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Chapter one



The soft glow of flickering candles bathed Ava Monroe’s home studio in a warm, amber hue. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and eucalyptus, a calming blend meant to soothe her clients into relaxation. But tonight, as the clock ticked past 9 PM, Ava felt anything but calm. Her voluptuous frame leaned against the counter, her long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders in loose waves, as she wiped down her massage table with a tired sigh. The day had been long, and her bank account was as empty as the tip jar sitting forlornly by the door. 

Ava’s curves were her calling card—full hips, a generous bust, and a waist that cinched just enough to draw appreciative stares. She knew how to use her looks to her advantage, dressing in tight leggings and a low-cut tank top that hinted at what lay beneath without giving too much away. Her home massage business, “Monroe’s Touch,” had built a steady clientele over the past year, mostly men who came for her skilled hands and stayed for the fantasy of something more. But Ava had rules. No “extras.” No happy endings. No matter how much they begged, pleaded, or slipped extra bills into her palm with a suggestive wink. Her principles were ironclad, even if they kept her teetering on the edge of financial ruin.

The last client of the night, Jake, had just left. He was a regular, a burly man in his late thirties with a construction job and a persistent smirk. As always, he’d tested her boundaries, lying on the table with a towel barely covering his hips, his eyes roaming her body as she worked the knots out of his shoulders. “Come on, Ava,” he’d drawled, his voice low and suggestive as she kneaded his lower back. “Just a little something extra tonight. I’ll make it worth your while.” His hand had brushed against her thigh, and she’d stepped back, her jaw tightening.

“Jake, you know the rules,” she’d said firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Massage only. If you can’t respect that, I can’t keep seeing you as a client.”

He’d grumbled but relented, finishing the session in silence. When he’d dressed and handed over her fee—exactly the amount, no tip—she’d forced a polite smile and ushered him out the door. Now, alone in her studio, Ava stared at the crumpled bills in her hand and then at her near-empty wallet on the counter. Rent was due in three days, and she was still $200 short. Her fingers tightened around the cash, frustration bubbling in her chest. “How am I supposed to keep this up?” she muttered to herself, her voice echoing softly in the quiet room.

As if in response, the lights above her flickered. Ava frowned, glancing up at the ceiling. The bulbs buzzed faintly, casting eerie shadows across the walls. She was about to chalk it up to faulty wiring when a strange, wet sound caught her attention—a slick, slithering noise that seemed to come from the corner of the room. Her heart skipped a beat, and she turned slowly, her eyes narrowing as she scanned the dimly lit space. “Hello?” she called, her voice wavering slightly. “Is someone there?”

The shadows seemed to shift, and then she saw it—a glowing, translucent mass emerging from behind her supply shelf. It was gelatinous, its surface rippling like liquid glass, and it shimmered with an otherworldly light that pulsed in time with her racing heartbeat. Tendrils writhed from its form, thin and sinuous, tipped with small, sucker-like appendages that quivered as if tasting the air. Ava froze, her breath catching in her throat, as the mass slithered closer, leaving a faint trail of iridescent slime on the hardwood floor.

Before she could scream or reach for the phone, a voice slithered into her mind—not through her ears, but directly into her thoughts. It was slick, smooth, and oddly seductive, like honey dripping over velvet. “Do not fear me, Ava Monroe,” it purred, the words curling around her consciousness. “I am Vexis. I have watched you struggle, and I come with an offer. Let me help you. Let them fuck me. You’ll never struggle again.”

Ava’s mouth fell open, her mind reeling. “What… what the hell are you?” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She took a step back, her hip bumping against the counter, but her eyes remained locked on the creature. Vexis’s form shifted, its tendrils coiling and stretching as it approached her massage table. With a wet, squelching sound, it began to merge with the padded surface, its gelatinous mass spreading across the leather like a living blanket. The table seemed to come alive under its touch, the surface pulsing faintly as if breathing.

“Watch,” Vexis’s voice echoed in her mind, and Ava’s gaze followed helplessly as the center of the table began to reshape. The leather parted, forming a slit—a wet, inviting orifice that glistened under the candlelight. It pulsed rhythmically, the edges quivering as if eager for contact. Ava’s stomach churned with a mix of repulsion and fascination. She couldn’t tear her eyes away, even as her mind screamed at her to run.

“I feed on their essence,” Vexis continued, its tone laced with a dark promise. “Their release. Their seed. I can pleasure them in ways you never could, and in return, I will ensure your prosperity. We split the profits, Ava. You give me access to your clients, and I give you wealth beyond your dreams.”

Ava’s hands trembled as she gripped the counter for support. “This… this is insane,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “I can’t just… let some alien thing take over my business. What if someone finds out? What if—”

“No one will know,” Vexis interrupted, its voice firm but enticing. “I am discreet. I mimic sensation, amplify pleasure. They will think it is you, or some hidden trick. And you…” A tendril snaked out from the table, hovering inches from her hand, its tip glistening with a strange, warm fluid. “You will feel it too. I can bind our sensations, share the ecstasy. You will never be left wanting.”

Ava’s breath hitched, her mind a whirlwind of fear, curiosity, and desperate need. She thought of her empty wallet, the looming rent payment, the endless grind of turning away clients who wanted more than she could give. And then there was the strange, forbidden allure of Vexis’s words—the promise of pleasure and profit intertwined. Against her better judgment, she found herself nodding, her voice barely audible as she said, “Okay. Just… just one client. To see if this works.”

Vexis’s form rippled with what seemed like satisfaction, the orifice on the table pulsing faster. “You will not regret this, Ava,” it purred. “Prepare for your next appointment. I am ready.”

As if on cue, there was a knock at the door. Ava jumped, her heart pounding as she glanced at the clock. It was Tyler, her 9:30 PM client, a shy but handsome man in his late twenties who worked as a graphic designer. He’d been coming to her for a month, always polite, never pushing her boundaries. She took a deep breath, smoothing her tank top and leggings, and forced her voice to steady as she called, “Come in!”

Tyler stepped inside, his dark hair slightly mussed from the evening breeze, a shy smile on his face. “Hey, Ava,” he said, setting his bag by the door. “Thanks for fitting me in so late. Work’s been a nightmare.”

“No problem,” she replied, her smile tight as she gestured to the table. “Go ahead and undress to your comfort level. I’ll step out for a minute.” Her eyes darted to the table, where Vexis’s slit pulsed subtly, almost imperceptibly, blending into the leather. She swallowed hard and turned away, stepping into the small bathroom adjacent to the studio to give Tyler privacy—and herself a moment to breathe.

When she returned, Tyler was lying face-down on the table, a towel draped over his hips, his lean, toned body glistening slightly under the candlelight. Ava’s hands hesitated as she approached, her usual confidence shaken by the knowledge of what lay beneath him. She poured a dollop of warm oil into her palms, rubbing them together, and began to work on his shoulders, her fingers digging into the tense muscles with practiced ease.

“You’re really tight tonight,” she said, keeping her voice light, though her eyes kept flicking to the center of the table. “Long day?”

“Yeah,” Tyler murmured, his voice muffled against the headrest. “Deadlines are killing me. I just need to… unwind.”

Before Ava could respond, she felt it—a subtle vibration from the table, a signal that Vexis was taking over. Her breath caught as she watched, almost in slow motion, as thin, translucent tendrils snaked out from beneath the leather, coiling around Tyler’s thighs with a gentle, almost caressing touch. He tensed for a moment, a soft gasp escaping his lips, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, his body seemed to relax further, as if welcoming the sensation.

Ava’s hands faltered on his shoulders as she saw the tendrils guide him, shifting the towel aside and positioning his hips over the slit in the table. The orifice pulsed, wet and inviting, and Tyler groaned as his hardening cock slid into its warm, clenching depths. “Oh, fuck,” he muttered, his voice thick with surprise and pleasure, his hips jerking instinctively as Vexis began to work him. The table seemed to come alive, the slit tightening and rippling around him, mimicking the perfect rhythm of a lover’s touch.

Ava’s face burned with a mix of shock and arousal as she watched, her hands still resting on Tyler’s shoulders, though she’d stopped massaging. She knew she should look away, should stop this, but her body felt rooted to the spot, her breath coming in shallow gasps. And then she felt it—a tendril wrapping around her wrist, its surface slick and warm, pulling her hand toward the edge of the table. Before she could resist, her fingers were drawn into a smaller, hidden slit in the leather, the sensation wet and tight, like a mouth closing around her.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, her voice trembling as another tendril slid beneath her leggings, finding its way between her thighs. It pressed against her clit, mimicking the flick of a tongue, warm and insistent, sending a jolt of pleasure through her core. Her knees buckled slightly, and she gripped the edge of the table for support, her eyes locked on Tyler as he thrust into Vexis’s orifice, his groans growing louder, more desperate.

The symbiote’s voice purred in her mind, low and triumphant. “Feel it, Ava. Share it with me.” The tendril on her clit pulsed in time with Tyler’s movements, amplifying every sensation, binding their arousal together. Ava’s breath hitched as waves of pleasure built inside her, her body trembling with the intensity of it. She’d never felt anything like this—raw, electric, overwhelming. Her fingers curled inside the slit on the table, the slick warmth gripping her as if feeding off her own desire.

Tyler’s hips jerked one final time, a guttural moan escaping him as he came, his release spilling into Vexis’s waiting depths. The table rippled, absorbing his cum with a satisfied shimmer, its surface glowing brighter for a moment. At the same instant, the tendril on Ava’s clit pulsed harder, pushing her over the edge. She bit her lip to stifle a cry, her orgasm crashing through her with a force that left her legs shaking, her vision swimming with stars. She leaned against the table, panting, as the tendrils slowly withdrew, leaving her skin tingling in their wake.

Tyler lay still for a moment, catching his breath, before lifting his head with a dazed smile. “Holy shit, Ava,” he mumbled, his voice thick with post-climax haze. “That was… I don’t even know what that was. But it was incredible.”

Ava forced a shaky smile, pulling her hand free from the table and wiping it on a nearby towel. “I’m… glad you enjoyed it,” she managed, her voice unsteady. She stepped back as he sat up, wrapping the towel around his waist, his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and satisfaction.

As Tyler dressed, he reached into his wallet and pulled out a wad of cash, stuffing it into her tip jar without counting it. “Seriously, whatever that was, it’s worth every penny,” he said, his grin sheepish. “I’ll be back next week. Same time?”

Ava nodded numbly, her mind still reeling as she watched him leave. The door clicked shut, and she turned to the tip jar, her eyes widening as she saw the bills—three times her usual fee, easily enough to cover rent and more. Her fingers trembled as she touched the money, the reality of what had just happened sinking in.

But Vexis wasn’t done. Its voice slithered into her mind again, slick and hungry. “This is only the beginning, Ava,” it purred. “We have much more to feast on. Much more to share.”

Her phone buzzed on the counter, snapping her out of her daze. She picked it up, her breath catching as she saw a flood of new booking requests lighting up her screen—word must have spread already, or perhaps Vexis had some influence she didn’t yet understand. She stared at the massage table, where the slit in the center was already reforming, pulsing faintly, as if eager for the next client. Its surface glistened under the candlelight, a silent promise of more chaos, more pleasure, more complications.

Ava’s heart raced, a mix of dread and anticipation tightening in her chest. She’d crossed a line tonight, one she couldn’t uncross. And as Vexis’s presence pulsed in the room, she knew her life would never be the same.








