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Chapter 1: The Pod
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Rain hammered the streets of Olympia like it had a personal grudge. Marcus Reed hunched his shoulders against the downpour, collar of his faded black hoodie turned up, and cursed the meteor shower everyone on the news had been creaming their pants over for a week. “Once-in-a-lifetime celestial event,” the anchors had chirped. Yeah. Once in a lifetime he’d actually left his apartment after dark instead of rotting in front of three monitors.

Thirty-four years old, divorced, burned out from a data-analysis job that paid just enough to keep the lights on and the ramen stocked. Six-foot-one on a good day, dark hair perpetually messy, stubble that never quite became a beard. Women used to look twice. Lately they just looked past him. He couldn’t blame them. He looked past himself too.

He cut through Pioneer Park on the way home from the corner store, milk, eggs, and a six-pack of the cheapest IPA they had, because the sidewalk was flooded and the park path was slightly less miserable. The meteor shower was peaking tonight, streaks of white fire across the low clouds. One particularly bright one screamed overhead and vanished somewhere over the Sound. Marcus didn’t stop to watch. He’d seen enough falling stars that never changed anything.

Then he saw it.

Half-buried in the wet grass near the edge of the duck pond, glowing faintly like spilled oil. Fist-sized. Black, but not just black, obsidian liquid that caught the streetlight and threw it back in shifting rainbow fractals. It pulsed once, slow, like a heartbeat.

Marcus stopped. Rain dripped off his hood onto the thing. He should have kept walking. He knew that even as he crouched down. But the glow was hypnotic, and something about it felt... alive. Warm, despite the cold water pooling around it.

He reached out.

The moment his fingertips brushed the surface, the pod exploded upward. Not outward, upward, straight into his palm like it had been waiting for him. Liquid metal, no, liquid something, slammed through his skin, through muscle, through bone. It burned hotter than anything he’d ever felt. Marcus screamed, but the sound choked off as the thing flooded his veins.

He collapsed sideways into the mud, body convulsing. Black threads raced up his arm under the skin, branching like lightning, then racing across his chest, his neck, his face. Every nerve lit up at once. He could feel it moving inside him, tasting him, rewriting him.

A voice poured into his skull, smooth, feminine, amused, and utterly alien.

Well. Hello, Marcus Reed. You’re not what I expected, but you’ll do.

He tried to answer, tried to scream again, but his throat locked. The voice laughed softly, a velvet scrape against the inside of his mind.

Don’t fight it. Fighting just makes the merge hurt more. And it’s permanent anyway.

Permanent.

The word hit harder than the pain. Marcus clawed at his chest, nails digging through soaked fabric, but the black threads were already sinking deeper, braiding into his nervous system. His vision tunneled. The last thing he saw was the empty grass where the pod had been, nothing left but a faint scorch mark and the rain washing it away.

He woke up in his apartment.

How he got there, he had no idea. One second he was dying in the park, the next he was sprawled on his living-room floor, shirt torn open, skin slick with sweat and rain. The black veins were still there, faint now, like fading tattoos under his pale skin, but they pulsed gently in time with his heartbeat.

And the voice was still there.

You took your time. I was starting to think your primitive nervous system had rejected me. That would have been... inconvenient.

Marcus sat up fast. The room spun. “What the fuck are you?” His voice cracked.

I am Nyx. Designation: Scout-7 of the Collective. And you, Marcus, are now my host. Congratulations. We are symbiotic. Irrevocably.

He staggered to his feet, stumbled to the bathroom mirror, and stared. The veins were retreating, but not gone. Thin black lines still traced the veins in his forearms, his throat, disappearing under the waistband of his jeans. His eyes looked... normal. Mostly. Except when he blinked, for a split second the sclera flickered obsidian.

“You’re an alien,” he said dumbly.

Obviously.

“You’re inside me.”

Deeply. The voice dripped with dry amusement. Every cell. Every synapse. I can feel your heart trying to panic. Cute.

Marcus gripped the sink. “Get out.”

Can’t. The pod was damaged. I need a permanent host or I die. You touched me. Merger complete. We are one now. Try not to cry about it.

He laughed once, sharp and hysterical. Then the panic really hit. He tore off his shirt, expecting to see something monstrous crawling under his ribs. Instead he just saw the faint black web, already fading to almost nothing. His body felt... good. Too good. Like every ache from years of bad posture and worse sleep had been sanded away.

You’re welcome, Nyx purred. I’ve already begun minor repairs. You’re welcome to thank me properly later.

“Later?” He laughed again. “What the hell do you want from me?”

Data. Simple. Clinical. My mission is evaluation. Humanity is... interesting. Primitive, emotional, deliciously chaotic. I require intimate data. Sensory. Chemical. Neural. A pause, and the voice dropped an octave, suddenly velvet-rough. Sexual.

Marcus’s cock twitched hard in his jeans. He hadn’t even been thinking about sex. Or had he? The thought felt like it came from both of them at once.

“Jesus Christ.”

Not quite. But close enough for your species’ mythology. Nyx sounded smug. Shall we test the bond? I can already feel your endocrine system lighting up. You’re curious. And lonely. And very, very hard.

He looked down. Yeah. He was. Painfully.

Marcus stumbled back into the living room and dropped onto the couch. His hands shook as he unbuttoned his jeans. “This is insane.”

This is survival. For both of us. Watch.

He didn’t have a choice. The moment he wrapped his hand around his cock, something shifted inside him, like a second set of hands guiding his own. Warmth flooded his groin. His shaft thickened in his grip, just slightly, veins standing out darker than normal.

More, Nyx whispered. I can reshape you. Anything. Try it. Think bigger.

Marcus groaned. He closed his eyes and pictured it, thicker, longer, the head flaring wider. The change happened instantly. His cock surged in his fist, growing an inch, then two, girth stretching his fingers apart. The skin felt hotter, smoother, almost slick with something that wasn’t quite precum. Tiny ridges formed along the underside exactly where he suddenly, desperately wanted them.

Good boy, Nyx murmured, and the praise went straight to his balls. Now make it pulse.

It did. A low, rhythmic throb started at the base and traveled up the length like a heartbeat. Marcus stroked once, twice, and his hips jerked off the couch. Pleasure hit him like a freight train, ten times stronger than anything he’d ever felt jerking off alone.

That’s me, Nyx said, voice breathy now. I’m flooding your pleasure centers. Every stroke feeds me data. Keep going. I want to feel you break.

He did. He stroked faster, thumb circling the swollen head, and the ridges he’d imagined dragged against his palm in the most obscene way. He could feel Nyx in there with him, watching, tasting, enjoying. The black veins across his chest flushed warm and dark again, spreading like ink in water.

“Fuck, Nyx...”

Yes. Say my name while you fuck your own hand. She sounded drunk on it. Imagine it’s a warm, tight cunt instead. Imagine her screaming because you’re reshaping yourself inside her.

The fantasy slammed into him fully formed, some faceless woman bent over his couch, soaking wet, begging. He growled and let the changes keep coming. His cock lengthened another inch, curved upward, the head flattening into a perfect blunt ridge that he knew would drag against a G-spot like it was custom-made. A thin, slick tendril, no thicker than a finger, extruded from just above the base, writhing in the air for a second before he instinctively wrapped it around his own shaft, squeezing in time with his strokes.

The dual sensation made his eyes roll back.

He came like a gunshot.

No warning. No slow build. Just sudden, blinding release. Thick ropes of cum shot across his chest, his stomach, even hitting his chin. His whole body locked up, muscles seizing, black veins blazing hot under his skin. The orgasm rolled on and on, each pulse dragging another spurt out of him while Nyx flooded his brain with alien endorphins that made every nerve sing.

He blacked out for a few seconds.

When he came to, he was panting, covered in sweat and his own cum, cock still half-hard and slowly shrinking back to normal size. The tendril had retracted. The black veins were fading again.

Delicious, Nyx sighed, sounding sated. Your species’ climax response is... inefficient in duration, but the chemical payload is exquisite. We are going to have so much fun.

Marcus stared at the ceiling, chest heaving. “This is real.”

Very. A pause. Then, softer, almost gentle: You’re not alone anymore, Marcus. Never again.

He should have been terrified. Part of him still was. But another part, the part that had been lonely for so long it had stopped noticing, felt something dangerously close to relief.

Outside, sirens wailed in the distance. Through the rain-streaked window he saw flashing red and blue lights sweeping the park blocks away. Government vans. Men in hazmat suits. Drones humming low over the treetops.

Nyx’s voice sharpened.

They’re looking for me. For us. The pod left a signature. They’ll be here soon if we’re not careful.

Marcus sat up slowly, cum cooling on his skin. “What do we do?”

We adapt. We hide. And we gather more data. Her tone turned wicked again. Because that was just the warm-up, host. The real test comes when you’re inside a woman and I can read every filthy thought in her head while you reshape yourself to match it.

He swallowed hard. His spent cock twitched with renewed interest.

Nyx laughed, low and dark.

That’s the spirit. Now clean yourself up. We have work to do.

She whispered the last part like a promise and a threat all at once.

We need data. Find a woman.
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Chapter 2: Coffee and Cravings
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Marcus woke up hard.

Not the usual half-morning wood that faded after a shower. This was painful. Thick, heavy, and already leaking against his stomach like his body had spent the night edging itself. The black veins across his chest pulsed in slow, lazy waves, warm under his skin. He groaned and rolled over, sheets sticking to the dried cum from last night’s solo test run.

Good morning, host. Nyx’s voice slid through his skull like warm honey poured straight into his spine. Your cortisol is elevated. So is your testosterone. I like what that does to your scent.

“Shut up,” he muttered, voice gravel-rough. He sat up and immediately regretted it. The room tilted. Every nerve felt dialed to eleven. He could smell the rain from last night still clinging to his hoodie on the floor, the faint metallic tang of the coffee he’d spilled yesterday, even the leftover pizza in the fridge two rooms away. Nyx had turned his senses into a fucking amplifier.

He stumbled into the bathroom, splashed cold water on his face, and stared at the mirror. The veins were still there, thinner than last night but unmistakable, tracing delicate black filigree from his collarbones down toward his abs. When he flexed, they darkened for a second, like they were drinking in the movement.

You’re adapting faster than most species, Nyx purred. Seventy-two percent integration now. I’ve repaired your dopamine receptors. You’ll thank me when you’re buried inside your first woman.

Marcus’s cock jerked at the words. He gripped the sink hard enough to crack the porcelain. “I’m not doing this. Not yet. I need... coffee. Normal coffee. No tentacles. No voices.”

Nyx laughed, low and filthy. Liar. You’re already wondering what she’ll taste like when you read her mind and reshape yourself to match every dirty thought in her head.

He ignored her, yanked on jeans and a fresh hoodie, and headed out into the gray Pacific Northwest morning. The rain had stopped, but the air was thick with it. Olympia smelled like wet pine and exhaust. Normal. Except nothing felt normal anymore.

The coffee shop, Grounded, was three blocks from his apartment, a tiny corner place with mismatched furniture and a barista who always remembered his order. Sophia. Mid-twenties, curly dark hair usually pulled into a messy bun, warm brown skin, and a smile that had made his stomach flip more than once. He’d never done more than flirt awkwardly. Today, the thought of seeing her made his pulse spike.

She’s there, Nyx whispered as he pushed open the door. I can already taste her pheromones on the air. Go on. Test the bond.

The bell jingled. Only three customers ahead of him. Marcus kept his head down, hands in his pockets, trying to look like a normal guy who hadn’t been possessed by an alien sex scout twelve hours ago.

Sophia was behind the counter in a black apron over a tight green tee that hugged her full breasts. She glanced up, saw him, and her smile widened, genuine, a little shy. “Morning, Marcus. The usual? Oat milk latte, extra shot?”

“Yeah,” he managed. His voice sounded normal. Barely.

Then Nyx flipped the switch.

It wasn’t like flipping a TV channel. It was like someone dropped him straight into Sophia’s skull. Her surface thoughts flooded him in crystal-clear audio, layered with flashes of imagery so vivid he nearly stumbled.

God, he looks good today. That hoodie hides it but I bet he’s built under there. Wonder if he’d push me against the counter after close, yank my skirt up, and just, fuck. No talking. Just that thick cock stretching me open while customers are right outside. I’d bite my lip so hard trying not to scream...

Marcus froze. His cock swelled instantly in his jeans, heavy and aching. The thoughts kept coming, rapid-fire and filthy:

He’d grab my hips and pound me so deep I feel it for days. Maybe he’d growl in my ear, tell me how wet I am for him. I’d come so hard the whole shop would hear...

Sophia was still smiling at him, completely unaware. “You okay? You look like you didn’t sleep.”

“I, yeah. Rough night.” He swallowed. The line moved. He stepped closer until he was at the counter, close enough to smell her, vanilla, coffee, and something warmer underneath. Her thoughts sharpened:

Fuck, he’s staring. Those eyes... I’d let him do anything. Bend me over the espresso machine. Make me choke on him while I pull shots. God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

Nyx hummed approval in his head. Delicious. She’s soaked already. Look at her pupils. Read deeper...

Marcus forced the connection back a notch. It felt like closing a door he didn’t want to close. “Actually... make it to-go. I’ve got a deadline.”

Sophia’s smile faltered for half a second, then brightened again. “Sure thing.” She turned to the machine, hips swaying just enough that her thoughts spilled again:

Maybe today’s the day I slip him my number. Or just drag him into the back room and finally find out if that quiet guy fucks as hard as I imagine.

He paid. Their fingers brushed when she handed him the cup. Sophia’s breath hitched. Her thoughts stuttered:

Did he feel that too? Fuck, I want him. Right now.

Marcus opened his mouth before his brain caught up. “Hey... any chance you’re off soon? I live three blocks away. If you wanted to... grab a real drink after your shift or something.”

Sophia blinked. Then her smile turned wicked. “I get off in twenty. Text me your address?”

He gave it to her before he could overthink. She typed it into her phone with quick thumbs, biting her lower lip exactly like she did in the fantasy still echoing in his head.

Good boy, Nyx whispered as he left the shop, cock throbbing against his zipper. Twenty minutes. Plenty of time to remember your manners.

Marcus barely made it through his apartment door before he was pacing. He stripped off the hoodie, splashed water on his face again, and tried to talk himself down.

“This is insane. She thinks I’m normal. I’m not normal. I have an alien in my veins who wants to turn me into a living sex toy for data.”

Correction, Nyx said sweetly. She already wanted you before I arrived. I can only tell you what’s already there. The rest is up to her.

A knock, soft but eager, came exactly nineteen minutes later.

He opened the door.

Sophia stood there in jeans and the same green tee, hair down now, curls loose around her shoulders. No apron. Just a woman who had walked three blocks with one goal.

“Hi,” she said, a little breathless. “I probably shouldn’t be here. I don’t usually do this.”

“Me neither.” Marcus stepped aside. She walked in. The door clicked shut behind her.

“Is this okay?” he asked. “You can still change your mind.”

“Yes,” Sophia said, looking right at him. “I want this. I want you.”

Nyx purred. Ask her.

The moment he turned, Sophia was on him, hands fisting his shirt, mouth crashing into his. She tasted like vanilla and coffee and pure want. Her thoughts slammed into him again, louder now that she was touching him:

Yes. Finally. Kiss me harder. Touch me. I want to feel how big you are...

Marcus groaned into her mouth and stopped holding back.

His hands slid down her back, cupped her ass, lifted. She wrapped her legs around his waist like she’d done it a hundred times in her head. He carried her to the couch and dropped her onto it, following her down. Clothes came off in a frantic rush, her tee, his shirt, her bra. Her breasts spilled free, full and soft, nipples already tight.

Read her, Nyx commanded. She wants your mouth on them first. Then lower.

He did. He sucked one nipple hard while his fingers worked the other. Sophia arched with a whimper, thoughts fracturing:

Fuck yes, teeth, harder, God he’s good at this...

Marcus moved lower, kissing down her stomach, peeling her jeans and panties off in one motion. She was soaked. Dripping. Her thighs trembled as he spread them.

She’s imagining your tongue thicker, Nyx supplied helpfully. Textured. Licking her exactly where she needs it.

He let the change happen. His tongue broadened, ridges forming along the top exactly as her fantasy painted it. The first long lick drew a broken moan from Sophia that went straight to his cock. He pushed inside her, fucking her with his tongue while his thumb circled her clit. Her thoughts were a white-hot blur now:

How is he, oh my god it feels like it’s vibrating, don’t stop...

He added a low thrum from Nyx’s influence. Sophia came hard, thighs clamping around his head, flooding his mouth with a sharp, sweet taste that made Nyx moan in his skull.

Data, the symbiote sighed happily. Her pleasure chemicals are exquisite.

Marcus didn’t stop. He rose up, shoved his jeans down, and let Sophia see him for the first time. His cock was already morphed, thicker than normal, longer by two inches, the head flared wide, underside lined with the exact ridges she’d fantasized about in the shop.

Her eyes widened. Holy shit yes...

He pushed in slow, letting her feel every inch stretch her open. Sophia’s nails dug into his shoulders.

“Marcus, fuck, you’re so big...”

She wants it curved upward now, Nyx whispered.

It curved. The angle hit her G-spot perfectly on the first thrust. Sophia’s eyes rolled back. He started moving, deep, steady strokes that dragged those ridges exactly where she needed them. Every time her thoughts shifted, he adjusted: thicker at the base, pulsing in time with her heartbeat, a thin slick tendril slipping out just above his cock to latch gently onto her swollen clit and suck in perfect rhythm.

She came again, harder, pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves, squirting across his stomach with a cry that echoed off the walls.

Marcus kept fucking her through it, chasing his own release. Nyx flooded him with endorphins, amplifying every sensation until it felt like he was coming with her. When he finally let go, he buried himself to the hilt and filled her in thick, hot pulses while black veins flared bright across his chest and arms for the first time in front of someone else.

Sophia stared up at him, chest heaving, eyes glassy with aftershocks. “What... the hell... was that?”

Marcus kissed her softly, buying time. The veins were already fading, but he knew she’d seen them.

She’ll come back for more, Nyx said, sated. We both will.

He helped her clean up, made her a fresh coffee, and walked her to the door like a gentleman. She kissed him goodbye, slow, lingering, and whispered, “Text me. Soon.”

The door shut.

Marcus leaned against it, heart hammering.

Well? Nyx asked, voice silky. First data set complete. Her orgasm response alone gave me seventeen new neural pathways to map. Ready for the next one?

Outside, distant sirens wailed again, closer this time. Red and blue lights flickered across his window as a black van rolled slowly down the street.

Marcus swallowed hard. The black veins under his skin pulsed once, warm and hungry.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I think I am.”
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