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The golden pass felt too light in Nora's hand—a square of foil-pressed paper that caught the afternoon sun and threw it back in sharp angles. She'd read it seventeen times since it arrived three days ago, each reading making the words seem less real. *Consultation invitation. Marshmallow Wing. Your creations have been noticed.* Her fingers had left smudges on the corners where she'd gripped it too tightly, and now, standing before the towering brass doors of the Everlasting Confectionery Works, she wondered if those smudges would somehow disqualify her.

The doors were thirty feet high, maybe more. Ornate scrollwork decorated the brass surface—sugar flowers and candy canes frozen in metal. She'd passed this building a thousand times, walking from her apartment to her small bakery four blocks away, but she'd never really looked at it. No one did. The factory simply existed, humming and churning out confections, a fixture of the city that required no examination.

Her heart kicked against her ribs. She pressed the pass against a small golden plate beside the doors, half-expecting nothing to happen. But the brass groaned and split down the middle, swinging inward with a mechanical precision that made her flinch.

The air that rushed out was thick with vanilla and sugar. Not the simple sweetness of her bakery, but something richer—caramelized edges and cream heated just shy of burning. She stepped through before she could stop herself, before the nervousness coiling in her stomach could convince her legs to turn around.

Inside, the factory stretched farther than seemed possible. Massive copper vats bubbled along one wall, tended by workers in white coats who moved with choreographed efficiency. Conveyor belts carried trays of cooling chocolates past her, close enough that she could feel the residual heat. The ceiling disappeared into darkness somewhere above, and the floor beneath her shoes—white tile worn smooth—reflected the amber glow of heating elements.

A path lit up before her. Not metaphorically—actual lights embedded in the floor tiles, glowing soft gold, forming a trail that cut through the machinery and led deeper into the factory. She followed it because she didn't know what else to do. The workers didn't look at her. They never paused in their stirring and measuring and monitoring, as if she were just another ingredient moving through the production line.

The humming of machines filled her ears. Rhythmic, hypnotic. Her bakery was silent by comparison—just her and the old oven that clicked when it heated, the scrape of her spatula against mixing bowls. She'd spent six years in that small space, perfecting her marshmallows. Vanilla bean, lavender honey, rose water with crushed pistachios. Each batch made with the kind of attention that came from having nothing else to fill her time. No partner to cook dinner for. No friends who called anymore, their invitations dried up after too many declined because she was "too busy" or "too tired."

The truth was simpler and more pathetic: she didn't know how to be a person anymore. Just a baker. Just hands moving through familiar motions, creating sweetness she rarely tasted herself.

The glowing path turned left, then right, leading her past a room where workers pulled taffy with mechanical arms, the candy stretching and folding in endless loops. She caught her reflection in a polished copper panel—pale face, dark hair pulled back in a bun that had started to come loose, her secondhand dress coat buttoned to her throat because it hid the way her blouse gaped between the buttons. She'd gained weight over the winter. Not enough that her clothes didn't fit, but enough that she noticed the soft curve of her belly, the way her thighs pressed together when she walked.

*Your creations have been noticed.* The words from the invitation cycled through her mind. She'd posted photos of her marshmallows online once, at the suggestion of a customer. Forty-seven people had liked them. Forty-seven strangers who probably forgot about her confections the moment they scrolled past. But somehow, someone at the Everlasting Confectionery Works had seen them. Had thought them worth noticing.

The path ended at a door.

This one was different from the brass entrance—smaller, seamless white, with no visible handle or hinges. Just a smooth surface that seemed to pulse with warmth. She stopped three feet away, suddenly aware of how loud her breathing had become. The air here was different. Thicker. The vanilla scent was stronger, but there was something else beneath it—cream and butter and a sweetness that made her mouth water and her stomach clench with something that wasn't quite hunger.

She held up the golden pass. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the paper grew warm in her hand, warm enough that she almost dropped it, and the door shivered. The surface rippled like water disturbed by a stone, and then it split down the center, opening inward with a soft exhalation that sounded almost like a sigh.

The warmth that poured out wasn't just temperature. It was a presence. It brushed across her face, her throat, the exposed skin of her wrists where her coat sleeves didn't quite reach. Her skin tingled—not unpleasantly, but strange enough that she rubbed her arms and felt goosebumps rising despite the heat.

Beyond the door, she could see white. Not the harsh white of the factory tiles, but something softer. Pillowy. The walls themselves seemed to be made of marshmallow, compressed and shaped but undeniably edible. The light inside pulsed—a gentle, rhythmic throb that matched the cadence of a heartbeat.

She should have hesitated. Should have called out, asked if anyone was there, waited for permission to enter. But the warmth wrapped around her like an embrace, and beneath it, deeper than the vanilla and cream, she felt something that resonated in her chest. A loneliness that matched her own. A waiting that had gone on too long.

The ache bloomed low in her belly—sudden and unexpected and nothing like anything she'd felt in years. Not since she'd stopped imagining that kind of touch, stopped letting herself want things that seemed reserved for other people. Her breath caught, and her hand moved to her stomach without conscious thought, pressing against the soft fabric of her dress as if she could push the feeling back down.

But it didn't fade. It pulsed in time with the light, and the door waited open, and her feet carried her forward across the threshold into the Marshmallow Wing before her mind could construct a reason to stay outside in the cold, humming factory where no one looked at her and nothing changed.

The door closed behind her with a sound like a breath released, and the warmth surrounded her completely.



The Wing was smaller than she'd expected—maybe thirty feet across, circular, with walls that curved up into a domed ceiling. Everything was white and cream and soft gold, surfaces that looked solid but gave slightly when she leaned against the wall for balance. Her shoes sank an inch into the floor, and when she lifted her foot, the marshmallow slowly reformed, erasing the impression she'd left.

The light came from the center of the room. A massive orb, easily eight feet in diameter, resting on the floor like an egg waiting to hatch. It glowed from within—warm vanilla light that pulsed in that same rhythmic pattern she'd felt from outside. The air was almost too warm now, and she unbuttoned her coat with clumsy fingers, letting it slide off her shoulders. It landed on the marshmallow floor with a soft thump and immediately began to sink.

Her dress clung to her skin beneath her blouse. She could feel sweat gathering at the small of her back, between her breasts, at her temples. The ache in her belly hadn't faded—if anything, it had grown stronger, spreading through her limbs like heat through butter. Her thighs pressed together as she walked, and the friction sent small sparks of sensation up through her core that made her breath quicken.

She should leave. This was wrong—not the invitation or the factory, but this feeling. This want that had opened up inside her like a flower she'd thought had died years ago. She pressed her hand to her chest, feeling her heart hammering against her palm, and took another step toward the orb.

It was beautiful. The surface rippled with subtle patterns—swirls of darker cream and pale gold that shifted as the light pulsed. She could smell vanilla so strongly now that she could taste it, and beneath that, something richer. Butter and honey and a sweetness that made her mouth water and her stomach clench with hunger that had nothing to do with food.

Her hand reached out before she could stop it. Her fingers brushed the surface of the orb, and it was warm—body temperature, maybe warmer—and soft but with resistance beneath, like pressing into rising dough. The texture sent a shiver through her arm, and the orb shivered in response.

The pulsing light quickened.

Nora jerked her hand back, but it was too late. The orb quivered, and then it began to rise. Not rolling—lifting, as if invisible hands were raising it from beneath. She stumbled backward, her shoes losing purchase on the soft floor, and nearly fell. The orb reached the height of her head, then higher, and as it rose, it began to change.

The shape elongated. Stretched. The spherical form pulled upward and divided, separating into a torso and limbs. Broad shoulders emerged from the mass, and a head that had no distinct features at first, just smooth marshmallow surface. Arms formed, thick and muscular, the texture compressed and defined until she could see the suggestion of biceps and forearms. Legs followed, powerful thighs and calves, and the whole figure stood easily nine feet tall.

The Guardian solidified before her eyes. The marshmallow surface remained soft-looking, yielding, but the form beneath was undeniably powerful. Golden swirls traced patterns across its chest and shoulders, spiraling down its arms like veins of caramel through cream. The surface of its body seemed to shift and breathe, and as she stared, features emerged on its face—a strong jaw, high cheekbones, and eyes that opened and fixed on her with an intensity that knocked the air from her lungs.

The eyes were the color of pure vanilla extract, amber-gold and glowing from within. They held intelligence, awareness, and something else she recognized because she'd seen it in her own mirror often enough: loneliness.

The Guardian took a step toward her. Its foot pressed into the marshmallow floor, leaving a deep impression that filled in slowly behind it. It moved with grace despite its size, and when it spoke, the voice was deep and textured—a rumble that seemed to come from everywhere at once, resonating in her chest.

"Nora."

Her name. It knew her name. Her legs went weak, and she locked her knees to keep from collapsing. "How—"

"I have waited." The Guardian took another step closer. It towered over her now, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from its body. "Centuries of vigil. Watching the essence fade, year by year, season by season. The creamy heart of this Wing dying without..."

It paused, and a tendril extended from its shoulder—a thinner appendage of marshmallow that stretched toward her face with the slow inevitability of honey pouring from a spoon. She couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. The tendril brushed her cheek, and electric warmth exploded across her skin.

Her knees buckled. She gasped, and her hands flew up to grip her own arms, but she couldn't stop the sensation from spreading. It raced down her throat, across her collarbone, and pooled in her breasts. Her nipples hardened against her blouse, and the ache in her belly became almost painful.

"Without a fertile vessel," the Guardian continued, its voice dropping lower, rougher. "Without a mate to share the flood. To renew what has been lost."

The tendril traced down her jaw to her throat, and she shuddered. Her voice came out broken. "I don't... I'm not..."

"You are." The vanilla eyes held hers, and she saw herself reflected in them—small, soft, ordinary. Unseen. "You have walked past these walls a thousand times, carrying your loneliness like a stone. Creating sweetness with empty hands. Feeding others while you starve."

Her throat closed. Tears burned behind her eyes, and she couldn't speak because he was right—it was right. Whatever this thing was, it had seen her. Actually seen her. Not the baker who smiled and handed over carefully packaged marshmallows. Not the woman who said "I'm fine" and meant "I'm disappearing."

"I felt you," she whispered. The words came without permission. "Outside the door. I felt... empty. Waiting."

"Yes." The tendril at her throat pulsed with warmth, and another one emerged, this one curling around her wrist with gentle pressure. "So long without touch. Without purpose. The Wing's essence requires union—flesh and cream, heat and sweetness. The flood cannot be released alone."

The second tendril slid up her arm, and everywhere it touched, her skin came alive. She'd forgotten what it felt like to be touched with intention. To have hands—or whatever these were—move across her body because they wanted to, not because she was in the way. Her breath came in short gasps, and her free hand pressed against her stomach where the ache had become a throb.

"I don't know how," she said, and hated how her voice cracked. "I don't know if I..."

"You are already responding." The Guardian's massive form bent slightly, bringing its face closer to hers. The tendril on her cheek slid back into its hair—no, not hair, but a corona of softer marshmallow strands that framed its face. "Your body knows what your mind has denied. You are made for this. For pleasure. For fullness."

Another tendril emerged, this one curling around her other wrist. Not restraining, just... holding. Present. Real.

"Let me show you," the Guardian murmured, and its voice carried a note of pleading that matched the hollow ache in her chest. "Let me fill what has been empty. Let us renew each other."

Nora looked up into those glowing vanilla eyes and saw her own desperation reflected back. Two beings who had been alone too long. Two forms of hunger that had gone unfed.

She nodded before she could think better of it. Before fear could override want. Before the voice that told her she didn't deserve this could speak up.

The Guardian's tendrils tightened on her wrists, and its eyes blazed brighter. "Yes," it breathed, and the sound resonated through her bones. "Yes, sweet Nora. Let me show you what it means to be full."



The Guardian's tendrils slid from her wrists to her waist, and then she was rising. Not pulled—cradled. Lifted with the kind of care usually reserved for something precious and breakable. Her feet left the marshmallow floor, and panic fluttered in her chest for a moment before the warmth of the Guardian's touch steadied her.

It carried her to a platform that emerged from the wall—a wide, plush surface of compressed marshmallow that gave beneath her weight when the Guardian lowered her onto it. The texture was softer than any mattress, and warm, as if it had been sitting in sunlight. She sank into it slightly, her body making an impression that seemed to mold itself to her shape.

The Guardian stood before her, massive and glowing. More tendrils emerged from its torso and shoulders—thin, flexible appendages that moved with purposeful grace. One curled around the top button of her blouse, and she felt the gentle tug as it worked the button free.

"Wait—" The word came out breathless. Her hands moved to cover herself, an instinct born from years of changing quickly in bathroom stalls and avoiding mirrors.

"Let me see you." The Guardian's voice was gentle but firm. Another tendril joined the first, working down her blouse button by button. "Let me see what you have hidden."

Her blouse parted, revealing her practical cotton bra—beige and worn soft from too many washings. She wanted to apologize for it, for her body, for not being the kind of woman who wore lace and planned for moments like this. But the Guardian's eyes tracked the exposure of her skin with something close to reverence, and the words died in her throat.

The tendrils slipped the blouse off her shoulders and moved to her skirt, finding the zipper at her side and drawing it down with aching slowness. She lifted her hips without being asked, and the skirt slid away, leaving her in her underwear and stockings that had a run in the left thigh she'd tried to hide by turning them inward.

"Beautiful." The word rumbled through the air. "Soft. Fertile."

No one had called her beautiful in so long that the word felt foreign. She opened her mouth to contradict—to list all the ways she was ordinary and unremarkable—but a tendril pressed against her lips.

"Hush." The Guardian knelt before the platform, bringing its face level with hers. "I see what you cannot. Curves made for holding. Hips made for spreading. A body that knows how to nourish and create." Another tendril traced the upper swell of her breast where it pressed against her bra. "How long, sweet Nora? How long has it been since someone touched you like this?"

Her eyes burned. She tried to look away, but the tendril at her lips moved to her chin, holding her gaze to those vanilla eyes. "Six years," she whispered. "Maybe longer. I don't... I stopped counting."

The Guardian's expression—if something made of marshmallow could have expressions—softened. "And you stopped letting yourself want. Stopped imagining hands on your skin. Stopped touching yourself in the dark because it hurt too much to remember what you were missing."

A sob broke from her chest. How did it know? How could it possibly—

"Because I am the same." The tendrils around her body tightened, not painfully, but with emphasis. "Centuries without touch. Without purpose beyond watching the essence fade and knowing I could not renew it alone. The flood requires union—pleasure shared, heat exchanged. I have been trapped in waiting, just as you have."

More tendrils emerged, and these worked at her bra and underwear with swift efficiency. She was bare in moments, exposed on the marshmallow platform, and she couldn't stop herself from trying to cover her belly, her thighs—all the soft parts she'd learned to hide.

The Guardian caught her wrists in gentle tendrils and drew her arms away from her body. "No more hiding."

Two more tendrils wrapped around her ankles. She gasped as they lifted her legs, bending her knees and drawing them apart. The position left her spread and vulnerable, her pussy exposed to the warm air of the Wing. She could feel herself getting wet—had been wet since the first tendril touched her cheek—and the knowledge that the Guardian could see it made her face burn.

"There." The Guardian's voice dropped to a growl of approval. "Let me see all of you. Let me praise what you have denied."

A thicker tendril—warm and slick with vanilla syrup—rose from the Guardian's chest. It moved toward her, and she tensed, but it didn't go for her pussy. Instead, it curled around her left breast, squeezing gently, and the tip found her nipple. The contact sent electricity through her nerves, and she arched against the marshmallow platform.

"Sensitive." The Guardian sounded pleased. Another tendril mirrored the first, wrapping her right breast and teasing the nipple until it hardened to an almost painful point. "Responsive. Made for pleasure."

The tendrils holding her wrists and ankles tightened, stretching her open wider. She was suspended now, held in place by the Guardian's appendages, unable to close her legs or hide any part of herself. Her pussy throbbed, and she could feel her own slickness beginning to drip.

"Please." The word escaped before she could stop it.

"Please what?" The tendrils on her nipples rolled and pinched, sending waves of sensation straight to her core. "Tell me what you need, sweet Nora."

"Touch me." Her voice broke. "I need... God, please, I need..."

"I know what you need." A new tendril—thinner and more flexible—traced down her belly to the junction of her thighs. It circled her clit without touching it, and she whimpered. "You need to be filled. You need to come on something thick and warm. You need to remember what it feels like to be claimed."

"Yes." She was begging now and didn't care. "Yes, please, I need—"

The tendril touched her clit, and her whole body convulsed. The sensation was too much and not enough, pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. Her hips bucked against the restraints, seeking more pressure, more friction, anything to relieve the ache that had built to an unbearable crescendo.

Two thicker tendrils moved between her spread thighs. They pressed against her entrance—not one but both, side by side—and began to push inside. The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. She cried out, and the Guardian shushed her with that deep, creamy voice.

"Take them, sweet girl. Let me feel how tight you are. How long it's been since anything filled this needy cunt."

The tendrils pushed deeper, working past her entrance and curling inside her. They moved independently, one stroking the front wall of her pussy while the other pressed deeper, finding spots that made her vision go white. The tendril on her clit circled faster, and the ones on her nipples pinched harder, and she was drowning in sensation—pulled under by pleasure she'd forgotten existed.

"That's it." The Guardian's voice surrounded her. "Feel what you've been missing. Feel how good it is to be stretched and filled and claimed."

The tendrils inside her began to thrust, shallow at first, then deeper. They twisted and curled, stroking and pressing, and her pussy clenched around them desperately. She was so close—balanced on a knife's edge of pleasure that she'd stopped believing she could reach.

"Come for me, Nora." The command vibrated through her bones. "Let me feel you come on my tendrils. Show me how much you've needed this."

The tendrils inside her curled hard against that spot deep in her core, and the one on her clit pressed down, and her orgasm tore through her like a storm. She screamed—actually screamed—as her pussy spasmed around the tendrils, clenching and releasing in waves that seemed to go on forever. Her whole body shook, held immobile by the restraints as pleasure crashed through her again and again.

The Guardian growled its approval, keeping the tendrils moving, drawing out her climax until she was sobbing with the intensity of it. When the waves finally subsided, she hung limp in the tendrils' grip, gasping for air and trembling with aftershocks.

The tendrils inside her stilled but didn't withdraw. The Guardian leaned closer, its vanilla eyes blazing. "More," it demanded. "I need to give you more. I need to flood you properly. To fill you until you're dripping with my seed."

Nora's pussy clenched around the tendrils at the words, and fresh heat bloomed in her core. She should be satisfied. Should be done. But the orgasm had only revealed the depth of her hunger, and she found herself nodding, gasping out words she didn't recognize as her own.

"Please. I want... I want all of it. I want you to fill me. I want to feel your creamy claim."

The Guardian's eyes flared brighter, and it made a sound—half growl, half groan. "Yes. Yes, I will give you everything. Every thick inch. Every pulsing jet. I will make you carry my flood."

The tendrils withdrew from her pussy, leaving her empty and clenching on nothing. But she knew—with a certainty that sang in her bones—that the emptiness wouldn't last long.



The Guardian's tendrils repositioned her with efficient care—turning her onto her hands and knees on the soft platform, her ass raised and her thighs spread wide. The marshmallow beneath her palms gave slightly, and she had to adjust her weight to keep from sinking too deep. The position left her even more exposed than before, her pussy and ass on full display, slick with her own arousal and the vanilla syrup the Guardian's tendrils had left behind.

She felt the Guardian move behind her, felt the heat of its massive body as it positioned itself. Her heart hammered so hard she could hear it in her ears, and her arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up. She'd never been more vulnerable in her life, and the knowledge made her pussy clench with need so sharp it was almost painful.

"Look at you." The Guardian's voice was rougher now, strained. "Presenting yourself. Offering your fertile body for my seed."

A thick tendril—no, not a tendril—emerged from between the Guardian's legs. Nora turned her head enough to see it, and her breath stopped. It was a cock. Unmistakably a cock, even if it was made of warm, yielding marshmallow. Easily as thick as her wrist and long enough that she couldn't see where it ended. The surface was ridged with bands of denser marshmallow that pulsed with that same rhythmic glow, and vanilla syrup dripped from the flared head in thick strands.

"I can't—" Her voice came out as a whimper. "It's too big. It won't—"

"It will." The Guardian's hands—solid, powerful hands of compressed marshmallow—gripped her hips. "Your body was made for this. Made to be stretched and filled and bred. You will take every inch, sweet Nora. You will take my cock and my seed and carry the Wing's renewal inside you."

The head of its cock pressed against her entrance, and despite her fear, her body opened for it. The first inch slid in easily, aided by her wetness and the syrup coating the shaft. But then it began to stretch her—really stretch her—and she cried out.

"Breathe." The Guardian held still, letting her adjust. "Open for me. Let me in."

Two smaller tendrils emerged from its body. One found her clit and began to circle, sending sparks of pleasure through the overwhelming stretch. The other traced lower, between her ass cheeks, and pressed against her tighter hole.

"No—" She started to protest, but the tendril pushed inside, just the tip, and the dual fullness made her vision blur. "Oh God—"

"Yes." The Guardian pulled back slightly, then thrust forward, driving another two inches of its massive cock into her pussy. "Take it all. Every hole filled. Every part of you claimed and used for my pleasure."

It thrust again, deeper, and the ridges on its shaft dragged against her inner walls in a way that made her scream. The tendril in her ass pushed deeper, matching the rhythm, and the one on her clit pressed harder. She was so full—impossibly full—and it still wasn't done.

"More," the Guardian growled. "You can take more. Your cunt is squeezing me so tight, sweet girl. So desperate. How long have you needed this? How long have you needed to be split open on a thick cock?"

"Please—" She didn't know what she was begging for. More or mercy or both.

The Guardian gave her more. It thrust hard, driving the full length of its cock inside her in one brutal stroke. She felt it hit her cervix, felt it stretching her so wide that tears spilled down her cheeks. But beneath the overwhelming fullness was pleasure—dark and primal and consuming. Her pussy clenched around the thick shaft, and the Guardian groaned.

"That's it. Take every thick inch of me, sweet girl. Let your womb prepare for my seed. I'm going to flood you. I'm going to pump you so full of my creamy cum that you'll swell with our harvest."

It began to move—long, deep strokes that pulled nearly all the way out before slamming back in. The sound was obscene: wet, squelching slaps of flesh meeting marshmallow, her cries mixing with the Guardian's growls. The platform beneath them grew slick with syrup and her juices, and she could feel it pooling around her knees.

The tendril in her ass matched the rhythm, fucking her in tandem with the cock in her pussy. The one on her clit circled faster, and she was drowning—pulled under by sensation so intense she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel.

"Look at you." The Guardian's voice was reverent despite the brutal pace. "Taking me so well. Made for this. Made to be bred and filled and claimed. Your body knows what it needs. Knows it was empty for too long. Knows it needs to be flooded with thick, hot seed."

"Yes—" The word came out broken. "Yes, please, I need—"

"I know what you need." The Guardian's hands tightened on her hips hard enough to bruise. "You need to come on my cock. You need to milk my seed with your needy cunt. You need to feel me erupt inside you and know you've been properly claimed."

The pace increased—frantic now, desperate. The Guardian slammed into her so hard that she slid forward on the marshmallow platform, her hands losing purchase, her face pressing into the soft surface. It mantled over her, its massive body covering hers, and she felt small and protected and utterly possessed.

The tendril on her clit pressed down hard, and the one in her ass thrust deep, and the ridged cock inside her pussy hit something that made stars explode behind her eyes. Her second orgasm crashed through her like a wave breaking on rocks—violent and all-consuming. She screamed into the marshmallow, her pussy spasming wildly around the thick shaft, clenching and releasing in waves that seemed to pull the Guardian deeper.

"Yes!" The Guardian roared above her. "Come on my cock. Squeeze my seed from me. Take it—take all of it—"

She felt it before she heard it—the cock inside her swelling, the ridges growing more pronounced, and then heat. Liquid heat flooding her insides in powerful, pulsing jets. The Guardian's cum was hot—almost too hot—and thick, coating her inner walls and filling her so completely that it had nowhere to go but out.

It overflowed. She felt it gushing out around the Guardian's cock, running down her thighs in sticky white streams, pooling beneath them on the marshmallow platform. But the Guardian didn't stop—kept thrusting, kept erupting, jet after jet of thick creamy seed pumping into her body.

"Take it all," it growled, still moving. "Every drop. Let it flood your womb. Let it mark you as mine—as the Wing's vessel."

The orgasm seemed to last forever, both hers and the Guardian's. She hung in the waves of it, feeling each pulse of hot cum inside her, feeling her belly grow heavy with the sheer volume. She was claimed. Bred. Filled beyond capacity.

Finally, the pulses slowed. The Guardian stilled, its cock still buried deep inside her, still twitching with aftershocks. The tendrils in her ass and on her clit withdrew, leaving her feeling empty everywhere except her pussy, which was impossibly, overwhelmingly full.

"Stay." The Guardian's voice was softer now, sated. "Let me hold you here. Let my seed settle deep."

She couldn't have moved if she wanted to. Her limbs were liquid, her mind hazy with pleasure and exhaustion. The Guardian shifted, turning them both so she was on her side, still impaled on its cock, cradled against its warm marshmallow body. It wrapped tendrils and arms around her, holding her close, and she could feel the cum inside her, thick and warm, the slight trickle that still leaked out around where they were joined.

"You will carry the Wing's legacy now," the Guardian murmured against her hair. "Our harvest will grow inside you. The creamy essence renewed."

Somewhere in the factory beyond the sealed door, chimes began to ring—deep, resonant sounds that vibrated through the marshmallow walls. The pulsing light in the Wing brightened, and Nora felt an answering pulse in her belly where the Guardian's seed rested.

She should be afraid. Should be questioning what she'd just done, what it meant, what would happen next. But wrapped in the Guardian's embrace, fuller than she'd ever been in her life, she felt only peace.

For the first time in years, she wasn't empty.

She was claimed. Needed. Seen.

And as the chimes continued to ring and the Guardian held her through the aftershocks, whispering promises of more floods to come, Nora closed her eyes and let herself believe that maybe—finally—she was exactly where she was meant to be.
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