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      A night of clinical horror, gagged ecstasy, and egg-heavy surrender.

      

      Bree has a problem.

      She can’t stop watching tentacle breeding porn.

      The kink started as curiosity. Now it’s devouring her—body, brain, and career.

      Desperate for a safe outlet, she books a session at the Midnight Den. She’s told the alien won’t speak. Won’t stop. And won’t see her as anything more than what she came to be:

      An incubator.

      Strapped to a table inside a living ship, Bree submits to a red-skinned creature that only wants to use her. But when his tentacles invade every inch of her body, her obsession becomes transformation. And when her womb begins to clench…

      She learns what it means to truly be filled and emptied.

      

      Most Midnight Den books are short stories — unapologetically 100% smut and very little plot. Each book is a standalone and can be read in any order. They are not love stories with HEAs — they are one night of filthy fun. Usually no romance, aftercare, or emotional resolution. Not for the faint of heart. You’ll need a fire extinguisher for your e-reader, a lawyer for your depravity, and exorcising in a bucket of holy water for your warped soul by the time you’re done with the series.

      Graphic, explicit content for adult readers only.

      

      Content Notes for One Night with a Tentacled Alien:

      -	May cause extreme cervical distress, spiritual displacement, and a sudden craving for things you’re too afraid to Google

      -	This book is NOT for the faint of heart. It’s unhinged & depraved

      -	MF

      -	TP > Tentacle Penetration & Triple Penetration

      -	Breeding (ovipositor and birthing)

      

      **********

      

      There’s a Midnight Den in almost every city. Monster Fucking is big business. ‘Others’ rarely mix with humans in romantic relationships—we're beneath them, the lowest rung on the evolutionary ladder. But within each species, there are always those willing to take our money for a night of pure, feral debauchery.

      

      From midnight to six a.m., every carnal desire is yours to claim. Tentacles, claws, and otherworldly cocks will plunder you to nirvana. Whether you want your monster to deliver degradation, worship, restraint, or pure ruin, nothing is forbidden. Everything is encouraged.

      

      Welcome to the Midnight Den. Time to unleash your beast.

    

  


  
    
      To the ones who typed “ovipositor” into Pornhub once and never recovered.

      

      For the cum-brained, egg-stuffed, womb-drunk monsters out there. I see you. I wrote this for you.

      

      And to the rest of you—this is some next level depravity. Too much filth for mortal minds. You won’t need a cold shower after — you’ll need an exorcism.

      

      If you’re still here, go forth, you dirty little devil – but don’t say I didn’t warn you. You’ll never feel clean again.

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Client Profile]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Asset Profile]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          1

        

      

    

    
      I don’t just want this.

      I need it.

      The obsession started like most do—innocently, then rapidly shamefully. A half-accidental click on the wrong kind of video, late one night, when I was too tired to think and too wired to sleep. Tentacles. Writhing, wet. A woman moaning as she was filled, stretched, stuffed full of twitching limbs and eggs the size of fists.

      I’d never come that hard in my life.

      It should’ve ended there.

      But it didn’t.

      Within weeks, I was watching those videos on loop. In bed. In the bathroom at work. During department meetings, discreetly under the table. My vibrator lived in my desk drawer. I started missing deadlines. Ignoring calls. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw coils sliding into me, pushing eggs so deep I’d scream.

      So, I stopped pretending.

      I booked the session.

      And now I’m here.

      If I get it out of my system, maybe I can get my life back to normal again?

      The Midnight Den’s private briefing room is quiet and sterile, lit by the soft, pulsing glow of digital panels. I sit in a high-backed chair, trying to stop fidgeting as the coordinator scrolls through my file.

      She doesn’t look at me at first. Just flicks her finger through glowing data. Then she glances up, and her mouth curves into the kind of smirk I want to slap, or maybe thank.

      “Dr. Layla Carter,” she says smoothly. “Confirming session request for… intensive tentacle breeding experience. Full-body restraint. Cervical penetration. Simulated egg incubation and forced expulsion. All orifices engaged simultaneously. Session duration undetermined. Safety monitoring—minimal interference unless emergency protocol is engaged.”

      My face heats. I keep my gaze steady.

      I didn’t just request this. I begged for it.

      She continues: “Medical clearance confirmed. Are you aware of the risks associated with deep penetration and simulated womb expansion?”

      “Yes.”

      “You are aware that subject—‘Specimen X14’—will not engage in verbal communication? That your only means of cessation is the emergency override or the agreed-upon nonverbal signal?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you accept that the entity will use you as an incubator until the process is complete?”

      A thrill runs through me. Cold. Electric. My thighs press together.

      “Yes.”

      She nods once, like she’s stamping an invisible file.

      “Then you may proceed.”

      A door hisses open to my right. Cold mist drifts from the chamber beyond. There are no lights, no sounds. Just dark, and depth, and the promise of something waiting with too many limbs and no sense of mercy.

      My hands are shaking.

      I smooth them down my thighs.

      And then I step through.
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      The room is pitch black.

      Then—

      The walls explode into movement.

      A violent jolt shakes the ground beneath me. Alarms blare, red warning lights flash. The scent of burning metal floods my senses, the heat from simulated electrical failure making my skin prickle.

      I stumble, throwing my arms out to brace myself against the control panel of my ‘ship.’ The interface flickers wildly. An illusion, I know, but my body reacts anyway.

      Warning messages flash across the digital screen:

      SYSTEM FAILURE. ENGINE MALFUNCTION. IMPACT IMMINENT.

      A deafening BOOM rocks the walls. I’m thrown forward, smacking against the console as my stomach flips with the force of the crash simulation. The world tilts, jerks, then stills.

      Silence.

      I pant, blinking against the smoke curling through the air.

      Something slams into the wall outside.

      I freeze.

      Another thud. Louder. Closer.

      My chest tightens. Oh, God, he’s here.

      The whole thing feels so real, it’s insane. I’m not at the Den, I’m on a spaceship, crash-landed on a hostile alien planet.

      The metal groans as something wrenches the door open—

      And then he’s inside.

      A hulking mass of red muscle and writhing tentacles, silhouetted against the dim emergency lights. Glowing red eyes lock onto me, unreadable, hungry.

      I stumble backward, instinct kicking in. But there’s nowhere to go.

      The creature doesn’t hesitate.

      He moves with inhuman speed, his bulk deceptively fluid. Before I can breathe, thick tentacles lash out, snapping around my wrists, my ankles, my waist.

      A horrified gasp rips from my throat as I’m lifted clean off my feet, my body yanked forward, spun, restrained in midair. I thrash, but it’s pointless. The unusual limbs tighten, ridged and unyielding. I’m wrenched apart, spread wide, completely vulnerable.

      I barely get a chance to scream before another tentacle wraps around my throat, cutting off the sound.

      I’m helpless.

      Exactly how I wanted it.
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