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Tentacles from the Deep Abyss

The submersible groaned like something dying. Elena's hands were steady on the controls, but her chest felt tight—not from fear, though fear would have been reasonable. The storm above churned the surface into chaos she could no longer see, only feel in the way the vessel shuddered and dropped, swaying on its tether of cable that grew longer with each passing minute.

Metal creaked. The hull protested with sharp pings and low moans as pressure built around her, squeezing the titanium sphere like a fist closing. She checked the depth gauge: 8,000 meters and descending. The numbers climbed with mechanical indifference while the darkness outside the portholes turned absolute, swallowing the last traces of surface light.

She should have waited. The storm had come in fast, turning the ocean surface into a fury of thirty-foot swells, but she'd already been in the launch cradle, already cleared for descent. The research vessel's captain had given her the option to abort, his voice crackling over the comm with poorly disguised relief—hoping she'd choose to wait, to be sensible. Elena had looked at the churning grey water and felt nothing except a dull certainty that sensible had never gotten her anywhere worth going.

So she'd descended.

A bioluminescent jellyfish drifted past the starboard porthole, its bell pulsing with cold blue light. Then another, and another—a scattered constellation of living lanterns in the void. Elena watched them with the detachment of someone who'd seen too many wonders to feel wonder anymore. Six years of deep-sea research. Three failed grant proposals. A marriage that had ended not with drama but with her ex-husband's quiet observation that she seemed more comfortable in a pressurized death trap than in their bed.

He hadn't been wrong.

The submersible jerked, dropping faster. Elena's stomach lurched. She adjusted the ballast, slowing the descent to something controlled, and the vessel steadied. Outside, something long and segmented undulated past—too quick to identify, gone before she could focus the external camera. The abyss was full of things that moved like rumors, there and gone, never quite seen.

Her instruments glowed in the darkness of the cabin. Sonar screen, depth gauge, oxygen levels, battery status—all the small reassurances that she was still connected to the world of measurements and rationality. She'd stopped believing those reassurances meant safety years ago, but she tracked them anyway, out of habit or superstition.

The isolation was supposed to bother her. The training had emphasized it: hours alone in a cramped sphere, no one to talk to, nothing but the dark and the pressure and your own thoughts. Other researchers had washed out because of it, surfaced early with shaking hands and thousand-yard stares. Elena had felt the opposite. Down here, the loneliness was honest. It didn't pretend to be anything else, didn't wear the mask of colleagues who smiled and competed, lovers who stayed until they didn't, families who called twice a year out of obligation.

Down here, she could admit she'd been alone the whole time.

Something pinged on the sonar. Elena leaned forward, frowning at the screen. A return signal—faint, but rhythmic. Pulse. Pause. Pulse. Pause. Not the random scatter of terrain or the organic chaos of a whale's song. This was regular, almost mechanical, coming from deeper in the trench.

She checked the coordinates. The reading originated from an unmapped section of the abyssal plain, a zone where the trench floor was supposed to drop away into a subduction scar. No one had been down that far in this region. No one had wanted to. The geological surveys suggested unstable substrate, potential hydrothermal activity, conditions too dangerous for the payoff of a few rock samples and video footage.

The pulse continued. Steady. Patient.

Elena's fingers moved across the controls, adjusting her trajectory. The rational part of her mind—the part that had earned her doctorate, that understood protocol and risk assessment—suggested she log the anomaly and continue her planned survey route. Strange readings happened. Equipment malfunctioned. The deep ocean played tricks with sound and pressure.

But her hands kept moving, steering the submersible toward the source.

The pull was inexplicable. She felt it low in her stomach, a restless ache that had nothing to do with the descent or the pressure. It felt like recognition, like her body knew something her mind refused to acknowledge. The rhythmic pulses seemed to resonate in her chest, matching some internal cadence she hadn't known existed.

Her breath came shorter. Elena pressed a hand against her sternum, feeling her heartbeat—too fast, adrenaline spiking without reason. The cabin felt smaller. The air tasted stale despite the scrubbers working steadily. She was warm, flushed, and the sensation was wrong because the cabin was cold enough that her breath should have fogged.

The porthole showed nothing but black. Then, a flicker—blue-green bioluminescence, distant and brief. Then another, closer. Shapes moved in the dark, drawn by her lights or by something else. Elena watched a creature drift past that looked like it had been assembled from spare parts: translucent flesh stretched over too many joints, eyes like clouded marbles, a mouth that hinged open to show rows of needle teeth.

It didn't frighten her. Nothing down here frightened her anymore.

The pulse grew stronger. The sonar screen showed she was approaching the source—still 400 meters below, nestled in what the readings suggested was a cavern network. Her training screamed at her to stop, to surface, to report the finding and let someone else investigate with proper preparation.

Elena adjusted her descent rate, going deeper.

The ache in her core intensified. It felt almost sexual, a warmth spreading through her pelvis that made her shift in the seat. She pressed her thighs together, startled by the sensation, by the slickness she felt between her legs. This was insane. She was alone in a submersible, descending into an unmapped trench during a surface storm, chasing a signal that made no scientific sense and feeling aroused by the darkness itself.

But she didn't stop.

The cable above her had gone slack—she'd descended too far, moved laterally beyond its reach. She was untethered now, running on battery power alone, with no way back except her own navigation. The research vessel wouldn't even know where she was. The storm would make recovery impossible until it passed.

She should have been terrified. Instead, she felt alive for the first time in years.

The pulse quickened, as if sensing her approach. As if welcoming her.

Elena's hands were numb from gripping the controls, but she felt heat everywhere else—in her face, her neck, the space between her breasts where sweat gathered despite the cold. The submersible descended through a school of eyeless fish that scattered like ash in wind, and she thought: I'm going to find something down there. Something that's been waiting.

The certainty was irrational and absolute.

She piloted deeper into the dark, following the pull, following the pulse, following the ache that had settled in her core like a promise or a threat.



The cavern mouth appeared on sonar three seconds before the submersible struck the ledge.

Elena had time to register the opening—massive, irregular, carved by forces that had nothing to do with water erosion—and then the vessel lurched sideways as a current caught it, slamming her against the restraints. Metal shrieked. The impact sent shockwaves through her teeth, her spine, every bone in her body compressed and released in a single violent instant.

The lights flickered. Died. Emergency systems kicked in with dim red backup illumination that turned the cabin into something from a nightmare. Elena's hands flew across controls that no longer responded, circuit breakers tripped, navigation offline, and the depth gauge spinning uselessly as the submersible tumbled into the cavern network.

She was falling in slow motion. The vessel scraped against rock walls, each impact a grinding roar that drowned out her breathing, her heartbeat, her thoughts. Water sprayed from a seal that had cracked, a thin stream that would widen into a flood. The pressure would crush her. She'd drown in the dark, body never recovered, another cautionary tale about researchers who pushed too far.

The submersible hit bottom with a final, definitive crunch. Silence followed—or something close to silence, broken only by the hiss of leaking hydraulics and that steady drip of incoming water. Elena hung against the restraints, blood in her mouth from where she'd bitten her tongue. Her hands trembled as she tried the comm system. Static. Of course static.

She was trapped. The ballast controls were dead, thrusters offline, no way to surface even if she could navigate back through the cavern system. The red emergency lights made everything look like it was already covered in blood.

The water at her feet was cold. It had pooled around the pedals, rising steadily. Elena fumbled with the restraints, fingers clumsy from adrenaline or shock or the cold that was creeping through her suit. She needed to assess the damage, find a way to seal the breach, buy herself time to—

Something moved outside the porthole.

Elena froze. The movement had been massive, a displacement of water that rocked the submersible. She stared through the reinforced glass, seeing nothing in the darkness beyond the dying emergency lights. Then, a glow—faint, blue, pulsing like a heartbeat.

The pulse she'd been following. It was right outside.

More movement. The submersible shifted, lifted slightly, and Elena realized with sick certainty that something was beneath it. Something large enough to move three tons of titanium and steel like it weighed nothing.

The glow intensified. Blue-purple light seeped through the portholes, and Elena saw them—tentacles. Massive, coiling around the hull, each one as thick as her torso and lined with something that looked like muscle or vein, pulsing with that bioluminescent glow. They moved with purpose, with intelligence, wrapping the vessel in an embrace that was almost gentle.

Almost gentle until they began to pry.

The hull groaned. Metal bent with sounds that shouldn't be possible, rivets popping like gunshots. Elena pressed herself back against the seat, watching the starboard porthole as a tentacle slid across it, blotting out the faint light. The appendage was sleek, black-purple flesh that gleamed wetly, and those blue veins pulsed beneath the surface like light traveling through fiber optics.

"No," she whispered, though she didn't know what she was refusing.

The hull shrieked. The tentacle inserted itself into the breach, widening the crack, and water flooded in faster, rising past her ankles, her calves. Elena's breath came in short gasps. She was going to die. She was going to drown or be crushed or—

The porthole shattered.

Glass exploded inward in a spray of seawater and pressure. Elena screamed, arms flying up to protect her face, and the ocean poured in with enough force to slam her against the back of the cabin. Her suit kept her from the worst of it, but she felt the cold like knives, the pressure threatening to collapse her lungs.

Through the broken porthole, she saw it emerge.

The leviathan rose from the darkness like a god made flesh. Its central body was massive, easily three meters in diameter, black-purple flesh that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it. Those blue veins covered its surface in intricate patterns, pulsing in rhythm with the signal that had drawn her here. Dozens of tentacles radiated from the core, varying in thickness from as slim as her wrist to as thick as support pillars, all moving with hypnotic fluidity.

And the eyes. Golden, luminous, set in the central mass—not two, but a cluster of them, arranged in a pattern that hurt to look at directly. They were too intelligent, too aware, tracking her movements with an attention that made her feel transparent.

Elena couldn't breathe. Terror locked her muscles, but beneath it—shamefully, inexplicably—she felt heat bloom in her core. The same ache from before, intensified to the point of pain. Her nipples were hard against her suit. She was wet between her legs, and it had nothing to do with the seawater flooding the cabin.

A voice filled her head. Deep, resonant, echoing through her skull like it originated from inside her own mind: *Elena.*

She gasped. Her name. It knew her name.

*Elena Hayes. Thirty-four years old. Alone. So very alone, despite the surface world teeming with your kind.*

"How—" Her voice broke. "What are you?"

The tentacles moved closer, pushing through the broken porthole, filling the cabin. One brushed her leg, and even through the suit she felt warmth, electric and wrong. Her body jerked, but there was nowhere to go, pressed against the back wall with water rising around her and this creature invading the only space she had left.

*I am what you came seeking,* the voice said. *Though you did not know you sought me. I have waited here for centuries, Elena. Alone in the dark, feeling nothing but cold and pressure and the slow death of time. I called to you because I sensed your loneliness. It matches my own.*

A thicker tentacle curled around her waist, not crushing but holding her firmly. The pressure should have been terrifying. Instead, Elena felt her body respond with a pulse of arousal so intense it made her dizzy. The appendage was warm against her suit, muscles rippling beneath the sleek flesh.

"Let me go," she said, but her voice lacked conviction.

*You do not wish me to let you go. Your body knows the truth even if your mind resists. Can you feel it, Elena? The way your flesh responds to mine? The heat between your thighs, the ache in your core?*

Another tentacle slid up her leg, thinner, more dexterous, and even through the layers of her suit she felt it tracing patterns that made her bite back a moan. Fear and arousal tangled together until she couldn't separate them, couldn't think past the sensation of being held, touched, seen in a way she'd never been seen before.

*You are warm,* the voice murmured, reverent and hungry. *So warm. I had forgotten warmth existed.*

"Please—" Elena didn't know what she was asking for. Release or more, escape or surrender.

The leviathan pulled her from the wrecked submersible, tentacles wrapping her limbs, her torso, cradling her like something precious as it drew her deeper into the cavern. She caught a glimpse of the space beyond—vast, glowing with bioluminescence, beautiful and alien and utterly isolated from everything she'd known.

*Come with me,* it said. *Let me show you what it means to be truly known.*

And despite the fear, despite the insanity of it, Elena felt herself stop struggling.



The cavern was a cathedral of bioluminescence.

Elena hung suspended in the creature's grip, tentacles wrapped around her thighs, her waist, her upper arms—held secure but not crushed. The space around her glowed with blue-green light emanating from clusters of organisms growing on the rock walls, from veins of some luminescent mineral, from the creature itself. The water here was warmer than it should have been at this depth, heated by hydrothermal vents she could feel pulsing beneath her.

Beautiful. It was horrifyingly beautiful.

*I am called Thalor,* the voice said in her mind, gentler now. *And I have been alone here for longer than your species has had written language.*

"Thalor," Elena repeated aloud, tasting the name. Her voice echoed in the cavern, small and human against the vast space.

*You cannot survive in your suit much longer. The breach has flooded your oxygen supply. I can sense your distress—your body struggling, your air thinning.* A pause. *I can help you, Elena. But you must trust me.*

She should have been screaming. Should have been fighting, clawing at the tentacles, desperate to escape. Instead, she felt calm—or something beyond calm, a resignation that felt almost like relief. She was going to die anyway. The submersible was destroyed. The surface vessel wouldn't find her. She could drown in the suit over the next hour, panic and suffocate, or she could...

"What are you?" she asked again.

*Old. Powerful. Utterly alone.* The golden eyes studied her. *Like you, Elena Hayes. I felt your loneliness from the moment you entered the trench. It called to me louder than any sonar. You came down here seeking something, even if you did not know what. You came seeking connection.*

Her throat tightened. "I came to do research."

*You came to escape.* The words were not accusatory but gentle, almost tender. *Your marriage failed. Your colleagues see you as competition, not companion. Your family barely remembers you exist. You spend your time in the depths because at least here, the isolation is honest.*

Elena's eyes burned. She wouldn't cry—couldn't afford to, not in the suit—but her chest ached with recognition. "How do you know that?"

*Because I know loneliness. I have felt nothing else for eons. When I reached out with my call, I sought someone who would understand. Someone who might choose me, even knowing what I am.*

"And what are you?" she whispered.

*Hungry. Desperate. In need of warmth and companionship and the touch of another living being so badly that I would wait centuries for it.* The tentacles around her tightened fractionally. *I am a monster, Elena. But I am a monster who sees you. All of you. And finds you perfect.*

Something broke inside her. Not her fear—that was still present, sharp and real—but the walls she'd built around her loneliness, the armor that had kept her functional and numb. Tears did come then, hot behind her faceplate, and she made a sound that was half-sob, half-laugh.

"I'm going to die down here anyway," she said. "Aren't I?"

*Not if you let me help you.*

"How?"

*Trust me.*

And impossibly, she did.

The tentacles moved with sudden purpose. Thinner appendages found the seals of her suit, manipulating them with dexterity that should have been impossible for something that had never seen human technology. Elena felt the helmet release with a hiss, and she gasped as it was pulled away—but there was air, warm and humid and tasting faintly of minerals, filling her lungs.

"How—"

*This cavern is sealed,* Thalor explained. *Fed by volcanic vents that heat water to steam, that creates air pockets. You can breathe here. You can survive here.*

The suit came apart piece by piece. Thalor was careful, almost reverent, peeling away the layers that separated her skin from the water and air. Elena shivered as her torso was exposed, her breasts bare, nipples hardening in the warm air. The leggings came next, stripped down her thighs, and she felt absurdly vulnerable—naked in this alien space, held by a creature that shouldn't exist.

*Exquisite,* Thalor murmured. *So soft. So warm. Elena, you are more beautiful than anything I have seen in the abyss.*

She should have felt shame. Instead, arousal surged through her—hot, undeniable, pooling between her legs until she was slick with more than seawater. Thalor's golden eyes tracked over her body, and she felt seen in a way she'd never experienced. Not objectified but worshipped, every curve and flaw acknowledged and desired.

"I'm not—" Elena started, but Thalor cut her off.

*You are. Your breasts, full and soft, made for touch. Your thighs, strong from years of diving, perfect for spreading. Your cunt—I can smell your arousal, Elena. Sweet and human and calling to me.*

A thinner tentacle slid up her inner thigh, and Elena gasped. The touch was electric, warm, slick with some fluid that made her skin tingle. It traced patterns on her skin, and she realized she could feel the texture—smooth flesh but with subtle ridges, almost like a tongue.

*I want to know every part of you,* Thalor said. *I want to make you come apart in my grasp. I want to hear you beg for what only I can give you.*

"Yes," Elena whispered, and didn't recognize her own voice.

Two tentacles wrapped around her breasts, squeezing gently, and thinner ones—no thicker than her fingers—found her nipples. They circled the sensitive buds, teasing until Elena arched in the grip that held her suspended. The sensation was overwhelming: warm, wet, just rough enough to send sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

"Oh god—" Her hips rolled, seeking friction that wasn't there yet.

*So responsive,* Thalor praised. *So desperate for touch. How long has it been, Elena? How long since anyone made you feel desired?*

"Too long," she gasped. The tentacles on her nipples squeezed, pulled, and she moaned—actually moaned, the sound echoing in the cavern. "Years. It's been years."

*Then let me give you what you have been missing.*

A thicker tentacle slid between her thighs. Elena felt it against her pussy, slick with her arousal and something else—warm, slippery, tingling where it touched. It didn't penetrate, not yet, just stroked along her folds, parting them, exposing her swollen clit to the water and air.

"Please—" Elena didn't know what she was begging for anymore.

*Please what?* Thalor's voice was dark with hunger. *Tell me what you need.*

"Touch me," she whispered. "Fill me. I don't care what you are. I just—I need—"

*I know what you need.*

The tentacle at her entrance pressed forward, just the tip, stretching her open. Elena cried out at the sensation—too much, too thick, impossible—but her body yielded, slick and desperate, and the appendage slid deeper. Another joined it, thinner, twining with the first, both working inside her pussy with slow, deliberate thrusts.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Elena's head fell back, her whole body trembling.

*So tight,* Thalor growled in her mind. *So hot inside. Your body grips me like it was made for this. Made to be filled by me.*

The tentacles moved in tandem, stretching her wider, reaching deeper than any human could. Elena felt every ridge, every pulse, every slick inch pushing into her cunt. The ones on her nipples squeezed harder, and the combination sent her spiraling. Pleasure built low in her belly, coiling tighter and tighter, and she was helpless to stop it—didn't want to stop it.

"Thalor—I'm going to—"

*Come for me, Elena. Let me feel you shatter.*

The tentacles thrust deep, hitting something inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids. Elena came with a scream that echoed through the cavern, her pussy clenching wildly around the appendages filling her, her whole body convulsing in Thalor's grip. The orgasm tore through her in waves, each one more intense than the last, and Thalor held her through it—thrusting slowly, drawing it out until she was sobbing with pleasure.

*Beautiful,* Thalor murmured. *But we are not finished, my chosen one. That was merely the beginning.*

Elena hung limp in the tentacles, aftershocks rolling through her, and felt the thick appendage at her entrance pulse with intent. Thalor was right. They were far from finished.

And she wanted more.



Thalor carried her through the water to a smooth section of rock wall that glowed with faint blue veins.

Elena's body still trembled with aftershocks, oversensitive and pliant in the creature's grip. The tentacles holding her shifted, repositioning her against the stone—back pressed to the warm surface, legs spread wide and held apart by thick appendages wrapped around her thighs. She was completely exposed, completely vulnerable, and the knowledge sent fresh heat flooding through her core.

*Now,* Thalor said, voice dark with promise, *I will truly claim you.*

From the central mass of its body, something emerged. Elena watched with wide eyes as the appendage unfolded—thicker than the ones that had filled her before, easily as thick as her forearm, ridged along its length with segments that pulsed with bioluminescent blue. The head was tapered but broad, and as it approached her, she saw fluid dripping from the tip—luminescent, thick, leaving trails of light in the water.

Precum. The creature was dripping precum.

"Oh god," Elena breathed. "That won't—it's too big—"

*Your body will accept me,* Thalor assured her. *I can feel how wet you are, how desperately your cunt clenches around nothing. You need this, Elena. You need to be filled completely, stretched around my cock until you cannot remember what emptiness felt like.*

The head pressed against her entrance, and Elena whimpered. The fluid coating it made her skin tingle, made everything more sensitive, and she felt her pussy lips part around the intrusion. Thalor pushed forward slowly—mercifully slowly—and Elena felt herself stretch in ways that shouldn't be possible.

"Too much," she gasped, but her hips rolled forward, taking more.

*Not too much. Perfect.* Thalor thrust deeper, and the ridges along its length dragged against her inner walls, hitting nerves she didn't know existed. *You are made to take me. Your soft human body, so fragile on the surface, but inside—so strong. So accommodating.*

Inch by impossible inch, the appendage filled her. Elena's breath came in short gasps, her hands scrabbling against the rock wall behind her. The stretch burned and ached and felt impossibly good, pressure building inside her until she thought she might split apart. The ridges pulsed as they entered her, and she felt each one like a separate penetration.

"Please—" She didn't know what she was asking for.

*More?* Thalor's voice held dark amusement. *Oh, I will give you more, my chosen vessel.*

Another tentacle, thinner but still substantial, slid between her ass cheeks. Elena tensed immediately, but the appendage was slick with that tingling fluid, and it pressed against her rear entrance with patient insistence. She'd never—no one had ever—

*Relax,* Thalor commanded, and somehow Elena did. Her muscles loosened, and the tentacle pushed inside her ass, filling her from behind while the thick central cock continued its invasion of her pussy.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Elena's head thrashed against the stone. She was so full, stretched in both holes, and her body shouldn't be able to take it but somehow did, accommodating Thalor's claiming with desperate elasticity.

*Yes,* Thalor growled. *Take all of me. Every hole filled. Every part of you claimed as mine.*

A third tentacle rose toward her face. Elena's eyes widened as it approached her mouth, the tip pressing against her lips. It was slimmer than the others, but still substantial, and it leaked that luminescent fluid that tasted faintly of salt and something else—something that made her tongue tingle.

*Open,* Thalor commanded.

Elena opened her mouth. The tentacle pushed inside, sliding over her tongue, pressing toward the back of her throat. She gagged reflexively but forced herself to relax, to breathe through her nose, to accept this final penetration. Thalor made a sound in her mind—something between a groan and a roar—and she realized it could feel everything, every clench and flutter of her body around its appendages.

*Perfect,* it praised. *So obedient. So desperate to be filled. Now, Elena—now I will breed you properly.*

The pace changed. What had been slow and careful became relentless. Thalor thrust into all three holes in synchronized rhythm, tentacles working in concert to stimulate every sensitive spot. The ridged cock in her pussy dragged against her inner walls, hitting her g-spot with brutal precision. The tentacle in her ass pressed against some bundle of nerves that made sparks shoot up her spine. The one in her mouth slid back and forth, fucking her throat with steady pressure.

Elena couldn't scream—the tentacle in her mouth prevented it—but she made sounds, desperate and animal, muffled around the intrusion. Her body was no longer her own. She was a vessel for Thalor's pleasure, a set of holes to be filled and used, and the knowledge should have terrified her but instead sent her arousal spiraling higher.

*Feel me inside you,* Thalor demanded. *Feel how I stretch you, how I claim you. Your pussy grips my cock like it never wants to let go. Your ass clenches around me so sweetly. Your throat works to swallow me down. You were made for this, Elena. Made to be bred by me.*

The thrusts came faster, harder. Elena felt the tentacles pulse inside her, felt Thalor's rhythm become erratic with approaching climax. The appendage in her pussy swelled, ridges becoming more pronounced, and she realized it was getting even thicker—impossible, but happening, stretching her to her absolute limit.

*I am going to fill you,* Thalor growled. *Fill your womb with my seed until it overflows. You will carry my heir, Elena. Your soft human body will bloom with my offspring. Do you understand? You are mine now. My vessel. My mate.*

Elena's response was a muffled cry, but her body answered more clearly—her pussy clenched hard around the invading cock, her whole body tensing as orgasm built again, faster and more intense than before. She was going to come. She was going to come with three tentacles buried inside her, with a creature breeding her in the depths of the ocean, and the thought pushed her over the edge.

She shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning, every muscle convulsing, pussy and ass clenching wildly around the appendages filling them. She couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Thalor roared—not aloud but in her mind, a sound of triumph and desperate relief. The tentacles thrust deep, all three buried to their full length, and Elena felt it: hot ropes of cum flooding her pussy in thick, pulsing jets. The sensation was overwhelming—too much, molten heat filling her womb, stretching her further, and it didn't stop. Thalor kept coming, kept pumping seed into her until she felt it overflow, felt thick streams of luminescent cum leak from around the cock still buried inside her.

The tentacle in her ass pulsed, filling her there too—hot and slick and claiming. Even the one in her mouth released, flooding her throat with fluid she had to swallow or choke on. She swallowed, tasting salt and light, and felt it burn all the way down.

*Mine,* Thalor whispered, holding her impaled through the aftershocks. *You are mine, Elena. Your womb blooms with my seed. You will carry my heir. And when the others wake—when they sense what I have done—they will come seeking mates of their own.*

Elena hung limp in Thalor's grip, cum leaking from all three holes, body trembling with exhaustion and oversensitivity. She should have been horrified. Should have been screaming.

Instead, she felt complete.

In the depths around them, Elena heard it—or felt it, through Thalor's connection. A pulse. Then another. Others stirring in the abyss, drawn by the scent of breeding, by the call of warmth after eons of cold.

Thalor pulled her closer, tentacles wrapping her protectively.

*Let them come,* it said. *You are mine. And I will keep you safe in the dark.*

Elena closed her eyes and surrendered to the embrace.
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