	Okay, I’m going to tell Kody about how I got invaded by the Uteroboscis in the Amazon, then I’m going to tell him everything I know about it. After that, we have to figure out what to tell Casey…

	“Hmm,” I hum.

	Might help to also show them all of my hysteroscopy videos and my Uteroboscis home research footage, I think, grabbing my laptop and my external hard drive. I should also probably bring the endoscope so we can make sure there is only one Uteroboscis inside of her.

	Once the endoscope is sterilized and packed, I head to my dresser to get some undies. When it occurs to me that I don’t know how long I’ll be gone for, I text my close friend and lab assistant, Angela, asking her to house sit and take care of Sable and the Uteroboscis worms I’m keeping here. It has to be her, because she’s the only one who knows I have a secret, home-based lizard tank habitat full of womb feeding worms…

	As I bounce back and forth between my bathroom, dresser, and closet, grabbing everything I’ll need for the trip and shoving it all sloppily into my travel bag, my mind is racing to figure out what to do about everyone else who’s contracted a Uteroboscis.

	After I deal with the Casey situation, I need to reach out to Chad and that one Blake guy to see who they slept with after me. Then I need to track down the girl in my old neighborhood. And, as an added measure, I should probably contact the hospitals and doctor’s offices in the Jacksonville area to let them know to be on the lookout for all of the symptoms of an invasive, womb-hunting parasite that turns women into horny, sex-crazed zombies…

	Suddenly, I’m on the verge of a panic attack.

	Maybe I should make an anonymous tip and let other people handle this.

	“Nope,” I whisper to myself as I zip up my travel bag. “You made this mess, so you have to clean it up. Because no one knows these things better than I do…”

	I think back to the experimental rabbits and rats who died from being sucked dry by the parasites despite being fed robust diets and supplements. I shiver at the image of the four-inch, six-month-old larvae crawling out of the dead animals that I watched on the terrarium’s surveillance footage.

	I just hope I can track down everyone who contracted a Uteroboscis before it’s too late for them—before these things reach sexual maturity and start laying eggs… And if I can’t, I might have to somehow get a warning out to cable news or something…

	“Lives are in danger, womb parasites have spread across Jacksonville and who knows where else—all because I had to go to the Amazon Rainforest. All because I just had to tinkle in the wrong spot in the jungle, get spooked by a spider, and fall down a hill into a stream without shorts and panties on…” I snicker from sheer nervousness, shaking my head. “Unbelievable…” 

	 

	To be continued in Book 2 (Uteroboscis: Outbreak)

	 


Pre-Order These Deliciously disturbing Tales from the Primeval Ones Universe

	(Price discounted from $4.99 to $2.99 at launch for 1 week only!)

	 

	Primeval Ones: Plants of Pleasure & Horror Series (Book 1):
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	(Get it here: https://www.amazon.com/Yoni-Flower-Primeval-Lovecraftian-Splatterpunk-ebook/dp/B09QHDLRRC)

	 

	Across the country from Lena, a botanist named Allie Hannigan who loves plants a little too much does something naughty with the phallic flower she’s just discovered deep in the unexplored regions of Olympic National Park. The morning after playtime, she wakes up in her tent and makes a horrific discovery—a discovery between her legs that changes the course of her life forever. 

	 

	A few days later, a quest to investigate what lies beneath the soil of the strange plant leads to a terrifying revelation and a deadly accident…

	 

	Oh, but it doesn’t end there… As it turns out, 5-minutes of pleasure didn’t just cause several lifelong changes to her body, she also discovers she can’t get laid without her male lovers contracting a horrible, life-threatening disease…

	 


Primeval Ones: Plants of Pleasure & Horror Series (Book 1.5):
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	(Get it here: https://www.amazon.com/Lizzys-Flower-Glizzy-Lovecraftian-Splatterpunk-ebook/dp/B09QHD6TVF)

	 

	A few miles from Allie Hannigan’s house (following the events of The Yoni Flower), Lizzy Rutherford is having a similar more puzzling experience…

	 

	Lizzy Rutherford: Alright, so… while I was out riding my horse, I smelled this heavenly aroma that got me all dizzy and super turned on. Upon sniffing my way to the source, I stumbled across this flower growing in the woods behind my family’s ranch that looks like a friggin’ sex toy with a skirt of petals. So, what does an 18-year-old virgin high on intoxicating pheromones do immediately after discovering a fleshy glizzy flower that oozes sweet lube? She makes a TikTok then does something inappropriate, of course...

	 

	Oh, and the next thing she does? She invites over her skanky bestie, the friend with a boyfriend, and the loveable prude to see what they’d do…

	 

	Plot twist: After drunken revelry turns into a wild game of seggsy double dare that makes the naughty flower splooge white cream, all four of us get crazy sick. Then, for some reason, the males in my life—human and animal alike—start disappearing in the days that follow…

	 

	Now I can’t help but wonder if there’s a connection between the glizzy flower and the missing guys. And if there is, that means the bad things that are happening are all my fault…

	 

	Get ready for the naughtiest, most graphic tale yet!

	Join Lizzy as she discovers new horrific secrets about the fungoid flowers.

	And find out how the appearance of Lizzy’s glizzy flower ties in to Allie’s naughty deeds.



	




	 

	 

	About the Author:

	B.L. Overman

	 

	 

	Horror/Sci-Fi Erotica author who writes steamy, graphic, deliciously disturbing tales with unique twists.

	Get ready for my next books in the series!

	 

	My books so far (in Chronological Order):

	[image: Image] [image: Image] [image: Image]

	Signup here (https://www.scirotic.com/bl-overman) for release date updates & to get the first few chapters of each book early along with exclusive bonus chapters like Piper’s bonus chapters from Lizzy’s Glizzy Flower (Chapter 22: Throat Cream & Chapter 23: Deadly Deepthroat).

	 

	Visit my Amazon Author Page to view my catalogue:

	https://www.amazon.com/author/bl_overman 

	 

	Follow me @BLOverman99 on Twitter to keep up with updates & come chat with me so we can talk about these books or whatever else you want to chat about!

	https://twitter.com/BLOverman99
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