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Atlazaris stretched before her like the ribcage of some long-dead god. Marina kicked her fins slowly, the beam of her headlamp cutting through water that held the blue-green tint of deep places. Coral had claimed the stone arches, their surfaces alive with bioluminescence—streaks of pink and amber that pulsed with a rhythm she couldn't quite name. Her breath rasped through the regulator, too loud in her ears, a reminder that she was a visitor here, dependent on the tank strapped to her back.

She'd been diving for three years, but nothing had prepared her for this. The expedition leader had warned them about the current, about the depth, but he hadn't mentioned the way the city seemed to watch. Marina glided between two pillars, their surfaces carved with symbols that spiraled downward into shadow. Fish darted away from her light, silver flashes that disappeared into crevices. The silt below looked undisturbed, a grey blanket that had settled over whatever treasures or bones lay beneath.

Her wetsuit clung to her like a second skin, black neoprene that did little to ward off the cold this far down. She was twenty-five and stupid enough to believe that adventure was worth the risk. Her body was lean from years of swimming, her limbs strong, but down here strength meant nothing. The ocean could crush her with a thought.

She approached an archway that seemed more intact than the others, its keystone still holding despite centuries of pressure. The water here held a strange quality, thicker somehow, and when she waved her hand through it, trails of light followed her fingers—bioluminescent microorganisms disturbed by her movement. Beautiful and unnatural at once.

That was when she noticed the silt wasn't as still as she'd thought.

A ripple disturbed the surface, just at the edge of her vision. Marina turned, her headlamp sweeping across the ruins, but saw nothing. Her heart kicked up a notch. She'd been trained to watch for sharks, for equipment failure, for the nitrogen narcosis that could make divers do stupid things. No one had trained her for ruins that seemed to breathe.

The water vibrated. She felt it through her wetsuit, through her bones—a hum that had no source she could identify. Her tanks clanked against her back as she twisted, trying to locate the origin of the sound. It wasn't mechanical. It was organic, like the pulse of some massive heart buried in the deep.

The tendrils erupted from the silt with enough force to cloud the water.

Marina jerked backward, but they were already on her. Slick and pulsating, thick as her wrist and covered in a translucent slime that caught the light. One wrapped around her ankle, then another seized her wrist. She thrashed, kicking hard, her fins churning the water into a murky storm. The regulator nearly came loose from her mouth as she gasped, her pulse hammering in her ears.

More tendrils rose from the ruins, from crevices in the stone, from shadows that shouldn't have been deep enough to hide anything. They moved with purpose, coiling around her other ankle, her free wrist, pulling her limbs apart until she hung suspended in the water like a specimen pinned for examination.

Then the creature emerged.

It rose from behind a collapsed wall, vast and impossible. The main body was an iridescent mass, its surface shifting through shades of purple and deep blue, catching the bioluminescent light and throwing it back in patterns that hurt to watch. Countless arms writhed from its center, each one lined with suckers that pulsed with their own internal glow. But it was the eyes that locked her in place—massive orbs that gleamed like pearls, intelligent and hungry, fixed on her with an attention that felt obscene.

The voice crashed into her mind, bypassing her ears entirely.

*You're ours to milk.*

Marina's scream came out as bubbles, her jaw clenched too tight around the mouthpiece. She yanked against the tendrils, feeling them tighten in response. The slime coating them smeared across her wetsuit, warm despite the cold water, and that wrongness of it made her stomach lurch. She was a diver. She understood currents and pressure and the mechanical workings of her gear. This thing—this creature—didn't belong in any taxonomy she knew.

The tentacles pulled, dragging her toward the deeper ruins. Her tanks scraped against stone as they maneuvered her through an archway, into passages that grew darker the further they went. Her headlamp beam bounced wildly, catching glimpses of more carvings, more chambers that opened like mouths in the rock. The water grew warmer. She could feel it through her suit, a heat that had no business existing at this depth.

*Submit,* the voice pulsed again, and Marina felt something else beneath the command—a thread of sensation that didn't come from her mind. Her body responded, a flush spreading through her core that had nothing to do with exertion. Her nipples tightened beneath the wetsuit. Between her legs, an ache began to build, unwanted and insistent.

No. She thrashed again, twisting her body, but the movement only made the tendrils slide against her in ways that sent sparks through her nervous system. One curled around her thigh, its tip pressing between her legs, and even through the neoprene she felt it—a pulsing pressure that her body wanted to arch into.

She bit down hard on the regulator, forcing her mind to focus on breathing. In and out. Steady. But her heart wouldn't slow, and the warmth spreading through her wasn't from fear alone.

The creature drew her into a chamber where the coral grew in thick clusters, their light painting the water in shades of amber and rose. Shells lined alcoves in the walls—some as large as her torso, others small and delicate. The tendrils positioned her in the center of the space, holding her suspended with her arms pulled wide, her legs spread. She could see more of them now, smaller entities emerging from the shadows, their forms similar to the leader but less massive. A collective.

The leader's eyes fixed on her, those pearl-bright orbs unblinking. Its voice filled her skull again, and this time she caught the edge of something like satisfaction.

*The rites will open you.*

Marina wanted to spit out the regulator, to scream properly, but she needed the air. Her chest heaved with each breath, the sound of her own panic loud and rhythmic. The tentacle between her legs pressed harder, rubbing through the wetsuit with a deliberate motion that made her hips jerk despite herself. Shame burned through her, hot and bitter.

This couldn't be happening. This was insane.

But her body didn't seem to care about sanity. The ache between her legs intensified, a need building that terrified her more than the creature itself. She was bound in the deep by something that shouldn't exist, surrounded by ruins that hummed with a magic she didn't understand, and her treacherous flesh was responding like this was something she wanted.

The leader's tentacles shifted, positioning themselves, and Marina saw the bulbous tips for the first time—knotted and thick, glistening with the same slime that coated her limbs. Her eyes widened. Her struggles renewed, desperate now, but the tendrils held fast.

The water pulsed with that otherworldly hum, and Marina realized with a sick certainty that this was only the beginning.



The tendrils held her in place while the smaller entities circled, their movements coordinated in a way that suggested intelligence. Marina's arms ached from being stretched wide, her muscles trembling with the strain of holding position against the bindings. She could see the chamber more clearly now—the shells arranged in alcoves like offerings at some obscene altar, the coral walls pulsing in time with the hum that pervaded everything.

Her regulator hissed with each breath, the mechanical sound at odds with the organic horror surrounding her. The water had grown thicker, viscous in a way that made her skin crawl. When she tried to move her head, the resistance felt wrong, as if she were suspended in something between liquid and gel.

The scent hit her through the regulator—briny and sharp, with an underlying musk that made her gag. It shouldn't have been possible to smell anything through the equipment, but the sensation filled her nostrils anyway, coating the back of her throat. Marina recognized it instinctively, the way prey recognizes the scent of a predator. This was the entity's smell, thick with arousal and purpose.

The shells weren't decorative. As her eyes adjusted to the amber light, she saw the contents—a luminescent fluid that clung to the inner surfaces, thick and pearlescent. Some shells were full to the brim, others only partially filled. The liquid glowed with the same ethereal sheen as the coral, pulsing gently as if alive.

The leader's voice crashed through her mind again, and this time she caught the edge of eagerness beneath the command.

*Watch. Learn your purpose.*

Two of its larger tentacles reached out, wrapping around one of the smaller entities. The creature was perhaps half the leader's size, its surface a lighter shade of purple, its arms fewer but no less writhing. Marina watched as the leader positioned it, the smaller entity's body going still in what might have been submission or paralysis—she couldn't tell which.

The leader's tentacle coiled around one of the smaller entity's appendages, starting at the base and spiraling upward. The motion was deliberate, almost gentle, and Marina's stomach lurched as she realized what she was witnessing. The appendage swelled under the attention, its tip bulging into a knotted shape, the bulb growing larger with each coiling squeeze.

The smaller entity shuddered. Its surface rippled, colors shifting rapidly across its skin. The leader's tentacle tightened, milking upward in long, slow strokes that made the appendage pulse visibly. At the knotted tip, the slit began to weep—a clear fluid at first, then something thicker, luminescent, the same substance that filled the shells.

Marina turned her head away, but a tentacle caught her chin, forcing her to watch. The leader milked the smaller entity with practiced efficiency, each stroke drawing more of the glowing seed from the bulbous tip. When a shell was positioned beneath, the flow increased, spurting in thick ropes that pooled in the curved interior. The smell intensified, flooding her senses with that musky brine.

The demonstration ended with the smaller entity hanging limp, its appendage still twitching. The leader released it, letting it drift away, then turned those pearl eyes back to Marina.

*Join us.*

"No," Marina tried to say, but the word came out as bubbles. She shook her head violently, her short dark hair floating around her face. This was insane. This was a nightmare she needed to wake from. But the ache in her wrists from the bindings was real, and the cold seeping into her bones was real, and the growing heat between her legs was horrifyingly, undeniably real.

The leader's tentacles approached. Marina thrashed, her fins kicking uselessly, but the smaller entities had already moved to secure her legs more firmly. The leader selected one of its thinner appendages, the tip knotted but not as massively as the one that had been demonstrated. It brought the tentacle to Marina's hands, still bound at the wrists, positioning it so the shaft lay across her palms.

*Touch it. Feel what you will service.*

Marina's hands were numb from the cold and the bindings, but she felt the texture immediately—slick with that translucent slime, warm despite the water's chill, pulsing with what could only be a heartbeat. The surface had a give to it, almost soft, but with a firmness beneath that suggested muscle. The knotted tip was enormous up close, easily the size of her fist, ridged and glistening.

She jerked her hands away, or tried to. The bindings held, and the leader simply pressed the tentacle more firmly against her palms, forcing her fingers to curl around its girth. The shaft throbbed against her skin, and Marina felt her gorge rise.

"This is insane," she gasped into the mouthpiece, her voice muffled and desperate. "This isn't—I can't—"

But her body had other ideas. The magic in the water—it had to be magic, nothing else explained this—seeped into her skin like ink into paper. The heat between her legs intensified, blooming into a need so sharp it made her gasp. Her nipples ached, sensitive even through the wetsuit's neoprene. She was getting wet, properly wet, and the shame of it burned hotter than the arousal.

The leader's tentacle pulsed in her grip, and she felt the ridge of the knot, the way it flared wider than the shaft, designed to lock inside whatever hole it invaded. Her imagination supplied the image—that bulb stretching her open, pushing deep, swelling to trap her—and her inner walls clenched around nothing.

No. She didn't want this. She couldn't want this.

Marina forced her fingers to release, pushing against the tentacle even as it throbbed against her palms. The leader made a sound that vibrated through the water, something between a growl and a purr, and withdrew the appendage. But the damage was done. Her hands tingled where they'd touched it, the slime coating her palms with a warmth that spread up her arms.

*The ruins have chosen you. Your body knows its purpose, even as your mind resists.*

The leader gestured, and the smaller entities brought forward more tentacles, their knotted tips glistening. They positioned them around her, not touching yet, but close enough that she could see each detail—the way the slime dripped in thick strands, the pulsing veins that ran along each shaft, the slits at the tips that wept pre-seed in clear drops.

Marina's breath quickened, her chest heaving with each inhale. The regulator felt too tight, her jaw aching from clenching it. But worse than the physical discomfort was the ache low in her belly, the emptiness that her body screamed to fill. The magic thrummed through her veins, lighting up nerve endings she hadn't known existed.

She closed her eyes, but that only made it worse. In the darkness behind her eyelids, all she could feel was the texture of that tentacle, the warmth of it, the promise of what it would feel like inside her. Her pussy throbbed, slick with more than just the water around her, and Marina bit down on the regulator hard enough to make her teeth hurt.

When she opened her eyes, the leader was watching her with those unblinking pearl orbs, and she knew—with a certainty that made her want to scream—that it could sense exactly what her body was doing, and could feel the need building in her like a tide against stone.

The thought haunted her, a whisper at the edge of her consciousness that she couldn't silence: What would it feel like? What would that knot feel like, locking deep inside her, milking her body the way the leader had milked its kin?

Marina shuddered, and it had nothing to do with the cold.



They moved her to a smaller chamber, a grotto where the seaweed grew thick along the walls, swaying in currents she couldn't feel. The silt on the floor was soft, almost inviting, and Marina's stomach dropped as she realized what it was meant for. The tentacles repositioned her, lowering her until she hovered just above the sediment, her body horizontal, her limbs still spread wide by the bindings.

The water was warmer here. She felt it through the neoprene, a heat that seemed to emanate from the stone itself. The bioluminescence was different too—softer, more diffuse, casting everything in shades of blue and green that made the grotto feel like the inside of some massive lung.

Marina's heart hammered against her ribs. She knew what was coming. Every nerve in her body knew, had known since she'd touched that first tentacle. The anticipation was a physical weight in her chest, crushing the breath from her lungs even as the regulator dutifully fed her air.

The leader entered the grotto, its massive form filling the space. The smaller entities retreated to the edges, their arms writhing in what might have been anticipation or reverence. Marina couldn't tell anymore. The creature's pearl eyes fixed on her, and she felt the weight of its attention like a hand around her throat.

One of its tentacles emerged from the writhing mass—the largest she'd seen yet, easily as thick as her thigh. The knotted tip was obscene, a bulbous mass that dwarfed the ones she'd seen before. It pulsed with its own light, bioluminescence running in veins across the surface, and the slit at its tip wept pre-seed in thick, continuous strands.

Marina's mouth went dry around the regulator. That thing couldn't fit inside her. It was impossible. The knot alone was bigger than her fist, and the shaft—

*Submit to our knot.*

The voice crashed through her mind with enough force to make her vision blur. Smaller tentacles wrapped around her legs, pulling them wider, spreading her until her hips ached with the strain. She felt a pressure at her crotch, then the sound of tearing—fabric giving way as the tentacles simply destroyed the wetsuit where it covered her most intimate places.

Cold water rushed against her exposed pussy and ass, and Marina gasped, her body jerking in the bindings. The sudden vulnerability was worse than anything that had come before. She was bare to them now, unprotected, and the magic in the water wasted no time finding the exposed flesh.

It felt like fingers, like dozens of fingers caressing her folds, her inner thighs, the curve of her ass. But there was nothing touching her except the water itself, infused with whatever power the ruins held. Marina's clit throbbed, swelling to an almost painful hardness. Her pussy clenched, leaking arousal that mixed with the seawater, and she sobbed into the mouthpiece.

"No," she tried to say, pushing against the bindings, twisting her hips away from the approaching tentacle. "I don't—I can't—"

But the magic was relentless. It slicked her inner walls, made her body produce lubrication in quantities that should have been impossible, preparing her for what was coming. She was soaking wet, her pussy aching with emptiness, and when the leader's tentacle finally touched her entrance, she moaned despite herself.

The tip was hot. Hotter than anything should be in the cold deep. It pressed against her folds, parting them, the slime coating its surface mixing with her own fluids. Marina felt the first inch slide inside her, stretching her open, and her inner walls clamped down reflexively.

The leader pushed deeper. The shaft was smooth, ridged with those pulsing veins, and each ridge dragged across her inner walls as it invaded her. Marina's legs trembled, her muscles locking up, but there was nowhere to go. The tentacles held her in place as the leader's appendage sank deeper, filling her channel inch by impossible inch.

Then the knot reached her entrance, and Marina's eyes flew wide.

It was too big. It would tear her. She thrashed, her fins scraping against stone, her bound wrists pulling so hard against the restraints that pain shot up her arms. The leader paused, the bulbous tip pressed against her entrance, stretching her lips wide but not yet forcing entry.

*Open for us. Your body is ready.*

The magic surged through her pussy, and Marina felt her inner walls loosen, felt the muscles that should have clenched tight go pliant instead. The betrayal of it made her sob, but her body was no longer hers to command. The leader pushed, and the knot began to slide inside.

The stretch was agony and ecstasy twisted together. Marina's vision whited out as the widest part of the knot forced her entrance to its limit, then popped inside with a sensation so intense she couldn't breathe. Her pussy clamped down around the shaft behind the knot, trapping it inside her, and the fullness was overwhelming. She could feel every ridge, every pulse, the way the knot throbbed against her cervix.

The leader's tentacle began to milk her from the inside.

It wasn't thrusting, not exactly. Instead, the shaft undulated, rippling in waves that massaged her inner walls, while the knot swelled even larger, pressing against every sensitive spot inside her channel. Marina's head fell back, her mouth opening in a silent scream around the regulator. The pleasure was wrong, forced, artificial—but her body didn't care. Her body was lit up like the coral around them, every nerve singing.

Then she felt the heat building at her core, and she knew what was coming.

The tentacle's tip pulsed, pressed tight against her cervix, and then it came. Hot, thick cum flooded her insides, spurting in waves that she could feel spreading through her channel. The glowing seed—she knew it would glow, had seen it in the shells—filled her womb, the sensation so alien and overwhelming that her mind couldn't process it.

Her orgasm hit like a depth charge.

Marina convulsed in the bindings, her pussy clamping rhythmically around the knotted shaft, milking it for more of that glowing seed even as her mind screamed in protest. The pleasure was total, consuming, erasing thought and leaving only sensation. She was dimly aware of crying, of her moans bubbling through the regulator, of the way her body arched and shuddered.

The leader held the knot deep inside her as she came, flooding her with more cum, stretching her womb with the volume. Marina could feel it sloshing inside her, could feel the pressure building as her body tried and failed to accommodate it all. Some of it leaked around the knot, seeping from her stretched entrance in thick streams.

When the orgasm finally released her, Marina hung limp in the bindings. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her vision blurred with tears that mixed with the seawater. The tentacle remained knotted inside her, still pulsing, still releasing slow spurts of seed that kept her walls fluttering with aftershocks.

She was bred. The word rose unbidden in her mind, and the shame of it was a physical burn in her chest. They'd bred her like livestock, filled her with their seed, and she'd come so hard she'd almost blacked out.

The leader's pearl eyes watched her, unblinking, and its voice pulsed through her mind with something that might have been satisfaction.

*You wear our knot well. But this is only the beginning.*

The tentacle began to soften inside her, the knot gradually deflating. When it finally slipped free, Marina gasped at the sudden emptiness, then groaned as she felt the flood of cum pour from her gaping pussy. It glowed in the water, drifting in cloudy streams, marking her as theirs.

She gazed down at her own body, at the torn wetsuit and the mess between her legs, and whispered into the regulator, "What have you done to me?"

But she already knew. They'd awakened something in her, something the ruin's magic had found and exploited. And as the smaller entities began to approach, their own knotted tentacles rigid and ready, Marina realized with horror that part of her wanted to know what it would feel like to take more of them.



They brought her to the central atrium, where coral pillars rose like the columns of some drowned temple. The space was vast, the ceiling lost in shadow above, and Marina's headlamp had been torn away at some point, leaving only the bioluminescence to light her surroundings. The water here pulsed with movement—the collective gathering, drawn by whatever signal the leader had sent.

Marina counted at least a dozen of the smaller entities, their writhing arms creating a forest of appendages that closed in from all sides. Her body still ached from the leader's knot, her pussy sore and gaping, leaking glowing cum that trailed behind her as the tentacles moved her into position. They suspended her vertically now, her arms pulled above her head, her legs spread wide, her body completely exposed through the torn wetsuit.

The shells lined the alcoves in the pillars, dozens of them, brimming with the harvested seed. The smell was overpowering, that musky brine thick enough to choke on. Marina's head swam with it, her thoughts sluggish, as if the scent itself was drugging her.

The collective closed in. She felt their tentacles sliding over her skin, exploring, testing, and her body shuddered with each touch. They were learning her, finding the places that made her gasp, that made her hips jerk involuntarily. One traced the curve of her breast through the torn neoprene, another slid between her ass cheeks, a third coiled around her thigh.

Then one approached her face, its knotted tip level with her mouth.

Marina's eyes widened. She tried to shake her head, but a tentacle wrapped around her neck, holding her still. The entity pressed the tip against her lips, slime smearing across her mouth, and its voice—smaller than the leader's but no less insistent—pulsed into her mind.

*Open. Swallow our gift.*

"No," Marina tried to say, but the moment her lips parted, the tentacle surged forward. It tore the regulator from her mouth, the mouthpiece falling away, and she had a moment of pure panic as water rushed in. She was going to drown, was going to—

But the magic filled her lungs instead of water. Somehow, impossibly, she could breathe. The water flowed through her like air, and Marina gasped, the sensation alien and wrong but functional. The tentacle didn't wait for her to adjust. It pushed deeper, sliding over her tongue, the taste of it salt and musk and something else, something that made her mouth water.

The shaft was smooth against her lips, ridged, and as it slid deeper, Marina felt the knot approaching. Her jaw was already stretched wide, her lips burning with the strain, but the entity kept pushing. The knot pressed against her teeth, too large to fit, and then the magic worked again—her jaw loosened, unlocking with a sensation that should have been painful but wasn't.

The knot popped past her teeth and lodged in her throat.

Marina gagged, her throat convulsing around the intrusion, but there was nowhere for it to go. The bulb filled her mouth completely, pressing down on her tongue, and the shaft extended down her throat, cutting off any sound she might have made. She couldn't breathe through her mouth now, could only rely on whatever magic let the water sustain her.

The tentacle pulsed, and she tasted the pre-seed, bitter and thick on her tongue.

*Good. Take it all.*

Then she felt another tentacle at her ass, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. Marina's eyes flew wide, and she tried to scream, but the knot in her mouth muffled everything. The entity behind her was patient, circling her entrance with its tip, coating her with slime, before beginning to push inside.

The stretch was different from her pussy—tighter, more resistant, and the burn as her ass was forced open made tears stream from her eyes. The tentacle was relentless, sinking deeper inch by inch, the ridges dragging against her inner walls. Marina's body went rigid, every muscle locking up, as the thick shaft filled her back passage.

Then that knot reached her entrance, and Marina's vision blurred.

It pushed inside with a pop that she felt in her spine, the bulb locking behind her rim, trapping the tentacle deep in her bowels. She was full, impossibly full, penetrated in two places at once, and the sensation was overwhelming. The tentacle in her throat pulsed, the one in her ass throbbed, and both began to move in tandem.

The one in her mouth withdrew slightly, then thrust back in, making her gag. The one in her ass did the same, pulling the knot against her rim from the inside, then pushing deep. The rhythm was coordinated, deliberate, and Marina hung helpless as they used her.

Then the leader approached, its massive form parting the collective. Its pearl eyes fixed on her, on her spread legs and gaping pussy still leaking cum, and it brought forward another of its thick tentacles. The knotted tip was fresh, rigid, glistening with slime and pre-seed.

*You will take us all.*

Marina tried to shake her head, but the tentacle in her mouth held her still. The leader positioned its appendage at her entrance, and despite having been stretched by its knot once already, Marina felt the pressure as it began to push inside. Her pussy was sore, oversensitive, and the intrusion made her inner walls clench.

The leader didn't care. It pushed deeper, filling her channel, the shaft thick enough that she felt it pressing against the one in her ass through the thin wall separating them. The sensation was maddening, too much, and Marina's eyes rolled back as her body struggled to accommodate three massive tentacles at once.

The leader's knot reached her entrance, and this time there was no pause. It pushed inside with brutal efficiency, popping past her lips and lodging deep in her channel. Marina's muffled scream vibrated around the tentacle in her throat.

Then they all began to move.

The tentacle in her mouth thrust, making her gag and swallow reflexively. The one in her ass pulled back, the knot tugging at her rim, then slammed forward. The leader's tentacle in her pussy undulated, milking her inner walls, the knot pressing against her cervix. The rhythm was chaotic at first, each entity moving independently, but then they synchronized.

In, in, in. Her body was filled completely, stretched in every hole, used by the collective in perfect coordination. Marina couldn't think, couldn't process anything beyond the overwhelming fullness. She was nothing but sensation—the stretch, the pressure, the slime coating her inner walls, the taste of pre-seed on her tongue.

Her body responded despite her mind's screaming protest. Her pussy clenched around the leader's knot, her ass fluttered around the shaft buried there, and her throat relaxed, taking the thrusts more easily. The magic amplified every sensation, turning what should have been pure pain into a twisted mixture of agony and pleasure.

*Swallow,* the entity in her mouth commanded, and then it came.

Hot cum flooded her throat, spurting directly into her stomach. Marina swallowed convulsively, the thick seed coating her tongue, and the taste was overwhelming—salt and brine and that strange sweetness that made her head spin. The entity kept coming, filling her mouth until cum leaked from her lips, floating away in cloudy streams.

The one in her ass came next, its knot swelling even larger as it pumped seed into her bowels. Marina felt the heat spreading through her, felt her belly distending as the entity flooded her back passage with cum. There was too much, far too much, and it had nowhere to go with the knot blocking her entrance.

Then the leader came, and Marina's world went white.

The flood into her pussy was torrential, spurting against her cervix with enough force that she felt it being pushed open. The leader pumped directly into her womb, filling it until her belly swelled visibly, the pressure so intense it bordered on pain. But the magic wouldn't let her break—it held her together, forced her body to take every drop.

Marina's orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed in the bindings, every hole clenching rhythmically around the knotted shafts, milking them for more. The pleasure was total, erasing her mind, leaving only the raw sensation of being bred in every way possible. She came and came, the climax rolling through her in waves that seemed endless.

The entities held their knots inside her as she convulsed, praising her in a chorus of telepathic voices.

*Perfect vessel.*

*Made to be filled.*

*Ours to milk forever.*

When the orgasm finally released her, Marina hung limp in the bindings. Her belly was distended with cum, her mouth dripping with it, her ass and pussy still plugged by knotted tentacles. She quivered with aftershocks, her body wrung out and oversensitive, every nerve raw.

The collective hadn't withdrawn. They remained locked inside her, still pulsing, still releasing slow spurts of seed that kept her filled to the brim. Marina's eyes were glazed, her mind barely present, lost in the haze of magic and pleasure and overwhelming sensation.

She was their vessel, filled and bred and claimed, and as the ruins echoed with the collective's satisfaction, Marina couldn't remember why she'd ever resisted.



They brought her to the ruin's sacred core, where a ring of anemones glowed with light so bright it hurt to look at directly. Marina floated in the center, her body finally freed from the bindings but too exhausted to swim. She drifted in the current, her limbs limp, her torn wetsuit barely clinging to her frame. The water here thrummed with power, alive with the magic that had reshaped her from the inside out.

Her belly was still distended, swollen with the cum they'd pumped into her. She could feel it sloshing inside her womb, heavy and warm, a constant reminder of how thoroughly she'd been bred. Her pussy ached, stretched and gaping, unable to close properly after being knotted so many times. Her ass throbbed, her throat was raw, and yet beneath the pain, there was a warmth that had nothing to do with temperature.

Marina raised a trembling hand, watching the way her fingers moved through the water. Her skin was marked—not bruised, but changed. Pale lines traced across her arms and legs where the tentacles had gripped her, patterns that glowed faintly in the dark water. She touched her belly, feeling the swell, and the shame that washed through her was complicated by something else. Satisfaction. Pride, even, in how much she'd taken.

"I shouldn't crave this," she whispered into the water, her voice carrying strangely without the regulator. The magic let her speak underwater, let her breathe it like air, and that alone should have terrified her. But Marina was beyond terror now. She'd been broken apart and reassembled, and the pieces didn't fit together the way they had before.

She traced the slick residue on her inner thighs, the glowing cum that still leaked from her used holes. The scent of it filled the water, marked her as theirs, and her pussy clenched at the memory of being filled. Her clit was still swollen, sensitive to even the gentle current, and when she brushed her fingers across it, the spark of pleasure made her gasp.

The water pulsed, and Marina looked up to see them returning.

The leader emerged from the shadows first, its pearl eyes fixed on her with that unsettling intelligence. Behind it, the collective followed, their tentacles writhing in anticipation. They'd harvested from her, bred her, used every hole, and now they were back for more. Marina should have tried to swim away, should have looked for escape, but instead, she found herself drifting toward them.

Her lips parted, and the words came out before she could stop them.

"Knot me again."

The admission hung in the water between them, and Marina felt the shame of it burn through her chest. But louder than the shame was the need—the aching emptiness despite being filled so recently, the hunger for that stretch and fullness and overwhelming sensation. The magic had rewired her, or maybe it had just revealed what had always been there, buried beneath civilization and propriety.

The leader's voice pulsed through her mind, and she caught the edge of pleasure in it.

*You have accepted your purpose.*

Its tentacles reached for her, and Marina didn't resist. She spread her legs, offering her pussy, her holes, her body for their use. The leader's largest tentacle approached, the knotted tip already rigid and glistening, and when it pushed inside her gaping entrance, Marina moaned with relief.

The stretch was easier this time, her body already trained to accommodate the intrusion. The shaft sank deep, filling her channel, and when the knot reached her entrance, she pushed back against it, helping it pop inside. The bulb locked behind her entrance, and Marina threw her head back, crying out as it pressed against her cervix.

*More,* she begged telepathically, not even sure how she was doing it. *Please, I need more.*

The collective responded. Tentacles wrapped around her limbs, positioning her, and then they filled her other holes. One pushed into her ass, stretching her still-tender rim, the knot popping inside with a burn that made her shudder. Another approached her mouth, and Marina opened eagerly, taking it down her throat without gagging, swallowing around the shaft as it lodged the knot in her mouth.

She was airtight again, filled completely, and the sensation was everything she'd been craving. The tentacles began to thrust, coordinated and relentless, using her holes in perfect rhythm. Marina's body responded immediately, her inner walls clenching, her throat relaxing, taking everything they gave her.

But something was different this time. As the pleasure built, Marina felt a strange pressure in her breasts. She'd always been small-chested, athletic, but now she felt them swelling, growing heavier against her torn wetsuit. The fabric strained, then tore completely, exposing her breasts to the water.

They were larger, fuller, and when she looked down, she saw her nipples leaking.

Not water. Not blood. Milk.

The liquid was luminescent, glowing with the same ethereal light as the entities' seed, and it streamed from her nipples in thin streams that dispersed into the water. Marina's eyes widened in shock, but the sensation wasn't painful—it was relief, like pressure being released. Her breasts ached with fullness, heavy and sensitive, and each throb of the tentacles inside her seemed to trigger another spurt of milk.

The collective noticed immediately. Smaller tentacles approached her breasts, wrapping around the swollen flesh, and then the tips—smaller, more delicate than the ones fucking her—latched onto her nipples.

They began to drink.

The sensation was unlike anything Marina had experienced. The tentacles suckled at her breasts, drawing the enchanted milk from her in long pulls that sent shivers through her body. Each draw on her nipples connected directly to her pussy, making her inner walls clench around the knot buried inside her. She was feeding them, nourishing them with her own transformed body, and the intimacy of it was overwhelming.

The leader thrust deeper, its knot swelling inside her pussy, and Marina felt the familiar heat building. It was going to cum inside her again, fill her womb with more seed, breed her while its collective drank from her breasts. The wrongness of it, the utter perversion, should have disgusted her, but instead, Marina found herself pushing back against the thrusts, milking the tentacles with her body.

*Yes,* the voices chorused in her mind. *Feed us. Let us breed you. You are ours.*

"Yours," Marina moaned around the tentacle in her mouth, the word garbled but understood. "I'm yours."

The leader came first, flooding her womb with hot, glowing cum. The pressure was intense, her belly swelling even more, but her body accepted it, stretched to accommodate every drop. The one in her ass came next, pumping seed into her bowels until she felt it backing up into her intestines. The one in her mouth spurted down her throat, and she swallowed desperately, taking it all.

The tentacles on her breasts suckled harder, drinking faster, and Marina felt the milk flowing from her in rivers. They were taking everything—her milk, her body, her submission—and she gave it willingly.

Her orgasm built slowly this time, spreading from her core like ripples in water. It started in her pussy, clenching around the knot, then spread to her ass, her throat, her breasts. Every part of her that they occupied lit up with pleasure, and when the climax hit, it consumed her utterly.

Marina screamed around the tentacle in her mouth, her body convulsing in the water. The pleasure was total, erasing thought, erasing self, leaving only sensation and surrender. She came and came, her holes milking the tentacles, her breasts spraying milk that the collective eagerly drank, her mind shattering into fragments of ecstasy.

When it finally released her, Marina floated in the aftermath, barely conscious. The tentacles had withdrawn, leaving her holes gaping and leaking, her breasts still heavy with milk. She drifted in the sacred core, surrounded by the collective, marked and claimed and transformed.

She gazed toward the deeper abyss beyond the ruins, where darkness waited with mysteries she'd never imagined. The shame was there, a quiet burn in her chest, but it was overshadowed by something else. Belonging. Purpose. She was their vessel now, bred and marked, and part of her—a part growing stronger with each passing moment—didn't want to leave.

Marina's hand drifted to her swollen belly, feeling the cum sloshing inside, and she whispered into the water, "What have I become?"

The leader's voice answered, gentle now, almost tender.

*You have become what you were always meant to be. Ours.*

And as the collective closed in around her, tentacles wrapping her in an embrace that promised more breeding, more milking, more pleasure and pain twisted together, Marina closed her eyes and accepted it. The ruins had claimed her, body and soul, and she would never surface the same.

If she surfaced at all.
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