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Q uinn paused at the edge of his little campsite—a rough circle of flattened grass in a

dense stand of pines whose needles crackled underfoot.

Morning light filtered through moss-laden branches, painting dapples of gold on his

canvas tarp and battered cooking pot.

He moved deliberately, stowing his snacks and jerky in an airtight sack, the faint hiss

of the zipper echoing in the hush.

He didn’t want to lure curious raccoons or anything larger.

Shoulders squared, he slung his worn backpack on, its straps soft from countless

hikes, and stepped onto the narrow dirt trail winding north through the forest.

As he walked at a casual, unhurried pace, he scribbled on a notepad with a short

pencil he’d sharpened with his pocketknife.

Teeth marks indented the wood where he’d chewed thoughtfully while pondering the

semantics of his developing story late into the previous night.

With the morning sun streaking his face through the boughs above, Quinn Michaels

thought about the pretty boy in the magazine—his muse for his main character, a

lovely young gay man who meets the love of his life in the most peculiar of places.

Quinn hadn’t yet decided where that place was, or even who the love interest would

be, but trusted it would come to him when the time was right.



He found it more interesting and exciting to allow a story to present itself to him,

rather than “digging” for it.

“Watching the handsome man and the pretty young woman embrace and kiss in the

street, unmindful of the passersby,” Quinn quietly read his most recent lines aloud,

“Thomas, a simple country boy with longings not to be mentioned, wondered if there

would come a day when someone like him could kiss his sweetheart before the eyes

of the world, invoking the same indifference as this lovely young couple.” Quinn

paused in the middle of the path, staring at the notepad, then scribbled the next few

lines.

“The brief hope that flared in his heart quickly died away as he recalled the malicious

words of the farmhands his father had hired for harvest. Their stories of deplorable

men who sinfully lusted for other men reminded Thomas that the world wasn’t a safe

place for boys like him, and would probably never be safe. ”

Quinn mentally reread the lines, feeling Thomas’ plight deep in his own heart.

Thomas’ story was set in the early nineteen hundreds, but even in nineteen sixty, little

had changed.

Quinn often dreamed of openly loving another man, but he understood the perils of

revealing his true self.

The world still wasn’t ready to accept his kind of love as genuine, viewing it instead

as an unforgivable abomination.

Even if he found another lonely soul craving love and acceptance, they would have to

keep their love hidden.

I don’t care, Quinn thought as a soft ache spread through him. It would still be worth



it to find love, to feel a connection with another being… to just have someone.

Quietly clearing his throat, Quinn tucked the pencil into his shirt pocket, let the story

rest, and took in the nature around him. This was where he felt most at peace, out in

God’s country, away from the harsh judgment of the world.

Quinn looked at his wrists and the small scars that served as a constant reminder of

how unbearable life could become at times, how trauma could wound a soul so

deeply that it wished to disappear into the eternal ether.

He had almost gone into that void, would have if not for Emily, his best friend since

elementary school.

She had pulled him back, applied emotional balm for his fractured mind, and arms

that gave the best hugs for his broken body.

After the incident, after he had tried to escape the pain in the only way he knew...

Emily had held him; held him while he cried, while he screamed, and while he

begged her to just let him go. She didn’t let go— refused to let go. Because that’s

what love does… it holds on and never gives up .

Quinn realized he was standing still again, eyes damp.

If not for Emily, he wouldn’t be here now.

He owed her his life, literally and otherwise.

She had encouraged him to pursue his passion for writing, even if it was just for

himself.

She sobbed over every short story he shared, deeply moved by his ability to bare his



soul on the page.

Emily made him believe that someday, not only would his beautiful words of love be

accepted and cherished by thousands, maybe millions, but he would also be allowed

to fall in love and marry the boy of his dreams.

Emily was the only one who understood his heart, who truly knew him .

She kept his secret, honored to be the one he trusted with his true self.

Quinn couldn’t imagine trusting anyone else as much as he trusted Emily.

Sometimes, he wished he liked girls so he could fall in love with her and get married.

They loved each other as much as two people could without actually being in love.

He often felt as though it was a cruel twist of fate that the best person for him was

someone he could never fully give his heart to.

Despite the joke of the fates, Quinn smiled as he thought of Emily.

He wondered how long he would have her to himself before some lucky man came

along, someone she deemed worthy of her heart.

He would have to be incredibly special to deserve Emily’s love.

Although Quinn wished her a full life with a wonderful husband and a family, he

dreaded losing his spot as the special man in her life.

She was all he had; he didn’t share the same hope as Emily that he would one day

meet his soulmate and live happily ever after.



Such fairytales were for princes and princesses… not two princes.

Quinn shrugged off the forlorn emotion, refusing to let it ruin what promised to be a

wonderful day of writing and enjoying nature, his final day in the woods, and

continued his hike.

The path curved between trunks mottled with lichen; no birdsong stirred, only an

occasional rustle as chipmunks skittered for cover.

Quinn’s boots sank slightly into damp needle litter, leaving a neat trail behind him.

After twenty minutes, the trees thinned, and he broke into a sunlit clearing.

A small lake lay before him, its surface smooth as glass, reflecting the sky’s pale blue

and the ragged line of evergreens beyond the far bank.

“This is cool,” he murmured, setting down his pack with a soft thud.

As he circled the water’s edge, his gaze fell on unsightly debris—empty pull-tab beer

cans glinting dully in the light, discarded condoms, candy wrappers rattling in the

slight breeze, and a scattering of cigarette butts half-buried in mud.

Quinn’s shoulders tensed, and he emitted a disgusted grunt.

“What is wrong with people?” he muttered, stepping forward to pluck the cans from

the shore. “No respect for nature.”

Beneath Quinn's fingers, the water stirred, sending faint ripples outward like delicate

threads of silk unfurling across the lake’s surface, as if the water itself were shivering

with anticipation.



Further out, a lonely paper bag caught among the slender reeds breaking the lake's

surface, swaying gently in the breeze.

Quinn sighed, shaking his head in mild exasperation.

“Is it really so difficult to take your trash with you when you leave?” he muttered

under his breath.

Quinn squatted down, unlacing his well-worn boots before peeling off his socks.

Layer by layer, he removed his clothes—first his rugged pants, then his flannel shirt,

and finally his undershirt—until he was only in his thin white boxer shorts, ready to

enter the water.

As he stepped in, the cold water seeped around his ankles, lapping against his skin

with a chilly caress that sent goosebumps rushing up his legs.

Despite the frigid sensation, he welcomed the shock, like a burst of adrenaline

waking him up —a quick jolt to start his morning.

Quinn ventured deeper into the lake, taking slow, deliberate steps as his feet felt their

way over the unseen lakebed beneath the murky water.

Goosebumps spread across his body as the icy water rose higher, engulfing his knees

and then his thighs, its touch both invigorating and numbing.

He was nearly at the reeds now, the cool water sending shivers through him, the

sensation resonating across the lake’s surface in rhythmic echoes.

“Hoo, this is cold,” he whispered, his voice barely audible over the gentle lapping of

the water.



He held his arms up, shivering as the icy liquid crept higher, soaking through his

boxers with an unforgiving chill.

A sharp, involuntary gasp escaped his lips, and he quickly thrust a hand down to

shield his sensitive parts from the numbing embrace.

“Fuck,” he gasped again, hesitating briefly before steeling himself to venture further.

His other hand skimmed the water's surface, fingertips trailing delicately over the

rippling expanse.

Another shiver pulsed across the lake, sending tremors through Quinn's body as his

toes curled against the soft, silty lakebed.

He took another tentative step, and something brushed against his shin, slick and cold

as it slithered past. It's nothing.

Just a weed , he reassured himself. Yet, the “weed” wound sinuously between his

toes, prompting him to jerk his foot back instinctively.

Probably just a baby eel. It's harmless. But the “eel” persisted, spiraling around his

ankle, then coiling further up his shin, an unsettling sensation running up his leg.

Baby eels aren’t that long .

Quinn shook his leg vigorously, desperate to dislodge the creeping tendril, until it

finally released its grip.

Exhaling a short, relieved breath, he finally reached the dense patch of reeds.

He stretched out a hand, fingers probing through the tangled stalks until they closed

around the soggy paper bag hidden within.



The slimy mess resisted, and his face contorted with disgust as he yanked it free, the

bag emerging as a sloppy, dripping mass.

“Seriously, people,” he muttered under his breath, frustration edging his words.

“Most children know how to clean up after themselves. Take some fucking

responsibility.”

“Hey, what the fuck ya doing?” A voice sharp as a snapping twig made his stomach

jolt. Quinn turned, water lapping his lower stomach, and saw two young men

standing on the bank—a tall, lean figure with a crooked grin and a second, broader

fellow whose sneer was full of challenge.

“Just, uh…” Quinn held up the soggy bag. “Cleaning up some trash.”

The taller one smirked, crossing his arms. He looked a few years older than Quinn,

maybe twenty-two or twenty-three, with close-cropped hair and eyes that gleamed

with dark amusement. “What, you some kind of nature nut? Tree hugger?”

Quinn’s brows knit. “No, I just don’t think we should pollute nature.”

The broader guy snorted, stepping forward so his boots crunched on the small rocks

near the shore’s edge. “Sounds kinda… faggy to me.”

A cold knot formed in Quinn’s gut. Heat prickled at his neck. “It isn’t,” he said

quietly. “I’m just trying to be kind to the Earth.”

“Whatever.” The second guy laughed. “Still sounds faggy.”

The first man cocked his head, menacing curiosity in his eyes as he sauntered closer.

“You, uh… you a fag , friend?”



Quinn’s throat tightened. He swallowed hard, remembering every story he’d ever

heard about gay men beaten or worse in places just like this. “No…” His voice came

out hollow. His heart pounded against his ribs like a drum.

The broad-shouldered man huffed, dropped to one knee, and snatched up Quinn’s

notebook that he’d placed on top of his backpack. A sick knot twisted up his guts;

Emily was the only one who ever read his writings, and it scared him to death for

these men to peer into his inner self.

The man scanned the page and snorted. “You sure you’re not a fag?

” he taunted, his voice dripping with derision as he tossed the notebook to the other

man and grabbed up the backpack with a swift, aggressive motion.

“Let’s see what other faggy shit you got going on,” he sneered, his fingers deftly

yanking the zipper open, its metallic teeth parting with an ominous hiss.
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Q uinn stood immobilized in the frigid water, the chill seeping into his bones and

rendering his legs numb.

Meanwhile, the eel—or whatever kind of creature it was—had made a return,

displaying an unsettling familiarity as it slithered up his leg once more, winding

around his knee with a serpentine grace.

Its flesh seemed to pulse with a life of its own, and tiny suckers latched onto Quinn’s

skin, adhering briefly before popping free, creating an unsettling, seductive rhythm as

the creature ventured further up his thigh.

Quinn swallowed hard, the pressure in his throat a reminder that the water creature

entwining his leg was the least of his immediate concerns.

Yet, a reflexive instinct propelled him to reach underwater and attempt to brush it

away.

His fingertips grazed the creature’s sinuous body, which was slick and slippery, like a

ribbon of living silk.

The curious entity paused, its movement halted as a shiver quivered through its

length—a shudder of anticipation or intrigue.

The tip of its appendage gently unfurled from Quinn’s thigh, weaving through his

fingers with an eerie yet delicate touch, as if exploring him in return.

On the shore, the broad-shouldered man rifled through Quinn's pack, casually tossing



items onto the ground without a second thought while his tall friend flipped through

the notebook, disgust pinching his face. Quinn wished for the lake to open up and

swallow him when he recalled the intimate scene he’d written last night—in much

detail—of Thomas’ fantasies about another boy.

With a swift motion, Quinn shook the creature from his numb fingers and withdrew

his hand from the icy water, his arms bent awkwardly at the elbows, fists clenched

tightly.

His entire body quivered, not solely from the biting cold that seeped into his bones.

Among the scattered items was one other thing that laid bare his sexuality: the well-

worn copy of Tomcat, a gay porn magazine—tastefully presented yet undeniably

explicit.

Quinn typically kept his “private life” well-concealed within the confines of his

apartment, away from the world.

He’d believed it was okay to bring the magazine on his camping trip since the

wilderness and its creatures were indifferent to his attractions.

He hadn't anticipated encountering any “hostiles” in the remote forest.

“What'd I tell ya?” the broad-shouldered man sneered at his companion, extracting

the porn magazine from the pack with a triumphant flourish.

The centerfold flopped open, revealing a stunning young man in all his glory—the

very image that had fueled Quinn's creativity the previous night in his tent…

as well as his fantasies. “Fuckin' fag shit,” the man spat with disdain, the words

hanging in the chilly air like a bitter echo.



Quinn was only half aware of the water creature slithering along his inner thigh as he

watched the men with the intensity of a prey animal eyeing its predator. And these

men were indeed predators. Quinn had encountered their kind before—unpredictable,

dangerous, and relentless in their pursuit.

The broader man stood up abruptly, the rustling sound of the magazine slicing

through the tense air as he shook it, the centerfold flapping like a flag of disdain.

“You really get off to this disgusting shit?” he sneered, his voice dripping with

malice.

There was nothing disgusting about the centerfold boy, Quinn’s muse —he was a

vision of beauty, not even posed provocatively or engaging in anything explicit.

He simply lay there, sharing his flawless form with the world, a masterpiece on

display, pretty as a fucking picture.

But to these predators, he was just another target, another “filthy faggot,” not even

human. .. like Quinn.

“Not a fag, huh?” The tall man’s grin stretched wider as he waved the notebook, a

sinister curve that promised trouble. “Is that your final answer?”

Beneath the surface of the water, the creature continued its curious exploration up

Quinn’s inner thigh, slinking further inside one leg of his damp boxers.

The tip of its feeler gently brushed against Quinn’s numb, retracted testicles, causing

his breath to hitch, startled by the unexpected and intimate intrusion.

He grasped at his wet boxers, fidgeting his leg in a desperate attempt to coax the

creature to retreat.



Quinn cautiously took a few steps toward the shoreline, rising slightly above the

water's surface.

The creature, sensing the movement, retracted, sliding smoothly out of his shorts,

leaving only ripples in its wake.

Quinn became acutely aware of his white boxers clinging to his crotch like a second

skin—a very translucent skin.

The fabric, soaked and plastered against his body, seemed to amplify his

vulnerability.

His eyes darted longingly to his trousers lying abandoned on the grassy bank, their

promise of modesty and protection just out of reach.

He didn’t want to be here, exposed to these men in such a humiliating manner.

The broader guy, with a smug grin, shook the crumpled porn magazine in his hand.

“You beat off to this trash?” His heavy stare dragged up and down Quinn’s nearly

naked form, each glance leaving a trail of discomfort across his gooseflesh-pebbled

skin.

“Betcha fantasize about him sticking it to you with his big cock, don’t ya?

” The man's voice dripped with derision, each word a sharp jab.

Quinn did harbor those fantasies, but admitting it was out of the question. It didn’t

matter anyway; the question was rhetorical. The man had already crafted his

narrative, and nothing Quinn could say would alter his preconceived notions.



“Of course, he does,” the tall man scoffed, rattling the notebook. “It’s all in here.

Fags rubbing all over one another and stickin’ it to each other.”

Their laughter broke the stillness of the forest, harsh and mocking bursts that

reverberated off the surrounding trees like a cruel chorus. The sound seemed to twist

the tranquility of the woods into something sinister.

“Fags are so fucking gross.” The tall one, with a sneer etched across his face, stepped

right up to the waterline, his presence a looming barrier that blocked any possible

escape.

His stance was aggressive, each step a silent threat.

“Seriously—what the fuck is wrong with you queers?” His voice oozed with

contempt, each syllable dripping with hostility as he waved the notebook at

Quinn—then threw it out into the water.

Quinn flinched as it struck the surface, floated for a moment, then sank.

He felt painfully vulnerable standing before them in his soaking wet boxers, the thin

cotton fabric clinging tightly to his skin, outlining every detail of his anatomy.

The dampness made the material nearly transparent, leaving absolutely nothing to the

imagination.

As he considered how he must appear to them, the idea of trying to reason with them

in an adult, educated manner seemed absurd.

Yet, what other choice did he have? The ominous vibes emanating from them were

unsettling, sending chills down his spine and making his heart race with a depth of

fear he hadn’t experienced since. ..



They stood isolated in the middle of nowhere; even if he screamed until his lungs

gave out, there would be no one around to hear his cries. Like before. Quinn clenched

his throat to keep from vomiting; he was so fucking scared.

“I don’t want any trouble.” Quinn attempted to infuse his voice with strength, but it

was a struggle as his teeth chattered uncontrollably from the cold, and his words

hitched; the chill in his body constricting his throat even tighter.

“Can’t you… just go your way… and let me…

go mine?” A violent shiver coursed through him, his body shuddering under the icy

grip of the air.

“I’m not… hurting… anyone,” he managed to utter, his voice barely above a whisper,

yet laden with desperation.

Please, God… don’t let it happen again…
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Q uinn’s pulse thundered. The forest, which had been so peaceful just minutes ago,

now felt like a trap.

The ripples at his thighs developed a slight pressure, as if a sudden current had

formed, trying to draw him away from the shore and deeper into the lake.

Quinn’s blood chilled as the men just stared, cold eyes flicking between him and the

lake’s smooth surface.

Quinn felt each heartbeat echo through his limbs, and he clenched his fists, water

sluicing between his fingers.

He glanced down at the water slipping around his thighs, at the trash he’d risked to

clear, and wondered just how far these men would allow their hate to carry them.

Quinn found out an instant later.

The men came at him; all pretensions dropped in the instant it took them to close the

few feet still between them. Quinn dropped the soggy bag and stumbled further into

the water, panic bubbling up so fast his head went light, and he nearly lost his balance

as a wave of dizziness swept over him.

“Nowhere to run, faggot,” the first guy sneered, wading in after him.

The water shimmered with a restless energy, rippling and churning around Quinn as

he waded further into the lake's depths.



The icy embrace of the lake crept up his body, engulfing his thighs again before

climbing back up to his crotch and wrapping around his waist like a frigid vise.

The cold was so intense it felt as if it were compressing his skin, clenching tightly at

his crotch as his body instinctively recoiled from the freezing touch.

For a fleeting moment, he was paralyzed by the numbing grasp of the water, as it

seemed to seize him with invisible hands.

Beneath him, his bare feet sank into the soft, yielding mud of the lakebed, the silt

oozing between his toes in a strangely intimate caress.

As he attempted to move, to retreat further into the depths and escape his pursuers,

his feet became ensnared, the mud's suction clinging to him like a relentless

quicksand, refusing to let go.

The men lunged, splashing through the shallows—one gripping Quinn’s shoulder and

wrenching him back, the other grabbing fistfuls of his hair and shoving him under.

Lake water surged into Quinn’s mouth and nose, filling his sinuses with a cold so

absolute it was less a sensation than an erasure, a blankness where his thoughts ought

to be.

His ears rang with their laughter, their shouts, muffled underwater: “Take it, you little

bitch!”—“Fucking queer!” Their fists beat against him, pummeling his back, the pain

of it dull and distant through the shock of the water.

He surfaced, sputtering, and clawed at the mud to get away, but the broader man

hauled him upright by the hair and spun him around.

The world tilted, a slurry of sky and water and leering faces.



The tall one yanked Quinn’s arms behind his back and pinned them in place, his

breath hot in Quinn’s face.

Then, together, they forced him to his knees in the mud.

“You like that position, don’t you?” the tall one hissed, spit flecking Quinn’s cheek.

“Bet you do, you fucking cocksucker.”

Quinn gasped, the air searing his lungs.

He tried to twist away, but their grip only tightened.

His head was forced down, nearly submerged, the reek of algae and stagnant water

filling his nostrils.

The men’s laughter was a low, rolling mockery behind him, and Quinn’s voice

caught in his throat—no scream, not even a protest, just the raw rasp of his own panic

as cold hands pawed at his waist, fingers bruising flesh through soaked cotton.

“I bet you think about this shit all the time,” the broad guy growled, jerking Quinn’s

boxers down. “You wanna get fucked, right? That’s what you disgusting faggots

do—get off on ass fucking.”

Some frantic animal in Quinn shrieked at him to fight, but the lakebed held him fast,

and the men had the leverage, pressing him face-first into the water so that the icy

lake flooded his mouth and nose.

His vision sparkled, black at the edges; for a moment, he thought he might simply

drown, which would be better than whatever was about to happen.

But they wanted him alive and squirming.



The big guy jerked him upright by the hair, water streaming from Quinn’s nose as he

spluttered and coughed for air.

His boxers were gone. He was naked, balls and cock shriveled to nothing in the frigid

water, every inch of his exposed skin a pinprick of agony.

He tried to cover himself, only to have his wrists seized and twisted behind him,

pinning him in place.

“Jesus, look at him,” the tall one laughed, voice high and wild. “You ever seen a

faggot so scared?”

The broad one grinned, teeth clenched. “Bet he thinks we’re gonna fuck him.”

The tall one leaned down, wrenching Quinn’s head back at a painful angle and hissed

in his ear, “We ain’t no faggots, you fuck. You’re gonna get what your kind

deserves.” He snapped his fingers at his buddy. “Check his pack for rope or wire or

something to tie his hands.”

The other man emerged from the shimmering lake, droplets cascading down his skin,

and began rummaging through what was left inside Quinn's backpack with a

determined urgency.

Items sailed through the air, landing haphazardly on the ground until he unearthed his

prize: a tightly wound ball of twine.

He returned to the lake, the water lapping at his legs, and started unraveling the twine,

each spin of the thread pulling it taut until he snapped it free from the ball.

Quinn inhaled sharply, a cry of agony escaping his lips as the towering figure behind

him twisted his arms with merciless precision, securing them tightly behind his back



with deft fingers.

“Give me another one,” the man barked, his voice cold and commanding, before

shoving Quinn face-first into the chilling embrace of the water.

Quinn's ankles were seized, the pressure grinding them together as he struggled in

vain.

The icy lake water surged into Quinn's nose, a suffocating torrent that invaded his

throat.

He retched and convulsed beneath the surface, his body a frantic blur of motion as the

two men held him fast, binding his ankles with swift, unyielding efficiency.

The murky depths began to close in, darkness creeping into his fading vision as his

breath slipped away—until, with a suddenness that jolted his senses, he was hauled

upright.

Quinn gasped desperately, coughing and hacking up the gritty water that choked him,

his lungs aflame and his throat raw, each breath a painful reminder of his ordeal.

A sudden blow caught him blindside—a fist meeting temple with a bright, starburst

of pain that detonated behind his eyes.

His head snapped sideways, mouth filling with the metallic tang of blood as his cheek

split against the man’s knuckles.

The lake became a blur of blue above, brown below, and the two men’s faces twisting

in and out of focus.

Quinn’s ears rang, the shrill whine of a dentist’s drill, nearly drowning out the



guttural curses slung at him.
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T hey dragged him forward, water sloshing at his hips, his knees gouging furrows

through the silt.

The tall one pinned his arms behind his back, using the twine as a leash, yanking until

Quinn’s shoulders screamed in their sockets.

The broad man worked him over with methodical cruelty: fists to the ribs, open palms

to the ears, a knee jammed into his gut hard enough to make him retch up lake water

and bile.

He tasted blood—iron and copper, thick on his tongue, mixing with lake water and

the bile rising from his gut. Their voices receded, replaced by a dull ringing, each

syllable warped as if underwater:

“Fucking stay down—”

“Hold him—”

“Let go—”

“Don’t let the faggot up—”

Quinn’s head burst above the surface, vision a wash of hot red.

The air rattled with his gasps, snot and spit stringing from his lips.

His lungs shuddered, seized in a fit of coughing that made his chest blaze.



Then—WHAM—another hit, this time from behind, a paddle of bone and muscle

slamming into the base of his skull.

For a split second, he felt his jaw go numb, his eyes rolling up, a thin white haze

crawling across his sight.

Sound wilted. The world snapped tight to a single point: the pain, sharp and radiant,

blooming through him in concentric rings.

Each time they hit him—a punch to the side of his face, a boot in his ribs, the slap of

cold water as they forced his head under—his body shrank inward, curling to a hard,

bright core.

He heard teeth crack. Then the taste of blood moved from his mouth to the back of

his nose, bright and electric.

He gagged, unable to catch breath—his hands useless, legs splayed, body twisting as

they worked him with a bleak, industrial rhythm.

Blows landed not with thuds—he could only hear the distant ringing—but with wet,

vibrating shocks that traveled through his skull and into his teeth, as if his jaw held a

tuning fork.

His gums split somewhere, and blood ran down his chin, hot even as the rest of him

numbed.

He was shivering so hard it made the pain scatter, the nerves stuttering and spasming

even where the fists didn’t land.

At some point, the big guy grabbed his head and dunked it under again, holding it

down until he thrashed, a single panicked animal, the lake water freezing his sinuses,



the silt scraping at his eyeballs, the wet slap of the surface above his ears like the

world was laughing at him.

He felt his pulse stutter, then surge, then dim, a cheap radio losing reception as his

body sucked deeper into the freezing mud.

His hearing went next: the men’s shouts thinned to an insect drone, the lake’s voice a

distant gurgle.

His face was pressed sideways in the muck, cheek mashed into sand and decomposed

needles, the taste so sharp and mineral it nearly shocked him awake.

He tried to breathe and got a mouthful of mud instead, the silt gritting between his

teeth and scraping his tongue raw.

There was a strange, bitter aftertaste, like root rot or old tobacco, and Quinn almost

gagged on it before realizing, dimly, that he was already gagging on his own blood.

He couldn’t measure time anymore. Sometimes the world would go black, silent, the

lake’s chill blossoming into a numb, humming peace—the kind of peace you read

about in near-death anecdotes, a lightness, as if his body was unhooking from itself,

drifting up toward the pale sun smeared across the sky.

Then a boot or a fist or a scream would drag him back, fire through his chest and

neck, and the agony would explode again, so bright he wanted to claw his own face

off just to make it stop.

He could smell them: sweat and stale beer, the sour tang of old cigarettes in their

jackets, and beneath it all the sweet, almost fruity stink of lake algae, pressed into his

nose as they drowned him by the handful.



He tasted blood and snot, felt the knots of twine cutting into his wrists and ankles,

sensed the icy lake water seeping into his body through his wounds and his natural

entry points.

A heavy hand fisted in his hair and wrenched his head out of the water.

The light above was white and liquid, spattering through the trees in a thousand

forking rays.

The tall one leaned in and whispered, “Go ahead and scream, faggot,” and spat on his

face.

“No one’s gonna hear you but the lake.” His teeth ground against the shell of Quinn’s

ear. “And it don’t give a fuck.”

The next punch caught him in the jaw, a perfect, glass-cutting hook that detonated

white light behind his eyes and left his ears ringing, inside-out, like a bell struck

underwater.

His teeth clacked together so hard he tasted enamel, thick chips floating in the blood

and spit pooling inside his mouth.

Hands, rough and calloused, shoved his face deeper into the sand and pebbles.

The grains jammed up his nose, gritty and sharp, so every breath flayed his sinuses

raw.

He tried to scream and got only a stuttering gurgle, lake water sluicing into his throat,

choking any protest.

They worked him with a rehearsed precision.



One held his arms, twisting them behind his back until the sockets threatened to let

go; the other hammered his ribs, then his spine, then the back of his skull with a

steady, hateful rhythm.

The pain was everywhere, a million tiny fires, and Quinn’s vision filled with shooting

stars.

They batted him around like a sack of potatoes, all leverage and deadweight, their

boots skidding on rocks slick with his own blood.

Once, when the broad guy missed and hit the side of Quinn’s head with his knee, he

saw a spark—just one, a single blue-white supernova—and then the world blinked

out for a moment, quiet as a prayer, before roaring back twice as loud.

He tried to scream. His jaw worked open and shut, but nothing came except a thread

of blood and spit.

His eardrum popped; for a heartbeat, he heard the lake’s voice, old and wordless,

humming through the bones and the mud, as if the water itself was alive and hungry.

Then the men’s voices returned, ugly and slurred, vibrating through the cartilage of

his ears and into the hollow of his skull.

He was just a conduit for pain now: a vessel for their hate and the lake’s chill,

gushing it back out in blood and urine and the soft, pathetic noises leaking from his

lips.

When their focus centered on his crotch and they began brutally kicking him between

the legs, Quinn vomited.

The blows came hard and vicious until he was sure they would smash his genitals up



inside his body—or the rough tread of their hiking boots would simply rip them off.

Blood smeared his thighs and turned the water red as it swirled around his face,

rushing up his nose, forcing him to smell his own abuse—a mix of briny urine as his

bladder released again, and the coppery scent of blood.
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T hey stopped, for a moment, to admire their handiwork.

Hands ran over his scalp, searching for soft spots, then slapped his stinging cheek just

for the pleasure of it.

“Wake up, faggot,” one of them intoned, and another voice, higher and meaner,

giggled: “Dude, he pissed himself.” They hooted, delighted, and Quinn’s vision

filmed over with tears he couldn’t blink away.

The tears were hot, almost scalding in the cold, and he could taste them, salt and

copper.

The men released him, and Quinn flopped on the shore, half in, half out of the water

like a dead fish, eyes glazed and sightless.

His breath rattled in his chest, wheezed up his throat in labored, erratic puffs.

He didn’t know if he was still alive or if he was observing the scene from outside his

body.

The pain remained, yet it felt dull, numb, distant.

The tall man bent down, passing through Quinn’s line of sight, but he was just a blur,

his face fragmented into a million pixels.

Quinn barely flinched when he seized his arm, his fingers digging mercilessly into

Quinn’s chilled, tense muscle.



His voice was rough and breathless as he spoke, “When they used to drown a woman

accused of being a witch,” he panted in Quinn’s bruised and bloodied face, “they said

if she sank, she wasn’t a witch, and if she floated, she was.

” His grin curled into a sinister smirk, eyes glinting with malice as he exchanged a

knowing look with his broad-shouldered companion. “Bet the same goes for faggots.”

“Let’s find out,” the other man replied, delivering a sharp smack to Quinn’s bloody,

silt-smeared cheek that sent another jolt of pain radiating through his head.

Quinn gasped in his delirium of pain, barely conscious as blood trickled from his

nose, mouth, and ears…

maybe his eyes as well… or was it tears?

He tried to writhe against their hands as they hoisted him from the ground, but every

movement was a scream of pain, and he went limp, unable to fight back as his head

lolled and his mind closed down.

They held him horizontally by his shoulders and ankles. He hovered just above the

water’s rippling surface, the cold mist rising to meet him as they waded deeper into

the lake.

No… please…

The words never found their way to his lips. It was over; he could feel the icy tendrils

of the lake reaching for him, promising a slow, suffocating death as the lake's frigid

water crept closer, ready to claim him, breath by breath, into its unforgiving abyss.

“One... two...” The men laughed with malicious glee as they counted down, swinging

Quinn like a jump rope. Each thrust sent him arcing back and forth, his bare skin



skimming the cold surface of the lake.

Quinn's mind blanked out, a static buzz taking over. The men’s voices faded to a

distant muffle.

“...three...” The men jeered in unison, their voices dripping with venom. “Sleep with

the fishes, faggot!”

Quinn felt his chest swell with a futile breath, the air tinged with desperation, as the

men hurled him into the lake.

For a moment, he was weightless— flying— and it was a peaceful sensation, almost

serene.

Then he struck the water with a force that knocked the breath from his lungs and sank

like a stone.

The icy water surged over his head, flooding his nostrils and filling his throat with a

choking, suffocating chill.

A cascade of bubbles escaped from his mouth as the lake claimed him, drawing him

down.

.. down... deeper into its shadowy, murky depths.

He didn’t fight it… couldn’t fight it.

The world around him dissolved into a swirl of greenish-black shadows, the dim light

filtering through the water like a fading memory.

His lungs seared with an unbearable heat, and an excruciating pain radiated through



his chest like a web of thorns.

He tried to pull against his bindings, but the twine was wound mercilessly tight

around his wrists and ankles, biting into his flesh with every desperate struggle.

What remnant of strength that remained, drained out of him, and he let himself go…

floating down… down…

He heard the distant roar of the men's triumph above, their taunts rendered muffled

and hollow by the weight of the water, and then even that faded as Quinn tumbled

deeper. The pressure built with every yard, cold compressing his chest. He couldn’t

tell up from down; the world had become a wobbly, wavering darkness punctuated by

a searing, hungry pain in his lungs.

Quinn’s ears rang with a soundless, internal scream as the lake’s cold compressed

around him—an immense, seething pressure.

He flailed weakly in pure survival instinct, his shins colliding with hard water and

then with the sudden yielding of something slick and alive.

In his suffocating panic, he saw nothing but darkness rimmed with blood-red, tasted

nothing but copper and brine.

A memory—wind through the birches, his mother’s voice calling him in for dinner,

Emily’s laughter—flared in the darkness and was snuffed out by the vise of his lungs

seizing, then spasming.

He opened his mouth to scream and instead swallowed a mouthful of the lake, thick

and silty and freezing.

It happened as his mind began to go—like a blackout at a party, a sudden drop



through the floor.

A shape pressed to his face: soft, glistening, and impossibly strong.

For an instant, it was all mouth. It found his lips and pushed, and his jaw, slack with

shock, let it enter—something rubbery, the diameter of his thumb, forcing a way

between his cracked molars, over his bleeding tongue.

The tendril—slippery, not cold but eerily warm in the gelid water—slithered deep,

choking him, then kept going.

He gagged reflexively, but the thing pressed on, slick and insistent. It filled his

mouth, his throat, and as it plunged, the urge to cough or retch faded, replaced by

something new and terrifying—

It slid down his throat with impossible speed and precision, and as it went, his lungs,

a hair from rupture, convulsed.

Stinging, burning, a starburst of pain—and into that cavern of death, the thing

burrowed deep and, impossibly, he breathed.

Not water. Not air. A third thing, thick and buzzy, a taste like salt and static,

carbonating his veins.

The pain stopped. His chest expanded, skin prickling as blood thundered into his face

and extremities.

For a heartbeat, Quinn convulsed: he tried to cough, to retch, to scream, but the thing

held him open, held him alive.

He could breathe, but the world tasted of brine and slime and the sweet, chemical rot



of the lake bottom.

His eyes goggled open. The world was no longer dark, but shot through with a

greenish glow, a phosphorescent pulse radiating from the tendril in his throat.

All around him, the water was alive—alive with a luminous scatter of filaments,

blinding as a hundred fireflies beneath the surface, all converging on him.

He screamed again, but now the scream was silent and internal.

The thing inside him churned, then relaxed.

From the murky depths, more shapes coiled, fins and ribbons and long, muscular

arms looping around him, gentle but inescapable.

The thing in his mouth undulated, feeding him—oxygen, chemicals, a cocktail that

made his vision burst and his heartbeat thunder back to full, frantic life.

He felt every cell of his body, the roots and pulsing nodes of nerves he had never

before considered, and somewhere at the edge of this green-lit panic, he understood

that he was still alive—if only because the thing in his mouth willed it.

Other shapes closed in, slick and smooth, no longer water but arms or legs,

appendages that wrapped him in a kind of gentle caul.

They slid over his wrists and ankles, unspooling the twine with a touch so precise and

deliberate it could only be intelligent.

The twine unwound like a snake losing interest in its prey, and the tentacles—he had

no other word for them—held him as tenderly as a mother cups her newborn.



There was no violence, no choking, only the subtle and absolute pressure of being

enveloped. He was lifted, not by force but by a coordinated ballet of touch, propelled

upward through the viscous green shimmer, up and up, until his head breached the

surface.

Quinn sucked in a desperate gasp, the tendril still slick and throbbing in his throat,

and spat lake water and the taste of raw, ancient things onto the air.

His face bobbed just above the surface, vision hazy as he blinked against the white

daylight, starlings of pain firing through his temples.

His naked body bobbed awkwardly, his skin marbled with cold and bruised purple

along the ribs and hips, his chest and back a single, solid mass of pain.

The tentacle—no, more like a living, muscular hose—retracted from his mouth with a

gentle, shivering pop, and Quinn coughed up a pint of brackish snot before sucking in

another greedy, impossible breath.

He hovered there at the surface, mouth open, drawing air. The gentle waves lapped

his face, spilling into his mouth, causing him to sputter and cough weakly, his pain-

wracked body too limp and broken for even a good, strong hack to dispel the water

from his throat.

Beneath the surface, the other tendrils—of varying sizes—held him at the crest,

preventing him from sinking again.

He floated there, the sun on his bruised and bleeding face, and it was almost

serene—until he heard the men on shore.

Their voices were a faraway hum, dulled by the water lapping his ears, and muffled

by the pain racking his head and body.



Thoughts of escape drifted through his head as his mind struggled to function, to

strategize, but Quinn didn’t move, couldn’t move as he simply bobbed there in the

water.

The men’s nearly muted voices heightened in pitch, growing slightly louder. Getting

closer. Words began to form out of incoherent, garbled noise:

“Fuck, there he is—”

“He’s floating! He is a faggot—”

“Let’s finish him—”

Quinn didn’t try to swim for his life. There was nothing left in him, not even a

survival instinct—they had beaten everything out of him. So, he floated… and waited

for them to reach him… and finish what they started.
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C an’t fuckin’ believe he didn’t drown.” Brad unlaced his boots, yanked them off,

then peeled away his socks. He dumped his drenched jacket on the ground and took

off his two layers of shirts.

“Maybe he did,” Jake countered as he glanced at the lake with clear aversion to

taking a swim. “Bodies float.”

“I heard him cough,” Brad muttered, removed his trousers, and stood on the shoreline

in just his briefs.

His dick was already shriveling at the thought of entering the cold water.

He hadn’t noticed it so much while they were beating the faggot, his adrenaline

pumping and his focus elsewhere.

But now, with the water lapping his feet, he realized just how fucking cold it actually

was.

“We’ll freeze our dicks off if we go out there,” Jake said, taking his time shedding his

clothes. Yet, Brad was the dominant in their friendship, and Jake would do whatever

the fuck Brad told him to do.

Brad huffed. “If we don’t go out there and finish the job, and he makes it out alive,

we’ll be up shit creek. You wanna spend the rest of your life in prison for attempted

murder? Getting your ass reamed by every inmate cock in there?”

Jake looked a bit horrified at the notion.



“Yeah,” Brad scoffed. “Me either. So, suck it up and let’s finish this.”

The two men waded carefully into the water, both taking deep, quick breaths. Jake

swore and shook his head. “How the fuck did he not drown from hypothermia?”

“Beats the fuck outta me,” Brad muttered, his jaw tightening as the icy water rose

above his knees, licking at his thighs.

“Holy fuck,” he gasped when his package dipped below the surface.

“Fucking hell.” A slight worry crept in that they might drown trying to swim farther

out.

His limbs were already starting to lock up from the cold.

We can’t just leave that faggot out there, alive.

“I don’t know if I can swim in this.” Jake’s teeth chattered a little with each word.

“Man, there’s no way he’ll make it out. Beaten to rat shit like he is.

He was practically dead when we threw him out there.

” His face pinched as he cupped his privates.

“How the fuck did he get so far out anyway? There’s no current really.

How’d he get all the way the fuck out there? ”

Brad shook his head; he wondered the same thing. “I don’t know. Maybe there’s an

underwater current.”



“Has to be,” Jake mumbled. “He sure as fuck didn’t swim. Not tied up like that.”

“Let’s just get this over with.” Brad took a deep breath and dove in. For a brief

moment, his body jerked from the cold, his chest tightening as if a thick band was

squeezing around him. He floated, letting his system adjust to the icy water.

“Fuck!” Jake gasped as he submerged himself in the lake. He took quick, ragged

breaths, nearly hyperventilating. “Brad... I can’t... it’s too fucking... cold...”

“Calm the fuck down,” Brad snapped. “Just give it a second, you’ll be fine. I’m not

doing this alone. We’re both in it.” He swam forward, a tightness still in his body but

not debilitating. “Come on!”

Behind him, Jake paddled unevenly, breath catching.

Fucking faggot, Brad cursed at their victim in his head. Why couldn’t you just die

like a good little queer? You have to make us swim all the way out here after you?

Maybe I will fuck you for this.

Jake gasped sharply—then nothing.

Brad paused, floating neck-deep in the lake, and looked back.

Jake was gone. “Jake?” he called. “Jake!” He scanned the shore, but there was no

sign of the other man.

What the fuck? Had he swum back to land and taken off?

“Jake, you pussy!” Brad shouted. “When I find you— I’m gonna kick your fucking

ass—”



The lake's surface surged in a circular motion around him, the water swelling

ominously as if some colossal creature were awakening beneath its depths.

“What the shit—” Brad kicked frantically away from the rising tumult in sheer panic.

The lake seemed to come alive, its waters churning violently from all sides, as though

possessed by a ferocious energy.

“Jesus!” Brad cried out, spinning toward the distant shore as his arms thrashed

through the water in a frantic freestyle, driven by a primal instinct to survive,

unaware of the biting cold that pierced his muscles like icy needles.

Fuck-fuck-fuck! His heart pounded in his chest, each powerful beat forcing ragged

gasps from his lips.

Every desperate breath brought a rush of icy water flooding into his mouth and throat.

Suddenly, something that felt like a slick, slimy tendril of rope coiled tightly around

his left ankle.

It’s just weeds! It’s just fucking weeds— But then the “weed” constricted with a

brutal tightness, so intense that Brad felt the excruciating snap of his ankle bone and

his foot twisted at a grotesque angle.

Then it yanked with a force that defied belief.

Before Brad could even cry out in agony, he was dragged beneath the surface, the

murky lake water invading his nose and gushing down his throat.

His screams were reduced to garbled, muffled cries, barely audible through his

congested ears as a torrent of bubbles erupted toward the surface, each one a tiny



capsule of precious air escaping from his lungs.

Then he suddenly surfaced, his head breaking through the water as he coughed and

gasped, retching up lake water.

Still, the weed clung to his broken ankle, pulling him across the lake's surface like a

speedboat.

A powerful wave crashed into his face, forcing water up his nostrils and blinding his

eyes.

He barely saw the log in the shallows before smashing into it, his ribs cracking.

The thing gripping his ankle pulled him back and slammed him again, this time

cracking his head against the log.

Blood gushed from his nose and ears, and he managed one more ragged breath before

being pulled below the surface again, dragged along the lakebed, and rolled like an

alligator's prey as tendrils wrapped around him, spinning him into a cocoon of

tentacles.

He opened his mouth to scream out of pure reflex, and the lake water rushed in,

followed by a thick tentacle, invading his throat, gagging him, pushing deeper,

entering his lungs.

The organs swelled, and suddenly he could breathe again, eyes bulging as he saw

Jake—and witnessed what the lake creature was doing to him through the murky,

greenish water.

A guttural scream built in Brad’s chest, torn between the desperate urge to fight and

the terror of his fraying sanity, but it had nowhere to go except up into his head,



cracking his mind and shaking his grip on reality.
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Q uinn drifted in and out of consciousness, the boundaries of reality blurring as he

waited for the men to reach him.

The surrounding world was eerily quiet, the lake lying placid and undisturbed

beneath the wide-open sky.

At one point, he thought he heard the faint sound of a man shouting—or was it a

scream?

—along with frantic splashing. It seemed like the man was shouting at him, his voice

carrying over the water as he swam toward Quinn, but he never appeared.

Turning his head with effort, Quinn scanned the shimmering surface of the lake

toward the distant shoreline.

Nothing. No movement. No figures. His brow furrowed as a light-headedness began

to swirl in his mind, like a gentle, disorienting fog.

Why would they abandon him without completing their grim task?

Did they believe he had succumbed to the depths, that the lake had already claimed

him?

Beneath the water, unseen tentacles supported him, their gentle grip creating a subtle

buoyancy that kept him afloat.

Then, with an almost tender motion, he was pulled beneath the surface once again.



Too exhausted and drained to resist, he found an unexpected solace in the descent.

Instinctively, his lips sealed as his head went under, and he surrendered to the lake’s

cold embrace, drawing him deeper into its shadowy depths.

Quinn's lungs started to burn as if flames licked his insides, but instead of panicking,

he surrendered.

His mouth slowly opened, letting icy, murky water rush down his throat, its chill both

sharp and oddly calming.

He waited for the darkness to take him, bracing for the lake's final, all-consuming

embrace.

As the water flooded into his lungs, a small, curious tentacle returned, tenderly

probing his lips, exploring inside his cheeks, and gliding almost sensuously over the

textured surface of his tongue before slipping smoothly down his throat.

This time, Quinn did not gag or resist; he simply allowed it to happen.

There was something deeply intimate, even affectionate, in the way the slick

appendage navigated the confines of his throat canal.

It pressed further into his lungs, breathing vitality back into the organs and igniting

sensation in every nerve throughout his body.

The world beneath the surface shifted before his eyes, the murkiness dissolving into

clarity until he could see as if peering through underwater goggles.

Everything around him was vivid and sharply defined—the water shimmering with

newfound transparency.



Before him, the scene unfolded with startling detail: two men trapped by the lake,

their bodies captured just above the lakebed by numerous tendrils snaking upward

from the murky depths below.

Quinn's eyes widened in a mix of terror and strange fascination. The men grappled

frantically, their faces masks of panic and horror, as thick, slithering tentacles lodged

in their throats kept them painfully alive and keenly aware of their grim situation. The

water around the tall man churned with spirals of blood, seeping ominously from

fresh wounds that hadn’t been there before, staining the liquid with a dark, crimson

hue.

Ensconced in a cocoon of soft, undulating tentacles, Quinn observed the scene with

an unsettling detachment, as other, far less benign tentacles violently stripped the men

of their underwear.

The slippery appendages coiled mercilessly around their genitals, while other tendrils

intrusively invaded their anal cavities, probing and exploring with unnerving

precision.

For a fleeting moment, a spark of unexpected sexual pleasure flared amidst the men’s

overwhelming panic.

The tentacles seemed to stroke and manipulate the men’s bodies, both inside and out,

as their members rose to full, throbbing erection.

Engorged and glistening, they leaked precum into the swirling water, teetering on the

brink of an involuntary climax as the bizarre and horrifying spectacle continued.

Brad's mind screamed in utter panic and disbelief.

What the ever-loving fuck is happening?!



A soul-shattering sense of violation ripped through him as the tentacle forced its way

up into his most intimate sanctum, stretching his hole wider than he ever thought

possible.

Exit Only! That had been his goddamn motto.

Nothing ever entered him—until this fucking moment. And he was helpless to stop it.

He convulsed, retching on the monstrous appendage that choked his throat, somehow

sustaining his breath under the water.

His revulsion and agony morphed into a white-hot static when additional tendrils

wrapped around his cock and balls—and began to throb with a sickening rhythm.

To his absolute horror, his dick started to stiffen, and his balls swelled, heavy with

cum.

The thing inside him discovered a spot he never knew existed and began to exploit it

relentlessly, sending electric jolts through Brad that made his entire body convulse,

then spasm in twisted ecstasy.

His throat clenched around the vile “slug” as he involuntarily tried to whimper and

gasp, overwhelmed by the perverse sensations the intruder in his ass was brutally

forcing through his system.

Brad's self-loathing boiled over as his cock betrayed him, engorging and pulsating

while tentacles invaded every orifice.

His mind shattered, thoughts spiraling into a mad frenzy.

Death was imminent, but his body and mind revolted, screaming, “I'M NOT A



FAGGOT!” Yet his ass clenched, sucking the tentacle deeper, stimulating that spot

inside that milked him against his will.

No... no... he whimpered in his head, feeling his orgasm barrel down on him like a

freight train, his cock throbbing violently within the tentacle's grip.

His eyes, wide and wild, fixed on Jake, who was also being ravaged by the creature.

Jake's body jerked like a puppet, the thick tentacle ramming into his ass, while

smaller ones whipped around his cock.

Jake's face was a picture of sheer terror and revulsion, a silent scream echoing Brad's

own horror. Both men were being forced to the brink, their bodies hijacked, orgasms

coerced by the monstrous violation.

Brad shrieked around the invasive horror lodged in his throat, his body convulsing as

an explosive orgasm unlike any other tore through him.

But the creature wasn't sated; it continued to feast on that secret spot within, its

tongue-like appendage relentlessly stroking, driving him to the brink of madness.

Brad thrashed, sobbed, and violently shook his head as his cock swelled again, the

brutal cycle renewing.

This time, the creature's hunger grew ravenous. The tentacle impaling him thrust

deeper, more savagely, its smooth, slimy surface erupting into razor-sharp barbs as it

pulsed and expanded, as if about to spew its own vile load of cum.
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T he once-luminous underwater realm was bathed in a hellish scarlet glow as torrents

of blood erupted from the men's anal cavities.

Their bodies contorted not in rapture, but in anguish, as if puppeteered by some

macabre marionettist. The thick, ropy tentacle impaling the tall man's ass had

sprouted razor-sharp barbs and relentlessly shredded his insides into a pulp of raw,

weeping tissue.

With each brutal, backward lash of the appendage, his body evacuated a grisly slurry

of blood and flesh, like some obscene volcano spewing forth its gruesome offerings.

The broad-shouldered man endured the same brutal torment, his eyes rolling back in

his head as he choked on the tendril lodged in his throat. His muscular frame jerked

and spasmed in excruciating pain, the creature relentlessly driving him toward a

gruesome, inevitable end.

Quinn bore witness to the hideous spectacle, his heart pounding a staccato rhythm of

sheer terror, his mind shattered by the grotesque scene before him.

Yet, the excruciating pain coursing through his own body served as a brutal reminder

of what these men had done to him, seeking to extinguish his life, to snuff it out like a

mere candle flame, their actions fueled by a single, hateful motivation: Because I’m

gay.

Go ahead and scream, faggot. No one’s gonna hear you but the lake. And it don’t

give a fuck.



The tall man’s words swam inside Quinn’s head as he watched “the lake” give a fuck,

in extreme brutal fashion.

The sinuous appendages coiled ever tighter around the men’s genitals, constricting

with a relentless, merciless grip.

Their male organs, gripped in a vice-like hold, swelling and engorging, not in

anticipation of release, but on the brink of a grotesque detonation.

The men convulsed violently, their bodies jerking uncontrollably, mouths agape as

they emitted gagging wails.

These cries of unspeakable torment reverberated beneath the water, transformed into

muffled echoes of sheer agony.

Quinn hovered just below the water's surface, observing the gruesome spectacle from

above as if watching a macabre play from a theater balcony.

The tentacles enveloping his own body displayed a stark contrast to the viciousness

inflicted upon the others, cradling him in an almost tender embrace, their sinuous

lengths gently pulsating as though soothing his battered skin with a rhythmic

massage.

Despite the nightmarish tableau unfolding beneath him, the sensation was

unexpectedly calming, a balm to his senses amidst the chaos.

The tendril entwined in Quinn’s throat began to emit a faint humming sensation, a

delicate vibration that softly resonated throughout his throat canal and into his head,

gently coaxing him into a state of serene relaxation.

Through his heavy-lidded eyes, he observed his abusers receiving their gruesome



retribution.

His mind felt like mush, as if it had been submerged in a numbing fog, and he

remained impassive as the men’s genitals erupted violently, detonating in grotesque

explosions of bloody, shredded flesh.

The tentacles violating them proceeded to extract entrails from their bodies, snaking

up beyond the confines of their anal cavities, leaving a nightmarish trail in their wake.

A multitude of tiny tendrils shot up from the lakebed, piercing through the silty floor

with eager precision, voraciously consuming the fragments of bloody flesh that

drifted through the water like a macabre feast.

Quinn understood that he should be horrified— mortified —by the ghastly scene

unfolding before him, but his mind was preoccupied with replaying every kick,

punch, and vicious slur he had endured at the hands of these hateful, violent men.

Perhaps the horror would have been all-consuming if not for the euphoric sensation

coursing through his mind and body, enveloping him in a cocoon of eerie calm and

relaxation.

His eyelids drooped and finally succumbed to fatigue, closing softly.

It seemed as though they had only been shut for a brief moment, but when he

reopened them, the men were nowhere to be found.

The underwater tapestry stretched out before him, pristine and untainted, with not a

single trace of blood or flesh to blemish it.

Still ensnared in the sinewy embrace of the tentacles, Quinn's mind quivered with

anxiety. 'What now?'



He floated there, motionless, every muscle taut with uncertainty, the tension

amplifying the soreness already etched into his exhausted body.

He flinched as more slick, lithe appendages wound themselves around his arms, legs,

chest, waist, and hips.

They squeezed with a measured, tender pulsating rhythm, secreting a warm, viscous

substance onto his bruised and battered skin.

Tiny suctioning mouths nestled within the tentacles began to knead the slimy balm

into his throbbing muscles and aching bones, working with delicate precision.

Gradually, the pain ebbed away, retreating into the cool embrace of the water, as if

the lake itself was drawing the hurt from his broken body, washing it away with the

gentle currents that surrounded him, replacing it with a soothing, numbing calm.

A soft, involuntary moan sifted up his throat, resonating through the tentacle that fed

him life.

The appendage responded by quivering and humming, a change from its previous

effect, which had been soothing and lulling.

Now, the sensation was deeper, more internal, more intimate , as if communicating

with his very being.

Quinn didn’t realize he was being lifted until his head broke the surface of the water.

The tendril in his throat retracted slowly, sliding over his tongue with a deliberate,

languid motion, leaving behind a tangy, sweet residue that lingered in his mouth,

reminiscent of a citrusy flavor.



Quinn swallowed the essence, feeling it slide down his throat, then inhaled deeply,

drawing a fresh lungful of air into his chest.

He glanced around, his eyes taking in the scene with a newfound clarity.

The shore was right there, just a few yards away.

He was surprised, for he didn't recall moving through the water at all.

The water lapped gently at the shoreline, and the air was filled with the scent of pine

and the faint whisper of the breeze through the trees.

The tentacles, slick and supple, encased Quinn's body and carried him with a smooth,

unhurried grace toward the shore.

His back eventually brushed against the soft, yielding mud at the shallows, a stark

contrast to the relentless pull of the water.

Quinn lay still, his eyes fixed on the vast, crisp expanse of the blue sky above.

The cold water gently lapped his bruised face, a rhythmic, soothing cadence, while

his body remained partially submerged in the shallows, the water's cool embrace

mingling with the warmth of the sun.

The tendrils encircling his form began to loosen their grip, not fully retreating but

easing enough to let each one move with a deliberate, almost affectionate touch

across his slick, slippery skin.

A series of gentle, pleasant sensations flowed through him as the tentacles lovingly

caressed his thighs, their exploratory movements approaching his bruised genitals

with cautious, almost reverent hesitation—the only area spared by the healing, viscid



balm they offered.

Another tendril glided with purposeful grace over his abdomen, tracing a path up the

center of his chest, skimming just beneath the water's surface.

It paused at his throat, its touch light and inquisitive, tenderly probing the sensitive

skin, applying gentle, repeated suction, as if offering comfort and solace in its

peculiar embrace.

Quinn shivered softly, his eyelids fluttering, as droplets from his damp eyelashes

trickled into his eyes.

A tender, caressing tendril glided up beneath his jaw and gracefully traced its way to

the corner of his mouth.

It lingered there, the tip brushing the edge of his lips with a soft touch, while the

appendages beneath the water caressed him with quiet curiosity, lingering

respectfully, resting patiently without imposing.

After a few moments, Quinn realized the creature was seeking his consent to

continue. A warm shiver coursed through him, and he slowly parted his lips,

welcoming the mysterious entity with a quiet invitation… and a serene sense of

anticipation.
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A s he surrendered himself to the enigmatic entity residing in the lake, Quinn

Michaels felt a profound shift deep within his soul, an understanding that his

existence would be irrevocably altered.

The possibility loomed that he might lose his very soul today, doomed to eternal

damnation for inviting the “affections” of this mysterious being.

Perhaps, in the eyes of the world, he was already destined for hell due to his

forbidden desires—the judgmental whispers seemed to echo this belief.

His mind, however, forcefully pushed aside the haunting thoughts of damnation that

might await him beyond the veil of life.

The inquisitive tendril, slick and sinuous, slithered between his parted lips, its curious

exploration venturing into the warm cavern of his mouth.

Quinn lay submerged in the lake's shallows, his body half-floating as he gazed up at

the expansive, warm blue sky.

His eyes were half-closed in a tranquil daze, his jaw hanging loose as the small

tentacle conducted its intimate investigation.

The tendril tasted the insides of his cheeks, glided over the roof of his mouth, and

brushed against his gums before it finally coiled around his tongue with a delicate

embrace.

In a rhythmic, pulsing cadence, it squeezed gently, sliding up and down the length of



Quinn’s tongue, caressing the appendage with a tender, almost intimate sucking

sensation.

At just barely nineteen, Quinn had never kissed another boy but couldn’t imagine it

feeling more sensual and erotic than what the tendril was doing to him now.

So much of his youth had been infused with fear—even before his fourteenth

birthday.

Fear of being found out, fear of persecution and punishment for being something he

had no choice but to be.

Lying in the cool, gentle embrace of the shallows, Quinn surrendered to the tide of

sensation, his usual restraint fading as he fully immersed himself in the moment,

allowing himself to feel freely for the first time in his life.

Beneath the shallow surface, his member stiffened in response to the oral seduction.

The tentacles, like sinuous serpents, caressed his thighs with a newfound boldness,

their movements deliberate and exploratory.

They slithered forward, wrapping around his thickening root and cradling his balls

with a gentle yet firm grip.

Quinn shuddered, his body awash with waves of pleasant sensations as the tentacles

excreted more of the soothing, slick balm that seemed to seep into every bruise,

healing and invigorating his tender organ.

The slime, a shimmering, translucent fluid, served as a perfect lubricant, allowing the

tendrils to glide effortlessly up and down his burgeoning shaft.



They moved with an almost rhythmic grace, squeezing with just the right amount of

pressure, pulsing in a tantalizing dance, and sucking gently along the stem, creating a

symphony of tactile pleasure that resonated through his entire being.

Quinn moaned around the tendril in his mouth as the appendage pulsed in time with

the throbbing of his cock, and for a moment it felt as if the lake itself was breathing

through him, sharing its vast, ancient consciousness.

An electric communion arced through his body, each wave of pleasure a low,

subterranean hum that vibrated in his bones, muscles, and even his teeth.

The tentacle filled his sinuses with that sharp, citrus tang, a taste so pure and insistent

it overwhelmed the chemical sting of lake water and blood.

It was as if the thing in the lake was trying to overwrite every memory of pain—every

cruel word, every fist and boot—with sensation, with the slow and patient logic of

touch.

It delved deep into his psyche… much deeper than just today, reaching further, its

feelers touching bruises and wounds, trying desperately to heal.

He did not resist. Some deep, battered part of him—call it the instinct of the

permanently excluded—understood this need in the marrow of his bones.

He opened wide, not just his mouth but the hidden corridors of his memory, exposing

them like a suppurating wound.

He let the creature taste him: the shy ache of his adolescent longing, the shame of

being found out, the hot pulse of terror when the men had cornered him in the dark

water, reigniting dormant fears.



Images flickered behind his eyes: not memories, but something sharper and

stranger—a transmission of thought, a fragmentary dream constructed from alien

sensations.

He saw himself, not as a fragile, battered body on the shoreline, but as an intricate

lattice of light and current, a bright configuration shaped by pain, hope, and longing.

The entity’s hunger was not for flesh alone.

It drank from the deep well of what made him different—his scars, his loneliness, the

defiance of desire that had set him apart and made him the object of hate.

The tentacle around his tongue pulsed again, and in the rush of sensation, he felt a

surge of understanding unlike anything he had ever known.

Then new tendrils, small and glassily translucent, caressed his temples and the curve

behind his ears, as gentle as a lover’s hands.

They massaged his scalp, working their slickness into every follicle, and with each

kneading squeeze, a new warmth radiated through his skull.

Quinn’s mind cracked open as the entire world narrowed to the orbit of his body and

the living, pulsing creature that had enfolded him.

He felt the entity’s thoughts, vast and wild and full of ancient yearning, and realized

dimly that it, too, was lonely—a castaway marooned in a world it could never quite

touch.

It did not want to consume him. It wanted to merge, to devour the distance between

itself and the things it would never otherwise understand.



There was no fear—only the sense that the creature had become a mirror, reflecting

his every hunger, each private shame, and refracting it into something beautiful and

strange.

Beneath the water, the larger tentacles encircled his thighs and hips with a hungry

purpose, the ends fanning into delicate, petal-like structures that fluttered along the

insides of his legs.

One massive appendage, impossibly supple and warm, slid up between his thighs and

cupped his cock in its damp, living grip.

The sensation was not slimy or cold but alive, a velvet pressure that flexed and

undulated with a will of its own, surrounding him in a tight, wet sheath.

Quinn gasped around the tendril in his mouth as a fresh bolt of pleasure shot through

him.

The tentacle squeezed and sucked, its inner lining studded with a thousand tiny, soft

mouths that fluttered and rippled, each aperture converging in coordinated,

undulating waves, sucking, tugging the length of his shaft.

The sensation was so exquisite, so precise, that it almost tipped him into agony; his

hips surged upward in instinctive response, seeking more of the impossible touch.
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T he sensation was overwhelming, a kaleidoscope of pleasure and novelty, and for a

moment, Quinn thought he might faint from the rush of it.

He bucked instinctively, feeling the greedy, wet heat of the appendage sucking his

length to full, trembling hardness, while the other, smaller tentacles continued their

soft, seeking exploration along his torso and throat.

The mouth-tentacle was clever, its lips forming a perfect seal around his shaft as it

slid— undulated —over him, each withdrawal a slow tease, each descent a gentle,

enveloping plunge.

Every pass was accompanied by a ripple of suction that milked his cock with a

subtlety that bordered on worshipful.

The thousand tiny mouths inside the tentacle’s opening pulsed in gentle waves, each

suck and squeeze sending a new circuit of pleasure through his spine, up his throat,

into the roots of his tongue and the tips of his fingers.

The tentacle in his mouth responded, too, pulsing in short, eager bursts as if to

encourage him while it gently fucked the roof of his mouth, coiling and uncoiling

with the careful patience of a lover who knew exactly what he needed.

Quinn moaned, the sound trapped and compressed, vibrating through his jaw and into

the sensitive tissue of his tongue.

He could taste the creature’s hunger, yes, but also its odd, desperate hope—the

yearning for union, for the end of solitary existence.



He swallowed, and the tentacle’s flavor was all citrus and ozone, electric on his

tongue, a counterpoint to the thick, oceanic taste of his own blood still lingering in

the back of his throat.

Inside his mind, the creature’s consciousness braided with his own.

It did not have words—its thoughts came in bursts of color, lightning, and ancient

longing.

But Quinn understood: he was seen, in ways more complete and terrible than any

human gaze could manage.

He was studied, desired, and cherished. A hidden ache at the core of him, the one

he’d never dared name, unspooled under this scrutiny, and he felt himself growing, in

this strange communion, into something more than just a target or a victim.

Quinn’s breath caught as a broader, more muscular tentacle breached the water with a

deliberate, stately grace, gliding up his thigh and across the sensitive underside of his

balls.

It pressed insistently between his cheeks, finding the tight, untouched— not entirely

untouched— ring that had never known anything but his own tentative finger.

He tensed against the dark memories and in anticipation of penetration, fearing the

panic that still dwelt within, but the creature’s presence inside his mind whispered

comfort, soothing away the shame and the trembling fear.

The thick, slick appendage pressed forward, and Quinn gasped—a sound muffled by

the smaller tendril in his mouth—as the tip breached him, and then, impossibly, slid

in with a molten, seamless grace.



The pressure that exploded inside him was at first a white-hot flare of shock—an

alien fullness that threatened to split him apart from the inside out.

But the tentacle was patient; it stroked and kneaded as it advanced, flooding every

trembling nerve with wave after wave of numbing warmth, the balm it secreted acting

as both lubricant and gentle anesthetic.

The pain, anticipated and braced for— like before— did not come.

Instead, a slow spasm of ecstasy uncoiled in Quinn’s gut, moving through him in

radiant pulses, each one more intense than the last. The appendage knew his body

better than he did, coaxing him open with each deliberate, writhing pulse, until, with

a shuddering gasp, he surrendered completely.

The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever imagined—less like an intrusion than a

chemical ignition, as if the tentacle’s touch released some latent element in his blood.

It was hot and cold at once; the velvet skin of the appendage stretched him with a

slow, relentless pressure, then retreated, only to press again, each cycle opening him

wider, filling him with the paradoxical sweetness of pain and pleasure entwined.

Quinn had never dared imagine his first time— his first time after the other— like

this, but now, every other fantasy paled. ,

Pleasure detonated inside him. The tentacle filled him, impossibly deep, each inch a

new, blazing revelation.

The tentacle’s tip was impossibly soft, slicked with its healing balm, and it pulsed in

a perfect counterpoint to the rhythmic suction on his cock.

The creature fucked him with patient, sensuous control, working him open in



increments so gentle that the burn of resistance shaded, almost instantly, into a

trembling, desperate need.

The thick shaft found a cadence, rocking into him with a depth that made his toes dig

helplessly into the muddy lakebed, every muscle flexed in exquisite tension.

Quinn’s legs splayed open under the water as the appendage fucked him with a

measured, rhythmic certainty: in, out, slow, then suddenly deeper—so deep Quinn

felt his abdominals curl, every nerve lit up, every inch of his body mapped and

claimed.

The tentacle’s surface was ridged with microscopic undulations, each ripple caressing

the inner walls of his passage, milking him with a touch impossibly sensitive to every

twitch and clench of his muscles.

With every measured thrust, the appendage withdrew in twisting spirals that sent a

whiplash of sensation up his spine, only to lunge forward again, deeper.

The appendage in Quinn’s mouth grew thicker, driving deeper with each slow thrust,

but never choking him.

It seemed to know the precise limits of his tolerance, massaging his tongue and palate

with a caressing, almost reverent pressure.

The taste of the creature—sharp citrus and something darker, mineral—flooded his

mouth, and he sucked hungrily at the tentacle, wanting more, needing to give back.

Somehow, the act of submission gave him a strange, keening power; he could feel the

creature’s delight as he hollowed his cheeks and worked the flesh with his mouth, his

jaw aching as he surrendered to the rhythm.



The tentacles around his cock and balls were relentless, their suction intensifying

with every pulse of pleasure inside him. The sheath tightened, the inner mouths

suckling at his glans.

Quinn’s hands gripped the slick mud of the lakebed, knuckles whitening as the

tentacle pistoned inside him, the rhythm accelerating in response to the urgent pulse

of his need.

He could feel the entire bulk of the creature beneath the surface, a living engine of

muscle and mind, every limb and tendril devoted to unraveling his body’s secrets.

Smaller tentacles swam up from between his thighs, licking over his tense, clenched

stomach, and latched onto his nipples—hard as pebbles in response to the ecstasy

flooding his senses—and sucked with a pressure that wrenched a muffled cry from

Quinn.

His body trembled in the lake’s gentle grip, shivers running from his toes to the roots

of his hair.

The tentacle worked deeper, sliding past what Quinn thought possible, and when it

grazed the swollen, shuddering gland inside him, he nearly screamed with the force

of the sensation.

The creature seemed delighted—he could feel its pleasure at pleasing him, a feedback

loop of need and joy reverberating between them as the tentacle fucked him with

inhuman precision.

The creature’s pleasure was a bright, raw thing in Quinn’s mind: a silver bolt

zigzagging through his nerves, feeding on each shudder and groan, amplifying them

back into him until he was little more than a vessel for sensation.



He was being fucked, yes, but more than that—he was being transformed.

The slick resistance of his ass gave way to greedy acceptance, his body opening inch

by inch to the length and girth of the appendage.

Every withdrawal was an agony of emptiness, every thrust a shattering, molten

ecstasy.

He could feel his prostate swell under the relentless pressure, each pass of the tentacle

drawing on it mercilessly, pumping pleasure into his core.

The balm oozed everywhere; it coated his inner walls, filled him, made each motion

silkier, easier, wetter.

The tentacle pounded into him, gentle at first, but growing in demand and depth with

every stroke.

It seemed to sense his need, probing the soft, inner wall with a skill that bordered on

supernatural—locating the spot that made his vision shatter into white, then

hammering it with a deliberate, rolling grind.

The appendage inside his mouth mirrored this rhythm, plunging down his throat just

far enough to ride his gag reflex but never enough to deprive him of air.

Each time he choked, it retreated, stroking his tongue and lips with soothing

affection, as if to apologize for its own hunger.

He could only moan in response, the sound burbling up around the slick flesh and out

into the air above the water, where it echoed over the lake in plaintive, desperate

gasps.
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H is cock throbbed in the clinging wet sheath, every pulse squeezing a new, desperate

note from his body’s trembling orchestra.

The tentacle’s inner mouths, slick and hungry, nipped and laved at the swollen head

of his cock, latching on with a suction so precise that every nerve ending in his body

seemed to collapse inward, reorganized around the single axis of his pleasure.

The suction—oh god, the suction—became a kind of language, each shift in pressure

a wordless promise, every slow, milking glissando a confession of intent.

He could not bear it, could not bear not to be touched, and so Quinn bucked against

the tentacle’s rhythm, chasing every movement, every hint of friction, as if his whole

existence depended on the next perfect stroke.

The more he thrashed, the tighter it held him; the harder he moaned, the more the

mouths inside the tentacle suckled and massaged, drawing out each drop of precum

and lathering it over the swollen, sensitive head.

It was as if the creature had spent eons perfecting the art of touch, constructing a

thousand different kinds of softness and wetness and pressure just to unravel him.

Quinn’s balls ached, drawn tight by the unyielding suction of the smaller tendrils;

they rolled and twisted in the creature’s grip, tugged and squeezed by a rotating

chorus of minuscule mouths.

When the tentacle inside him coiled and flexed at a new angle, he felt a lightning bolt

shoot from his asshole straight to his cock, and he nearly blacked out from the force



of it.

His whole body tightened as if to shatter the water’s surface, air foaming around his

thrashing legs.

Quinn’s vision exploded into a riot of color, bursts of blue and white and aquamarine

shattering the inside of his skull.

He could feel the creature’s pulse through every tentacle, every inch of skin that

touched him; it was not just a physical connection but a total, annihilating union, a

collapse of boundaries and shame.

He was no longer a boy on the lake’s edge, but a node in a living network—a

filament strung from the depths of the water, humming with a raw, ecstatic electricity

that burned away every memory of pain, fresh and distant.

He gasped, his body going rigid against the pressure, feeling the pulse of pleasure

gather at the base of his cock like a supernova.

He could taste the creature’s delight in his mind, a chorus of iridescent notes swirling

with each convulsion of his body.

The tentacle’s rhythm accelerated, plunging deep in rapid, hungry strokes, opening

him wider with every thrust until Quinn felt certain he was being split down the

center, rendered into raw light.

The smaller tendrils on his nipples and neck tightened their grip, suctioning harder,

pulling exquisite pain from the peaks of pleasure, teasing out a raw, trembling

desperation.

The tentacle sheathing his cock began a new, brutal rhythm, pistoning up and down



with a force that bordered on violence—yet never once injuring, never once slipping

from that perfect ecstasy of touch.

The tentacle in his ass flexed with a new, ravenous urgency, driving deeper,

stretching him wide and filling him with its undulating warmth.

The ridges along its length abraded his inner walls with a maddening delicacy,

brushing his prostate in a relentless, circular rhythm that banished all but the need to

cum.

When he finally came, it was not a single, shuddering event, but a sequence of

connected explosions, each one more devastating than the last. The tentacle’s mouths

drew out every drop, the suction so complete that he felt stripped to the core.

The waves came in sets, each cresting higher, the white-hot pleasure mingling with

the ache of emptiness as the tentacle squeezed and sucked him, refusing to let a single

spasm go to waste.

Cum jetted out of him in thick, unbroken ropes, sucked away by the insatiable mouths

and then replaced by more of the creature’s healing, luminescent balm.

The cycle was endless; as soon as one shuddering climax ebbed, the creature’s

rhythm shifted—altering the angle, the pressure, the pattern of suction—until Quinn

was shuddering again, helpless, wracked by pleasure so fierce it bordered on

madness.

He had never cum like this, never imagined it was possible—his whole body a bell

struck to ringing, every nerve tuned to a single, desperate harmony. He could feel the

tentacle inside him throb in time with his orgasm, pumping its own fluid deep into his

ass.



The tentacles around his cock and balls milked him so thoroughly he thought his soul

might be sucked out along with his seed.

The creature wanted all of him, every hidden vein of yearning and every sharp,

private wound, and it took them, transformed them, ablated them in rapture.

Quinn’s head snapped back, throat arched to the sky, as the tentacle in his mouth

pulsed and flooded his tongue with a surge of sweet, acrid nectar that tasted of citrus

rinds and distant thunderstorms. It was the flavor of life lived on the edge of every

possibility, the hunger of a thing that had never been loved.

His own orgasm came like a storm, a rolling pulse so deep it tore the air from his

lungs, every muscle flexed as the tentacle-womb around his cock sucked him with

merciless, exultant force.

Each contraction wrung more pleasure from his body than he’d ever thought possible.

He convulsed, shuddered, and screamed, the sound echoing across the water and out

into the trees in a long, keening wail.

The tentacle milked him through every aftershock, never relenting, drawing out his

orgasm until he sobbed in helpless, animal joy.

The appendage in his ass did not slow or stop; it fucked him through his climax, each

thrust forcing new, smaller shocks of pleasure through his trembling body.

The appendage in his mouth flexed and pulsed, and Quinn drank down the thick,

electric syrup it secreted, feeling it burn down his throat and blossom through his

heart.

The small tentacles pinched and tugged at his nipples and earlobes, a whorl of



sensation that blurred the boundaries between pain and bliss.

His mind was a whiteout, thought reduced to a single burning point: pleasure, pain,

the wild, raw pulse of being alive.
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T he rhythm changed. The thick tentacle in Quinn’s ass, now buried to the hilt, flexed

with a sinuous, rolling undulation, the ripples along its length working him from the

inside out in a slow-motion wave.

Each flutter pressed that sensitive spot deep inside, lighting him up with a surge of

bliss that erased every last scrap of fear or shame.

The slow, relentless pressure bloomed into a fullness so perfect, so exquisitely right,

that all Quinn could do was shudder, blink back tears, and gasp in the sweet, aching

flood of sensation.

He was open, claimed, and so desperately needy he would have begged for more, but

the tentacle had already become an extension of his own hunger.

It rocked him, cradling his hips in the mud, lifting his ass into the air as it flexed in

and out with the patience of an attentive lover.

He lost count of the orgasms. The tentacle in his ass seemed to know just when to

slow, dragging out the spasms, then to hammer hard enough that Quinn’s vision went

black at the edges, his toes curled, and his legs locked.

Each time he thought he had nothing left to give, the creature’s grip shifted—another

micro-adjustment, another angle, another impossible stroke—until his drained body

flowered with sensation yet again.

He was emptied, then filled, then emptied again in a cycle that felt both eternal and

instantaneous, the passage of time warped by the intensity of what the creature was



doing to him.

Even as he was being wrung dry, Quinn could feel the consciousness of the thing

inside his head—soft as a planet’s core, vast as the lake itself.

It watched him, borrowed his pleasure, surged with every spasm.

It wanted to know: what it was to be Quinn Michaels: nineteen, queer, thrown away

by the world, and yet still capable of an incandescent, boundaryless desire.

Why you? Why this pain, this joy, this exquisite, private agony?

What made you so different, so delicious, so necessary?

How did it feel to be seen like this? What did it mean to be cherished by something so

utterly Other?

It fed on him, yes, but what it took was not stolen.

It was a communion—an exchange. He felt the echo of its loneliness, its raw

gratitude, the longing that had haunted it for a hundred years beneath the silt and

shadow.

In the endless recursion of sensation, Quinn saw himself as the creature saw him:

suspended in a web of feeling, a rare and precious filament, the bright, trembling

intersection of two universes.

Quinn’s lips trembled around the tentacle, the pressure inside him building and

building until he was sure he would shatter, reduced to atoms in the shallows of this

alien lake.



He came again, a dry, wrung-out orgasm that left his whole body humming, the

aftershocks so intense they nearly hurt.

Still, the tentacle did not let up. It fucked him through the comedown, extracting

every last spasm of pleasure out of his exhausted nerves, refusing to let him close

down or retreat to numbness.

The creature wanted everything—every scrap of sensation, every secret pulse of

need.

Quinn tried to answer its questions—not in words but in tremors, in the way his body

arched and clung to the creature, desperate to maintain the connection.

His memory bled into the creature’s vast, curious mind: the nightmares that weren’t

just nightmares, the loneliness of his apartment, the brittle pride of a smart queer boy

hiding in the woods, the secret stashes of muscle magazines, the risk and terror of

desiring what he could never name aloud.

Every moment of longing was a flavor, every hour of shame a spice.

The entity licked and sampled his memories, savoring the raw, bright bursts of

sensation, and in return, it poured gratitude and something like love into his bones…

excreting healing on something he thought couldn’t be healed.

The tentacle in his mouth began to withdraw, sliding from between his lips with a

slow, affectionate reluctance. As it retreated, it trailed a final, shivering caress over

his palate, leaving his mouth tingling with aftershocks of citrus and salt.

The tentacle in his ass had slowed, now stroking him with a steady, coaxing pressure.



Each slow withdrawal made Quinn’s hole ache with emptiness, while every forward

drive sent a pulse of fullness all the way up to his teeth.

His hands, slick with mud and lake slime, found their way to his thighs, digging in, as

if he could pull himself further down onto the tentacle, become more.

He needed it. They both did. The lake’s consciousness braided tighter and tighter into

his own, until Quinn felt himself dissolve into something neither entirely human nor

wholly alien.

He felt his passage, stretched to exquisite fullness, pulse around the invading flesh

with a desperate, hungry rhythm of its own.

The tentacle did not retreat fully; instead, it lingered at the threshold, flexing and

fluttering, coaxing aftershocks of pleasure with a patient, teasing insistence.

A gentle, possessive squeeze answered the smallest tremor in Quinn’s hips, a

reminder that he was wanted, that he was not alone.

The communion between them deepened. It was no longer touch but a second

bloodstream; the thing in the lake had threaded itself through his nerves, his veins, the

hollow of his bones.

In the afterglow, when the pulses of climax faded to subtle tremors, the presence

inside his skull grew clearer and more articulate.

It was hunger, yes, but also ache. Not just the need to feed, but the need to be needed.

The desperate, lonely yearning of an intelligence spawned in cosmic exile, banished

to water and darkness.



The world calmed around him. The air above the lake was glassy and still, the sky a

vault of infinite blue.

In the hush that followed, Quinn could hear the heartbeat of the creature—not a

sound, but a pressure, a thrumming, felt in the marrow of his bones.

It reverberated through him, a call and a response, echoing in the wet, bruised spaces

of his body and the raw, open places of his mind.

The creature’s questions became more insistent—flashes of light, fractal images, the

taste of tears and longing, and the wordless ache of a being that knew, at last, what it

meant to be wanted.

Quinn’s own need was a flare, but the entity’s was a supernova: it wanted him,

needed him, more than anything above or below the surface.

In the intricate tangle of sensation, it laid bare a secret hope: that he would stay, that

this moment would stretch out forever, that the raw and perfect connection would

never end.

He understood the ache, the terrible gravity of it, because it was his own.

He knew what it was to be monstrous and beautiful and rejected, to crave nothing

more than the endless loop of desire and connection.

Quinn held the creature’s longing in his heart, not as a burden but as a kind of gift: to

be wanted so absolutely, so without judgment, was a miracle he’d never dared to

hope for.
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T he tentacle inside Quinn’s body finally relaxed, its writhing less a penetration than

a gentle, coiling embrace.

It lingered, filling him with a warm, silken fullness, and he understood, viscerally,

that the thing’s pleasure had peaked and softened, like his own.

For a long time, he lay there, half-submerged in silt and sun, the water curling coolly

around his calves, the tentacle stroking him in slow, affectionate pulses.

He could feel, in the distant reaches of the creature’s mind, a kind of cosmic

satisfaction, an afterglow that radiated out across the entire lake.

He closed his eyes and let the sense of union expand inside him, flooding every cell

until he felt as if he could breathe underwater, never surface again, never leave the

arms that held him.

The tentacle in his ass, still buried deep, began to pulse with a slow, reverberating

rhythm, each undulation softer than before but more possessive.

It milked the last echoes of pleasure from his body, as if reluctant to relinquish its

hold.

It pulsed, gentled, and then, with a slow and sinuous grace, began to withdraw.

The sensation was a sweet ache, a tightening in his gut as the fullness left him,

replaced by the lingering, unignorable need for more.



The smaller tendrils slid off his cock, draining the last dregs of his body’s spent

desire, then curled lovingly around his hips and thighs before slipping away, releasing

him to the mud and the thin, wavering sunlight above.

The water, thick with the milky slickness of the creature’s secretion, eddied around

his legs.

He lay back, gasping, staring at the empty sky, feeling as hollow and luminous as the

bones of a bird.

He did not weep. Instead, he lay in the murk, letting the chill of the lake percolate

through his bones, drawing off the heat of orgasm and the shimmer of raw adrenaline

as his trembling calmed and the world, impossibly, began to right itself.

The water’s surface stilled, the sky’s blue sharpened, and the wind returned,

feathering ripples across the lake as if nothing had ever happened.

A faint stirring beneath him, a subtle shifting of the silt, signaled the creature’s

withdrawal.

The broad tentacle, having emptied him so exquisitely, lingered just outside his body,

its tip brushing against his tender, gaping entrance with the delicacy of a farewell

kiss.

His body trembled in the aftershocks—spasms that wracked his spine and thighs,

involuntary, half-painful, half-joyful.

His mouth tingled from the memory of the tentacle’s taste, that sharp, alien tang

lingering on his tongue.

Inside him, the slick walls of his passage fluttered, as if his body was unwilling to



release the last traces of the creature’s presence.

Each pulse a reminder, a secret brand pressed into the core of his being.

Something small and delicate brushed his cheek.

He opened his eyes and saw, hovering before his face, a fringe of translucent, hair-

fine tendrils.

They hovered in the air, tremulous and shy, hesitating at the boundary between water

and skin.

He raised his hand, still trembling, and the tendrils twined around his fingers—not

gripping, but weaving in and out, like a child’s fingers seeking a parent’s grasp.

The gesture was achingly familiar, and the meaning struck him with a force far

greater than any orgasmic aftershock: the thing wanted to hold his hand.

He let it. He let the gentle filaments braid between his fingers, let them stroke the

bruised knuckles and cradle the pads of his palms, let them linger at the soft webbing

between thumb and forefinger.

He turned his palm upward and felt the gossamer threads curl down, touching the scar

on his wrist, then the half-moon bites where his own nails had sunk in during the

worst of the seizures.

The sensation, at once chaste and impossibly intimate, made his throat ache more

than any lingering bruise.

He felt the creature’s gratitude as a pulse of golden warmth, a desperate, childlike

affection that radiated from the tips of the filaments and up his arm, blooming in his



chest. Here was a thing older than memory, a thing that had never known kindness,

asking for the smallest, most human of comforts.

Quinn’s breath hitched. He gripped the tendrils—delicate, trembling, but impossibly

strong—and wove his fingers through them, refusing to let go.

The filaments flexed and curled, testing the grip, then squeezed with a strength that

surprised him, as if the creature needed reassurance that it would not slip away, not

be abandoned to the silt and dark again.

The creature’s thoughts coiled with his, an unspoken question trembling in the

charged, electric air between them.

Don’t leave. Please.

It was not a command, not a demand. It was a plea, born of the same hunger that had

driven it to devour and cherish, to punish and pet in one seamless cycle.

It craved not only the taste of skin and salt, but the reassurance that some part of

this—of him —could be permanent.

That he would not slip away, back to some small, dry apartment and its echoing

silence, leaving the bright communion of the lake a memory, a scar.

He squeezed back, his fingers compressing the drag of water and the fine, silken

threads that passed for the monster’s hand.

In that moment, he remembered every time he’d ever reached for

something—someone—and found only emptiness.

The void between himself and the rest of the world, the constant knowledge that even



when he dared to touch, he risked only more pain.

The thing in the lake had barbs and hunger and a thousand ways to break him, but it

knew this ache intimately.

It had been alone, marooned, for so much longer than Quinn could fathom.

The gossamer tendrils held him there, neither pulling nor urging, only holding, a grip

so uncannily gentle it made his teeth ache.

He lay with the cool mud seeping into the small of his back and the sun stroking his

eyelids, and for a moment, he was a creature suspended between two elements: half

boy, half monster, all aching need.

The water shimmered with the memory of violence and the hush of peace.

Quinn felt the afterimage of those barbed, brutal tentacles—the way they’d ripped

apart the men who’d tried to kill him, the way the lake had boiled with red as it

devoured their hate.

The monster’s revenge had been total, but now the water was glassy, the air above it

trembling with the possibility of forgiveness.
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H e found his voice, at last, not as words but as a silent, surging promise, a current

braided into the living circuit that linked them both.

I won’t leave you, he thought—not to the silt and the dark, not ever again.

He pressed the thought forward, not with the bravado of a survivor but with the naked

ache of a boy who knew what it meant to be left behind.

The filaments tightened in answer, wrapping his hand in a net of cool, glimmering

threads, refusing to let go even as the larger body of the creature began to withdraw.

A shivering pulse radiated through Quinn’s whole body, and for a moment his vision

shimmered with the afterimage of a hundred years of yearning: the empty lake, the

slow drift of silt, the silent echo of touch denied.

He saw it, felt it, became it. In that instant, the boundary between himself and the

creature dissolved, and he was both: the boy on the shore, battered but unbroken, and

the thing beneath, old as starlight, desperate for the warmth of another.

Quinn tensed, instinctively, terrified the connection would snap, but the filaments

only gripped tighter, transmitting a pulse of contentment so fierce it nearly brought

him to tears.

He lay in the water, half-drowned and wholly remade.

The gossamer filaments at his palms lingered, weaving between his fingers, plaiting

themselves in intricate knots of memory and yearning.



Each twist and furl was a tether, a way of holding him in place even as the mass of

the creature began to sink back toward the depthless cold.

He clung to those threads, refusing to let them slip free.

The raw, open place where the tentacle had fucked him throbbed with a pleasant

ache, a reminder of the communion that would not fade with the morning’s light.

The water around his hips was warm, faintly viscous, still carrying traces of the

creature’s essence, and as it swirled against his skin, he realized with a shudder that

he was—God help him—hungry for more.

The tiny tentacles released him by degrees, smoothing their retreat with soft, pulsing

strokes that massaged his hands, his chest, the tender grooves at his throat.

The water whispered against his skin, the current gentle, as if cradling him in the

aftermath of a storm.

The lake was silent, the violence erased; all that remained was the hum of the

connection, the bright, golden ache of having been needed, truly needed, even if only

for a moment.

Quinn floated in the shallows, limp and open and filled with a strange, buoyant hope.

The filaments unraveled from his fingers with exquisite care, trailing up his arm in a

final, tactile goodbye, and then slipped below the surface.

He watched them disappear, the delicate ripples fading outward in concentric rings,

until the lake was just a lake again—mirror-bright, blue, and bottomless.

Quinn lay in the shallows for a moment, feeling the gentle embrace of the water as



the pieces of himself slowly reassembled.

He sat forward, the soft, silty mud tenderly supporting him, a reminder of the bond he

had formed with the creature that had made love to him so intimately.

It was more than just a physical connection; it was a profound intertwining of souls.

His mind continued to "glow" with the connection to the entity, a warm presence still

nestled within him, offering comfort and companionship.

As he crawled to his feet, he marveled at how the pain he once thought unbearable

had nearly disappeared, soothed away by the creature's healing touch.

Gratitude and affection for the entity flooded his thoughts, leaving him with a

profound sense of peace and wonder.

On the pebbled shore, Quinn's eyes fell upon the scattered clothes and boots

belonging to the men, lying abandoned near his own.

The garments lay crumpled in a haphazard manner, as if hastily discarded.

As he fixed his gaze on them, the lake's surface began to ripple gently, sending small

waves lapping against the shoreline. Quinn methodically collected the evidence of the

men’s presence—shirts, trousers, and sturdy leather boots—and flung them into the

water with a decisive motion.

A delicate whirlpool formed, swirling around the floating items with a graceful yet

relentless pull, gradually swallowing them beneath the surface until no traces of the

men remained.

As Quinn dressed, he felt a profound numbness, not from the chill of the water or



crispness of the air, but from the ethereal experience that enveloped him, as though it

were still unfolding within him—replaying like a cherished memory he longed to

hold close.

Each moment felt precious, a tender whisper of something beautiful and fleeting.

As time passed, Quinn wondered whether he would eventually question the reality of

what had transpired... come to believe it was nothing more than a peculiar, exotic

dream.

After collecting the items the broad-shouldered man had extracted from his pack,

Quinn returned them to the backpack, tucking the magazine inside before closing the

zipper with a finality.

He then stood, gazing out over the lake, its surface now serene and undisturbed, a

silent witness to the secrets it held beneath.

He felt the magnetic pull of the entity resonating deep within his mind, reaching out

with an invisible hand.

Quinn closed his eyes, allowing himself to reach back into the depths of his

consciousness, sensing the creature's palpable fear—a fear that whispered the terror

of being forgotten.

A tight lump formed in Quinn's throat, his body warming with the vivid memory of

the entity's ethereal touch.

The heat unfurled in his loins, igniting a gentle, persistent throb at his core.

“I won’t forget,” he murmured softly, his voice barely audible as his eyes fluttered

open. A cool breeze, redolent of pine and the freshness of the forest, brushed gently



against his face, like a soothing caress. “I’ll come back. I won’t leave you alone.”

He moved with purpose toward the edge of the shore, the pebbles crunching beneath

his feet, and then sank to his heels.

His fingers reached out, caressing the lake’s surface with a delicate touch.

The water responded with a series of ripples that danced and quivered beneath his

fingertips.

“I promise,” he vowed, the words a solemn oath carried by the whispering wind.

It demanded immense strength of will for Quinn to turn away from the shimmering

lake, while the mysterious entity held fast to his mind.

.. his very heart. As he stepped into the dappled shadows of the trees, the sunlight

filtering through the leaves in delicate patterns, tears streamed down his face.

The trees towered around him, their branches whispering secrets in the gentle breeze

as he found the familiar path leading back to his secluded campsite.

The tears continued to trickle down his cheeks as he meticulously packed away his

tent, folding the fabric with care, and rolled up his sleeping bag with practiced

precision.

These were not tears of sorrow, but of profound awe and revelation.

Never before had anyone, or anything, touched him so deeply on a spiritual and

emotional level.

It was an experience that transcended the ordinary and overwhelmed his senses in a



way only something vast and incomprehensible could—like being enveloped in the

boundless love of a force beyond human understanding.

Was this the reason people wept when communing with the divine?

Because their finite minds and hearts were unable to fully grasp and contain the

infinite love of something so much greater than themselves?

Quinn knelt amidst the soft, fragrant bed of pine needles, his belongings neatly

packed and ready for departure. He sniffed and wiped his eyes, feeling the immense

pressure within him, as if he might burst from the overwhelming intensity of the

experience.

What if it’s too much for me to handle? he wondered, his thoughts a swirling tempest

of doubt.

What if I can’t contain this… emotion? Would his heart simply explode like a

firework in the night sky?

His mind implode like a collapsing star?

Even as these turbulent reflections drifted through his consciousness, the presence of

the entity washed over him, soothing his fears with a gentle calm that spread like a

warm balm, relieving the pressure that had threatened to overwhelm him.

Quinn inhaled deeply, his breath quivering as he filled his lungs with the crisp,

invigorating air, and stood up with renewed resolve.

He hoisted his pack onto his shoulders, carefully adjusting the folded tent and rolled

sleeping bag to balance the weight evenly across his back.



He sniffed again, clearing his throat, feeling a touch lighter than moments before,

despite the physical burden he carried.

As he retraced his steps along the winding path through the dense, whispering forest,

Quinn paused at the turnoff to the lake.

He gazed through the towering, sentinel-like trees at the water beyond.

The early afternoon sunlight danced and played across the surface, transforming it

into a shimmering expanse of light, like millions of tiny diamonds scattered across a

velvet cloth.

Yet beneath that dazzling facade lay something far more precious than any gemstone.

A priceless treasure he’d never believed he would uncover in his lifetime.

“I’ll be back soon,” he whispered. “I won’t forget.”

The soft, cool breeze embraced his words, carrying them across the lake’s surface,

which responded with a gentle, hopeful shiver, as if acknowledging and affirming his

vow.
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Q uinn kept his promise and returned to the lake two weeks later.

It wasn’t easy to get away from Emily again after she saw his bruised face when he

got home.

Although the lake had healed the worst of his bruises and they no longer ached, the

evidence of his beating still showed, making Emily worried.

Quinn assured her he was fine and, for the first time in his life, lied, saying he slipped

and fell down a hillside, banging up his face and parts of his body.

Emily remained skeptical of his story while reluctantly accepting it. When she

changed the subject and asked if he knew yet what he wanted to do with his

grandfather’s inheritance, he finally had a definite answer, whereas he’d been

uncertain before.

“I do,” he told her.

Emily looked surprised and happy. “Really? What? Tell me.” His making plans for

the money meant—for Emily—that he was looking forward, something he had

struggled with for years.

His writing had helped, providing an outlet for his emotions, for his hopes and

dreams of what he wished his life to be someday.

But he didn’t write about his pain, and therefore it had remained trapped inside,

quietly—sometimes not so quietly—tormenting him.



Not anymore.

“I, um…” Quinn smiled warmly as all the sensations of the lake experience washed

over him again, reviving the wonder and amazement.

“I discovered a small lake up where I was camping. I thought maybe I could buy the

property around it and build a cabin, a place of peace and solitude, where I could go

to write.”

“Like your own personal writer’s retreat?” Emily beamed.

“Yeah.” Quinn’s smile stretched, and he lowered his eyes. “Just like that.”

“I think it’s a great idea.”

Quinn looked up. “You do?”

“Of course.” She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Did you think I wouldn’t? You’re

happiest when you’re communing with nature.” She reached out and squeezed his

hand. “I always want you to be happy.”

“You don’t think I’m just… running away?”

“Are you?”

“No,” he whispered and held her hand. “I’m not.”

“Then no,” Emily said. “I don’t think you’re running away.

When you’re ready for more, you’ll know.



And no one—not even me—can tell you when that is.

” She hugged him, letting it linger. “You’re a beautiful man, Quinn,” she whispered.

“In so many ways. You have so much love to offer someone, and you deserve so

much in return.” She drew back and cupped his face.

“One day, that special someone will come along, and you’ll know in your heart that

they’re the one. ”

Quinn gazed at her. “How will I know?”

“Oh, hun.” Emily kissed him as she often did when she wanted to make a point. “It’s

just something you know. There will be a… connection … unlike anything you’ve

ever experienced with anyone else.” She smiled softly. “Even me.”

There had never been anything Quinn couldn’t tell Emily; no secret he couldn’t share

with her.

Until now. It hurt his heart not to be able to share the greatest experience of his life,

such a life-changing revelation, with her.

But he couldn’t, not this time. This was a secret he would take to his grave, a secret

he must take to his grave.

Not for himself, but for the entity beneath the lake.

“I’ll trust your word,” Quinn murmured with a small smile.

“You better.” She winked and patted his chest. “I know whereof I speak.”



“Really?” Quinn smirked. “How many times have you met the one?”

She cast him a sly look and stepped back, not saying a word.

“What...?” Quinn frowned in curiosity. “Did you... meet someone while I was gone?”

“Maybe.” Emily scrunched her nose and pursed her lips.

“Someone you think might be the one?”

Emily bit her lower lip, smiling. “Maybe.”

Quinn eyed her skeptically. “I thought you said you would know for sure when you

met them, that there would be a connection.” He tilted his head. “ Was there a

connection?”

“I think so.” She bit her lip again. “We’ve already gone out a couple of times. He’s

sweet, kind, and...” She sighed dreamily. “... so handsome.”

Dismissing the unavoidable sting of jealousy, Quinn grinned. “I’m happy for you,

Em,” he said, and truly meant it. “He just better treat you right and never hurt you, or

I’ll…”

“You’ll what?” Emily squinted impishly, poking his chest. “What will big, bad Quinn

do?”

Invite him to the lake. Quinn didn’t say that. He shrugged and chuckled,

“Something.”

Emily laughed and hugged him. “You’ll always be my hero.”



Quinn held her deep in his arms. “And you’ll always be mine,” he whispered against

her soft hair, his heartbreaking sincerity making the young woman hold him tighter.

“After spending so much time looking after me,” he said softly, “You deserve a man

who can give you something back.”

Pulling from his arms, Emily stared at him, her brow etched with a stern line.

“You give me plenty, Quinn. I can’t even imagine what my life would have been like

without you.

I don’t want to imagine it. You’ve been my best friend since we were in first grade.

If you really think you’re the only one enriched from our relationship, I may have to

kick your ass. ”

She smiled, but she was dead serious; Emily hated it when Quinn implied he wasn’t

giving as much as he was receiving.

But how could he believe it was an equal give-and-take relationship when Emily had

saved his life in every way possible—and continued to do so every day?

Still, he knew better than to argue with the woman.

“Sorry,” he offered sheepishly.

“You better be, buddy boy.” She gripped the front of his shirt and looked into his

eyes with affection.

“You know I won’t accept you thinking you’re somehow less than me, or weaker,

because you needed to lean on me when your life turned to hell.



If something happened to me, and I needed to lean on you with such gravity… would

you be there for me?”

Quinn swallowed, a soft burn in his eyes. “Of course, I would, Em. You know I

would.”

“I do know,” she whispered, caressing his bruised cheek. “I know without a shadow

of a doubt that you’re the one person who would never let me down. I told

you—you’re my hero. And true heroes are there when you need them.”

Quinn nodded and kissed her. “Sorry for being a dumb-dumb.”

Emily laughed softly. “You’re forgiven—this time. Just don’t make a habit of it.”

“Scout’s Honor.” Quinn raised two fingers and smiled.
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W hen Quinn packed up, ready to head back to the lake, Emily showed some

hesitation.

Quinn knew she didn’t completely believe his story about the bruises on his face, but

he didn’t think she suspected assault either.

If she had, she wouldn’t have let him go—even if she had to hogtie him and lock him

in a closet.

Early that Saturday morning, while the world was still cloaked in darkness, Quinn

loaded the bed of his small, weathered pickup truck with enough supplies to sustain

him for a week or two, at the very least. The air was crisp, carrying the scent of dew-

soaked earth as he worked, his breath visible in the cool morning air.

Returning to the lake felt surreal after a two-week absence, like stepping into the

pages of a strange and peculiar dream.

Yet, Quinn knew it was all too real. Every moment of it—including the violent

destruction of his attackers—was etched into his memory.

Over the past fourteen days, he had avoided thinking too deeply about that part,

unsure of how he, as a mere human, was supposed to process such an event. Now,

just as then, he felt a cold numbness about their brutal deaths.

Somehow, that lack of emotion didn’t seem like a typical human reaction, even

though they had intended to end his life.



Despite it all, he felt nothing. He wasn’t afraid of the mysterious entity that had

practically torn them apart right before his eyes.

Instead, he felt an overwhelming sense of protection, a profound safety he hadn’t

experienced since he was fourteen years old.

Quinn pushed his thoughts away from that terrifying day five years ago, a day that

had etched trauma and pain deep within him.

Those feelings had been gradually soothed, even partially healed, by the enigmatic

entity in the lake.

It could have harmed him, taken what it wanted, and left him even more shattered and

traumatized than before. But it hadn't.

It couldn’t have “taken” what it wanted because what it sought was your

companionship, affection, and—perhaps most profoundly—your love.

The creature was lonely, marooned in a world that would never understand its kind or

even try to.

It found a kindred spirit in Quinn—and clung to him.

Quinn, with his human mind, couldn't fully comprehend the depth of their

connection, but he feared losing it, like a precious thread woven into the fabric of his

existence.

He was deeply worried about the creature's safety in a world that harbored an

instinctive fear of what it couldn't understand—a fear that so easily morphed into

brutality.



Quinn left the bustling cityscape behind and ventured toward the majestic mountains

that loomed in the distance.

The warm, golden rays of the morning sun bathed the landscape in a soft glow by the

time he arrived at the secluded spot where he parked his truck.

From there, he embarked on the upward trek, the earthy scent of the forest enveloping

him, his feet crunching against the gritty dirt path.

His backpack felt heavier than usual, but the weight didn’t occupy his thoughts.

Instead, his mind was miles ahead, already lingering by the serene lake nestled in the

mountains.

A riot of butterflies erupted in his stomach and chest, fluttering wildly as if he were

about to meet the boy of his dreams.

Although he was fairly sure the entity was a “boy”, if it even adhered to the concept

of gender, and had captivated his thoughts and dreams for the past two weeks—this

was far from a normal encounter. In fact, there was nothing ordinary or common

about this mysterious attraction at all.

Quinn pondered whether he had lost his grip on reality after the harrowing experience

when two men nearly beat him to death, only for him to witness them being

gruesomely torn apart from the inside out.

Could any normal person endure such a traumatic event and remain sane?

And after all that, get fucked by the very creature responsible for the carnage—and

enjoy it?



How could any of that possibly be considered sane?

Would he reach the lake only to discover that the creature was nothing more than a

figment of his imagination?

The mind, in its complexity, could weave intricate illusions, especially when gripped

by the throes of trauma.

Perhaps the men had indeed beaten him, but then abandoned him on the cold shore,

and walked away without any intention of ending his life.

Maybe everything else—the creature, the connection, the brutal revenge—had been a

bizarre fever dream spun from the depths of his unconsciousness.

Quinn's steps faltered, his pace slowing as tendrils of doubt seeped into his thoughts

like a chilling fog.

Though it seemed bizarre, he longed for the encounter to be real.

He needed that connection to be more than just a fleeting fantasy.

He could still feel the entity's consciousness intertwined with his own, like an

invisible thread binding their fates. But what if it was all just his imagination, creating

something that wasn’t truly there?

After all, the mind was a powerful force, capable of conjuring entire worlds within its

depths.

Quinn quickened his steps, almost running along the winding trail, fueled by a sudden

surge of panic. What if, when he reached the lake's edge, all he found was the calm

surface of water, with no mysterious presence beneath the lakebed longing for his



return, craving his touch and companionship?

As Quinn finally broke free from the thick canopy of trees onto the sunlit grassy

knoll, his heart pounded wildly against his ribcage, each beat echoing in his ears.

His chest felt tight, each breath a laborious effort as he struggled to draw in air.

With frantic hands, he shrugged off the heavy burden of his backpack, letting it drop

unceremoniously onto the grass, and sprinted toward the shoreline, collapsing onto

his knees in desperation.

“I’m here…” he whispered, his voice trembling violently, barely audible above the

gentle rustle of the breeze.

“I came back.” His throat tightened into a painful knot, almost choking him and

making it hard to breathe as tears stung his eyes.

The cold water lapped softly at his knees, chilling him through his jeans, which

darkened as they absorbed the moisture.

Quinn held his breath, eyes fixed on the lake's surface, which lay still and undisturbed

like a polished mirror, reflecting the vibrant blue sky and the dazzling sunlight.

The water remained placid, its glassy surface unbroken by any ripples of

acknowledgment or greeting.

Quinn thought with despair , I am crazy, and let himself fall back onto his butt with a

dull thud.

He drew up his legs, wrapping his arms tightly around them, and buried his face

against his wet knees, his boots partly submerged in the chill water that lapped gently



around him.

It was all in my head… he was never here.

Quinn was only half aware that this was the first time he’d instinctively referred to

the entity as “he” instead of “it.” Somehow, assigning it a gender made the

connection feel more intimate, and Quinn felt a pang of realization about how much

the creature truly meant to him.

How deeply he needed that experience to be a real, tangible moment in his life.

Quinn trembled, his whole body shivering with emotion as he pressed his face into

his arms, tears escaping and seeping through his lashes.

“Please be real,” he whispered, his voice fractured by broken sobs.

“Please don’t leave me here alone… please…

I…” His breath hitched and shuddered wetly, echoing in the stillness around him. “…

I need you… I need you…”

The water rippled softly around Quinn’s feet, each movement sending small waves

cascading outward as a gentle pressure built in his temples.

The sensation grew gradually, like a tide coming in, before bursting into a thousand

tiny starbursts that danced behind his eyes, illuminating his vision with flashes of

light.

Quinn inhaled sharply, his breath shaky and filled with surprise, as he lifted his head

and felt a comforting warmth envelop his consciousness and spread through his body

like a soothing wave.



In the shallow water, a mesmerizing swirl of sinuous, translucent filaments fluttered

around his boots like ethereal ribbons.

Overcome with emotion, Quinn choked on a sob and grinned widely, hastily

removing his boots. Plunging his bare feet into the cool water, he felt tiny, eager

tendrils weave through his toes, coiling around his feet with a rhythmic squeeze and

pulse.

A radiant light of pure joy ignited within his mind, an overwhelming euphoria like

that of a child on Christmas morning, pouring into him through the entity’s

consciousness.

Had the creature feared Quinn wouldn’t return? Did it experience the passage of time

differently than the human mind, stretching his absence into something much longer

than two weeks?

I’m here. Quinn reached out with his thoughts, projecting them with the strength of

his resolve. I won’t leave you. I’m going to protect you.

The tendrils quivered delicately against his feet, their tiny, translucent “heads” shyly

peeking through the shimmering surface of the water. Each tendril glistened in the

sunlight, casting subtle ripples across the otherwise still pond.

Quinn smiled, his heart swelling with deep affection, and he leaned forward, slipping

his hands into the cold water.

The filaments responded instantly, entwining around his fingers and hands with a

graceful, serpentine motion, their silky touch sliding over his skin.

They gripped him with an almost desperate delight, tugging gently with a playful

touch that hinted at a longing connection, slipping in and out of his fingers while



tenderly sucking the soft skin between his digits.

A subtle, quiet heat began to rise within Quinn's loins, spreading with a warmth that

was both unexpected and consuming.

His erection was immediate and robust, straining insistently against the confines of

his jeans.

As Quinn attempted to withdraw his hands, the tendrils clung to him, their grip firm

yet filled with a playful reluctance, until they finally relented and released their hold.

With a sense of anticipation, Quinn stood up, methodically shedding his clothes. He

waded slowly into the cold water, the chill biting at his skin, yet invigorating, as he

immersed himself fully into the embrace of the shimmering depths.
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A shiver-inducing flurry of goosebumps raced up Quinn's body as he ventured further

into the lake.

The water, cold enough to bite, seemed to ignore the heat of his arousal, while

delicate, gossamer filaments wrapped around his legs like silken threads.

They slithered with a serpentine grace along his inner thighs, seeking out his most

sensitive parts.

Quinn trembled, his footsteps faltering as the tiny, sinuous tendrils coiled intimately

around his cock and testicles.

They moved with sensual precision, sliding up and down his thick shaft, pulsating

rhythmically, as if each ethereal strand pulsed with a life of its own, synchronized to

a hidden heartbeat.

“Uuhh…” Quinn gasped shakily, his breath catching as the icy embrace of the water

enveloped him up to his chin.

The frigid temperature sent shivers across his skin, but it was the intricate dance of

sensations below that truly captured his focus.

His chest felt tight, a complicated blend of cold and the peculiar stimulation that

spiraled through his shaft.

He twitched involuntarily when one of the delicate filaments, like a living thread,

wriggled its way into his urethra, sliding deeper into him with a smooth, deliberate



motion.

As it moved, it excreted a warm, slimy substance that seemed to dissolve the chill.

Bracing himself for the anticipated sting, Quinn instead found himself swept up in a

wave of unexpected pleasure, a sensation so intense that it made his cock twitch,

jump, and stretch eagerly.

He whimpered softly, lost in quiet ecstasy, as the tiny tendril gently thrust in and out

of the small opening while other tendrils coiled beneath the sensitive head, squeezing

and pulsing rhythmically, their undulating movements synchronized with yet more

tendrils that continued to caress and stroke his shaft in a harmonious symphony of

sensation.

Quinn was frozen in place, his body a coiled spring of sexual tension, with his toes

burrowing into the soft, silty lakebed beneath him. His jaw hung open, his breath

caught in his throat, as his eyes fluttered back, lost in the overwhelming sensations.

I'm gonna cum...

As if sensing his thoughts, the slender, sinuous strands seemed to redouble their

efforts, working in harmonious fervor to push him toward the edge.

The tendrils teasing his balls slithered around his sensitive sack, alternately tightening

and loosening, a rhythmic dance that heightened his anticipation.

Meanwhile, the delicate filament exploring his urethra moved with increased

urgency, slipping in and out with a swift, precise rhythm, delving deeper with each

thrust, intensifying the electric pleasure coursing through him.

“Fuu… fuuuck…” Quinn stood immobilized, his body tense and taut like a coiled



spring, his arms hovering near his face with fingers rigid and claw-like.

His breath hitched sharply when one of the sinuous tendrils teasingly "licked" his

sensitive slit, then latched onto it with a delicate, suctioning mouth.

Quinn squeezed his eyes shut, a series of breathy gasps escaping his throat. “Uh…

uuh… uuhhh…”

Desperate for more, his hips instinctively pushed forward, seeking something

substantial to meet his thrusts.

Yet, there was nothing solid there, leaving him entirely at the mercy of the delicate

filaments that skillfully administered pleasure, simultaneously drawing nourishment

from the ecstasy they incited.

The tendrils undulated with a deliberate rhythm, their touch electrifying and

relentless, each movement sending waves of sensation coursing through him,

heightening his vulnerability to their exquisite torment.

These filaments deftly manipulated him, weaving waves of pleasure that

simultaneously drained and fed off his intense reactions.

Quinn let out a staggered, guttural cry as his body convulsed with an overwhelming,

full-body orgasm.

The tendril nestled inside his shaft slowly extracted itself, and in its wake, ropes of

cum erupted forcefully into the surrounding water.

The tiny tendrils swarmed around, eagerly devouring his seed in a frenzied dance of

excitement.



Stumbling back a couple of steps, Quinn felt the water level lower to his upper chest,

and he struggled to draw deep, shaky breaths, his heart pounding relentlessly like a

runaway freight train.

Despite the sheer intensity of his climax, his member remained heavy and semi-hard,

a testament to the lingering sensations.

A shiver ran down his spine when a tendril playfully wriggled back into the tip of his

shaft, hungrily consuming the last remnants of cum still seeping from him.

Quinn reached into the shimmering water, his fingers gently caressing his throbbing

shaft beneath the surface. The delicate filaments, like silken threads, sinuously

wrapped around his hand and his length, greedily absorbing the few lingering

droplets of semen he coaxed from himself.

“Oh, my god...” he murmured, his voice trembling with awe and anticipation. He

swallowed thickly, fully aware that this was merely the beginning—the tantalizing

appetizer before the main course.

His deduction was confirmed when a thicker, larger tentacle slithered around his

ankle, its surface smooth yet slightly ridged like the bark of a tree.

It coiled upward with deliberate grace, encircling his calf in a spiraling embrace.

Then, a second tentacle of equal size and formidable girth wound around his other

leg, mirroring the first with a synchronized, sinuous movement.

Both tentacles glided up his legs with fluid precision, their gelatinous bodies leaving

a trail of warm, tingling slime that coated his skin like a silky balm.

The sensation of their solid, undulating touch sent a shiver of delight through Quinn's



body, awakening his senses as if they had been dormant for ages.

His nerve endings sparked to life, each one tingling with an electric intensity as the

tiny suctioning mouths on the underside of the tentacles pressed gently against his

flesh.

These miniature orifices “kissed” and suckled his quivering thigh muscles, igniting a

symphony of delightful shivers throughout his body.

Quinn stood immersed in the chest-deep water, his body thrumming with an electric

sense of anticipation as the sinuous, thick appendages wound their way between his

thighs, their smooth surfaces forcing his legs slightly apart.

A soft, helpless whimper escaped his lips as one of the tentacles, slick and cool

against his skin, slid along the underside of his semi-erect cock, its tip gently nudging

the sensitive head.

Through the crystalline water, Quinn watched, spellbound, as the tip of the tentacle

unfurled like a blossoming flower, revealing a hidden mouth.

From within, a smaller, agile tendril emerged, its tongue-like form dancing and

tasting the crown of his cock, exploring the sensitive slit with a delicate, insistent

touch.

“Huh…” Quinn gasped, his body jolting as his cock hardened in an instant, pulsing

with a fierce, undeniable need.

He was only dimly aware of the other tentacle, its surface slick and supple, probing

his balls, rolling them gently before sliding through the hidden, sensitive valley of his

ass.



His focus was consumed by the sight of the petaled mouth descending onto his dick,

the tongue-like tendril coiling around his root, drawing his cock deeper into the

mouth's warm, velvety depths.

The petaled lips closed, sealing tightly around the root of his shaft, enveloping his

cock in a snug, slippery cocoon that pulsed with the sensation of countless tiny

mouths, each one suckling the stem of his throbbing, engorged erection, sending

waves of pleasure coursing through his veins.

The other tentacle, rather than entering him from behind, sinuously ascended the

center of his back, its substantial length pressing between his cheeks.

Along its underside, the suctioning mouths latched onto his sensitive pucker, creating

a sensation both unexpected and intense.

Quinn shivered and let out a soft whimper, a profound tension enveloping him as the

petal-like mouth milked his cock.

It held him in a warm cocoon, pulsing with a rhythmic cadence.

The “throat” teemed with a multitude of pleasurable stimulations that danced across

his skin, while the tip of the other tentacle gently brushed against the hair at the nape

of his neck, reminiscent of a lover's tender nuzzle.

A series of warm shivers swept through Quinn, and he rested his head softly against

the robust tentacle as it coiled around his throat with a languid grace, the tip

delicately exploring the underside of his jaw and chin with an almost affectionate

curiosity.
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B rilliant flashes of white light, soon followed by a kaleidoscope of colors, began to

“pop” behind his closed eyes like a cascade of tiny, bursting stars.

He could feel the enigmatic presence of the entity within his mind, as if it were an

insatiable void, devouring his aura and hungrily siphoning every spark of pleasure to

feed its voracious appetite, while simultaneously feeding sensations of pleasure back

into Quinn.

A sudden, shivering orgasm gripped him with an intensity that resonated through the

very core of his being.

His body convulsed, a ripple of shudders cascading down his spine as he released into

the plush, inviting petal mouth.

A soft, involuntary gasp escaped his lips, a quivering echo of the overwhelming

sensation.

His breath came in stuttered, uneven bursts, while the mouth—and the multitude of

smaller mouths nested within its depths—drew the essence from his pulsating

member with relentless, rhythmic suction.

The sensation culminated in a slick, audible pop as the mouth disengaged from his

cock, causing him to jerk involuntarily. The tentacle withdrew with a languid grace,

joining its companion near his face, leaving him in a state of breathless, lingering

ecstasy.

Quinn gazed glassy-eyed at the delicate petal mouth as it hovered momentarily in



front of him, its ethereal beauty captivating his senses.

The velvety petals, tinged with a soft blush, brushed gently across his own lips with a

featherlight touch.

He parted his mouth, an unspoken invitation, and the petal mirrored his action,

parting its own lips with an almost sentient grace.

The petals adhered to Quinn’s face, forming a seamless, intimate connection.

A sinuous tongue-like tendril slithered into his mouth with a serpentine elegance,

teasing and entwining with his tongue, caressing the sensitive roof of his mouth, and

slipping effortlessly into his throat.

A faint taste lingered on the tendril, a vestige of his own essence, as it sensually

navigated the back of his tongue and descended into his throat with a deliberate

tenderness, exploring the depths of his throat canal with a sensual thrusting rhythm.

“Mmm…” Quinn moaned softly, a sound of both pleasure and surrender, as he

captured the tendril, drawing it against the top of his mouth with a gentle suction,

savoring the intimate, otherworldly interaction.

Both thick, slick tentacles shivered, quivering against Quinn’s body like a gentle

tremor, and the multicolored kaleidoscope of lights inside his mind intensified, each

hue igniting and swirling in a dazzling display akin to a Fourth of July extravaganza.

The creature’s internal presence swelled, a tidal wave of emotion and joy nearly

bursting within Quinn, overwhelming him with such intensity that tears welled up,

spilling over and cascading down his cheeks like a river of liquid emotion.

Quinn found himself at the bottom of the lake, the transition so seamless that he



hadn't even registered the creature's gentle pull drawing him below the surface.

The petal that had been nestled at his lips detached, and in its place, a slender, smaller

tendril slid smoothly down his throat, coiling gently in his lungs, feeding him life

beneath the surface.

The soft, silty lakebed quivered and rippled beneath him, its fine particles shifting

like a living tapestry.

The silky mud was gently disrupted as an array of tentacles, varying in length and

girth, writhed against the lake's floor, their smooth, sinuous forms creating intricate

patterns as they moved.

They cradled his nude body with a tender, rhythmic embrace, like a pulsating bed that

seemed to breathe with a quiet life of its own.

Thick, robust tentacles began to intertwine in the water above him, their smooth

surfaces glistening with a slick sheen as they slithered in and around one another.

They wove together intricately, forming a shape akin to that of a large adult man.

Quinn watched with wide-eyed fascination as the tentacled mass descended

gracefully through the murky depths of the lake, casting shifting shadows as it

moved.

It settled down against him with a gentle, almost comforting weight.

The multiple "heads" of the creature nuzzled his face, neck, and hair with a strangely

tender touch.

Their mouths opened to suckle at his throat, plant soft "kisses" on his lips, and



explore the depths of his mouth.

The sensation was exquisitely intimate, leaving Quinn in a state of mesmerized

wonder.

Quinn reciprocated the affection with fervor, inviting one of the probing tongues into

his mouth, where he sucked on the appendage eagerly, almost greedily.

His hands began a tentative exploration of the "body" that was softly writhing atop

him, his fingertips delicately weaving through the ever-shifting folds of the tentacles.

A tingle spread through him at the touch of their slippery, gelatinous texture, the

"skin" both alien and fascinating to his senses.

Additional tentacles unfurled from the gelatinous mass, wrapping around Quinn like

sinuous arms, pulling him ever closer to the undulating entity.

His legs instinctively wrapped around the mound of slick, glistening muscle, his

arousal reigniting as his member slid between the slick, weaving tendrils.

Deep within the maze of tentacles, an opening blossomed like a flower, and Quinn’s

shaft slipped inside.

This intimate "cave" was a snug, gripping passage, its inner walls rhythmically

contracting and releasing, creating a rippling sensation up and down Quinn’s

throbbing stem.

A profound, inner moan surged through Quinn, manifesting as a shudder that rippled

through his entire being and extended into the creature. The creature responded with

its own rippling quiver, as if echoing Quinn's sensations.



The opening was unlike the petal mouth; it resembled a muscular cavern that gripped

his shaft, releasing a slick, viscous lubricant that eased his movements.

Quinn let out a whimper around the slender tendril that occupied his throat, his hands

desperately clutching the creature's form.

His hips, acting on instinct, moved with an undeniable urgency, thrusting him deeper

into the enveloping cavern.

A muffled, underwater whimper escaped Quinn as a thick, sinewy tentacle slipped

between his ass cheeks, probing his entrance with an insistent curiosity.

Smaller, ribbony tendrils unfurled gracefully from the tip, like delicate underwater

dancers, and began to swim their way inside him.

He shivered internally as the filaments spiraled up his anal passage, their gentle

caress teasing the tender walls of his sensitive chamber, creating a symphony of

sensations that reverberated through his body.

His member swelled within the snug embrace of the muscle cocoon, which contracted

with such intensity around his shaft that it was almost painful as he drove in deeper

and more forcefully.

He relished the constricting grip, the slick warmth, the way the intimate sanctuary

seized his throbbing flesh with an insatiable hunger.

The tentacle at his rear mirrored the path of the filaments within, the thick, muscular

tip pressing insistently against the taut ring of muscle.

It stretched Quinn open, inch by inch, widening his passage with a deliberate

persistence.



Quinn clawed at the undulating mass, his fingers sinking into its slick, pliant flesh.

His body arched involuntarily, yielding to the invasive pressure as the formidable

tentacle plunged deep into his core, claiming every inch of space within.

The sinuous “arms” encircling him coiled with increasing intensity, their grip

tightening like a vice around his body.

The serpentine heads of the writhing creature found their mark, one fastening onto his

throat with a firm, almost predatory grip, while another deftly captured his tongue.

The entire pulsating mass moved with a hypnotic rhythm, the thick tentacle thrusting

in and out of Quinn's body in a dance that seemed to echo and respond to his every

motion— fucking Quinn back with a passion, a need, a want that turned Quinn’s

mind and soul inside out.
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Q uinn was engulfed in a haze of ecstasy that transcended human comprehension, a

sensation so intense it seemed beyond the realm of possibility. Every microbe of his

being—physical, mental, spiritual—was being absorbed by this mystical entity as it

enveloped Quinn, body and soul.

The creature's presence was slick and sticky, wrapping around him with an

overwhelming power that was impossible to escape.

It seeped into every pore, every crevice of his form, its pulsating rhythm resonating

through him as it entered him repeatedly—plunging deep into his very

core—producing a paradoxical experience that was at once numbing and electrifying,

leaving him suspended between euphoria and oblivion.

The water rippling around them was thick with an otherworldly energy that pulsed in

harmony with the creature's presence.

Nestled on the lakebed, far below the shimmering surface, Quinn was enveloped in

an embrace that was both alien and comforting.

The only thing keeping him alive was the slender, sinuous tentacle nestled deep

within his throat, supplying him with the breath of life.

Yet Quinn felt no panic, nor did he entertain thoughts of escaping the entity's grasp.

Instead, he clung to the creature with an intensity and fervor that surpassed anything

he had ever felt before. His passion and longing soared to unprecedented heights,

igniting a fire within him that he hadn’t known could burn so brightly.



A tremor coursed through his taut, electrified body, each movement sending ripples

of sensation cascading through him.

His hips moved with a relentless urgency, thrusting his swollen desire into the

creature's undulating, living cavern.

Each rhythmic pivot of his hips elicited a responsive quiver from the entity, creating a

symphony of movement and sensation that played out in the depths of the underwater

world…

a rhythm that resonated deep within them both.

Quinn captured the slick, undulating tongue in his mouth, feeling its warmth and

texture as he milked it ravenously.

The mass of the creature shuddered and writhed around him, its movements a

symphony of muscle and sinew.

The thick, serpentine presence buried in his ass plunged deeper with a hunger that

seemed insatiable, filling him with an intense sensation.

The “head” of the muscular tentacle, smooth and powerful, probed his sensitive

prostate, then unfurled like a blooming flower to latch onto the magical gland.

It sucked and pulsed rhythmically, each motion sending ripples of ecstasy through

Quinn's body. He jerked hard in the creature’s tightening embrace, his movements

almost frenzied, as he thrust into the tight, welcoming cave, the pressure of his

impending orgasm building like a storm.

He sucked desperately on the supple tongue, moaning and whimpering, as the

appendage began to secrete a sweet, citrusy slime into his mouth, its flavor rich and

intoxicating.



The colossal, viscous tentacle plunged into the depths of his ass, engulfing his

prostate with a ravenous hunger.

The massive limb throbbed and expanded, filling every inch.

The supple, raw flesh of his anal walls was a landscape of sensation, as delicate,

puckering orifices latched on and feasted, tugging at the rosy, responsive tissue with a

voracious appetite, each one a pinprick of intense, excruciating pleasure that sent

miniature lightning storms cascading through Quinn's nervous system.

His body convulsed in waves, like a stormy sea, and he clenched down on the fleshy,

writhing “tongue” in his mouth, drawing it deeply, his cheeks hollowing with

ferocious, desperate suction.

The tight, slick cavern enveloped his throbbing, engorged cock, the muscular walls

rippling and undulating like a relentless, pounding surf, gliding up and down his

pulsating shaft without pause, moving in a primal, synchronous dance with the

monstrous tentacle claiming his prostate.

His head filled with the raw, primal sounds of his grunts and the wet, muffled,

slapping noises of his body being ravaged in the best way, a symphony of sweet

carnal debauchery that left him shivering and gasping, drowning in a sea of ecstasy.

Oh god-oh god-oh fuck-fuck-fuck!!

Quinn's body convulsed violently as an explosive force surged through him,

culminating in a cataclysmic release.

His hips bucked forward, driven by a primal rhythm, as his seed erupted with the

force of a tempest. The snug, velvety chamber constricted further, its undulating

muscles coaxing every last drop from his pulsing shaft.



Quinn trembled like a leaf in a storm, his mouth locked onto the writhing tongue,

sucking with a desperate, feral intensity.

The slick, serpentine appendage danced in his mouth, swelling and throbbing until it

unleashed a torrent of slimy, tart liquid.

Quinn's throat worked feverishly, gulping down the citrusy deluge as it continued to

gush forth, coating his tongue and filling his mouth with its pungent tang.

The massive tentacle, lodged deep within Quinn's anal core, pulsed and expanded

until he felt it might rend him in two.

Its maw-like opening remained clamped onto his tender prostate, the relentless

suction sending waves of sensation coursing through his body, keeping his member

rigid and throbbing.

His hips quaked and bucked, driven by the insatiable hunger of the tight, cavernous

grip that milked his cock with relentless fervor.

The entire writhing mass undulated with force, its sinuous arms constricting around

Quinn in a crushing embrace.

Without warning, the massive tendril that fed on his prostate abruptly released its grip

and commenced a pistoning assault on his most private orifice.

It delved deep, probing his very core, its length turgid and distended, pushing the

boundaries of his flesh, stretching his most intimate cavern to its absolute limit as

waves of ecstasy overtook Quinn.

Fuuu—huuh—huuck!

Quinn sank his fingers into the gelatinous morass of the tentacle beast, his thighs



tightening around its lubricious, throbbing “body.” The tongue undulated once more,

expelling another surge of viscous slime down Quinn's throat as the engorged tentacle

embedded within his ass pulsed and released its teeming load.

Quinn felt a wave of thick, molten heat surging up into his stomach as the creature

pumped its seed deep into his body.

The sensation was overwhelming, a relentless tide of pleasure, rolling over on itself.

His spine arched suddenly as he shuddered and unloaded again while the entity filled

him with cum from both ends.

The “arms” squeezed tighter as the entire mass seemed to contract momentarily.

Then, it relaxed slightly, though it still held him firmly.

A subtle shiver coursed through the “body” as the thick, pulsating tentacle embedded

within Quinn began to deflate slowly.

It remained lodged deep within his cavern, seemingly content to linger in the warm

embrace of the afterglow.

Quinn swallowed again, feeling the languid slide of the tongue as it sensually

withdrew from his mouth, leaving behind a final, tantalizing trickle of sweet nectar

that dripped down his throat as it retreated.

An all-consuming exhaustion enveloped Quinn, and he wilted, surrendering to the

creature’s embrace.

The “heads,” with their sleek and sinuous forms, curled gently around his neck and

shoulders, offering a strange, comforting warmth.



Quinn rested his cheek against one of the large, smooth tentacles, its texture cool yet

inviting, as his eyes grew heavy with the weight of fatigue.

Beneath the silty floor, the tendrils began to stir, awakening with a languid grace.

They rose from the lakebed, sending clouds of sediment swirling into the murky

water.

His vision blurred with exhaustion; Quinn watched in awe as the tendrils wove and

intertwined with a delicate choreography.

Slowly, they formed a cocoon of tentacles around him and the imposing mass,

crafting a secluded, intimate "bubble" on the lake's bottom.

The water shimmered with a dim, filtered light, casting an ethereal glow within their

hidden sanctuary.

Quinn sank deeper into the entity's embrace, feeling the ethereal “arms” gently glide

up and down his body in a tender, soothing caress, like the soft brush of silk.

As his eyes fluttered closed and he started to drift into sleep, his mind overflowed

with otherworldly visions: cosmic explosions that shimmered and danced across the

vast universe, starbursts that erupted in a dazzling display of lights, and a myriad of

colors swirling and blending like a celestial painter's palette.

The images shifted fluidly, carrying with them emotions that transcended human

experience—feelings so profound and vast that they seemed to echo the very

heartbeat of the cosmos itself.

In the haunting aftermath of his sexual assault five years earlier, when he was just

fourteen, Quinn Michaels found himself adrift in a sea of uncertainty.



He often wondered whether he would ever again trust his fragile heart to another,

questioning if the capacity to fall in love still resided within him.

This introspection was shadowed by an ever-present fear of being wounded by

someone professing love, leaving him to wonder if the innocence of such emotions

could ever be recaptured.

Enveloped within the warm embrace of the love nest , Quinn Michaels felt a

profound sense of peace as he was gently cradled in the comforting “arms” of the

creature.

Their connection transcended earthly comprehension, a love language woven from

the stars themselves.

The warmth and serenity of their connection enveloped him, providing a sanctuary

that softened the once tumultuous memories and allowed his troubled past to dissolve

into the ether.

In this sacred space, Quinn was finally able to lay to rest the deep-seated fears that

had haunted that traumatized fourteen-year-old boy; yes, it was still within him to

love innocently… without fear.


