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The salt wind shrieked across the rolling decks of fishing vessels, a living thing bent on tearing sails and splintering wood. Far below, the creature lived in an abyssal darkness. There at the ragged edge of the known world, the water churned.

Thunder rolled in endless echoes, the sea itself rehearsed a furious symphony.

It was there beneath the fury of the seas where it dwelt, it was a monster. An elemental shape born of chaos, no different than the waves.

Its body stretched beyond mortal comprehension: coiled muscular tentacles thick as tree trunks. Its torso, vast and barnacled, bristled with the jagged scars of shipwrecks and bone.

Night after night, certain women felt his summons. It began as a tremor in their thoughts: a flicker of longing. In their veins, saltwater blood quickened. 

They awoke drenched in sweat, haunted by visions of coral palaces and phosphorescent fields.

Their friends whispered of obsession, whispered of madness, but each woman felt only the truth pulsing beneath her ribs: that to follow this call was to glimpse the true face of chaos.

By moonless bay and moon-lit reef, they gathered on jagged stones. 

There, the waves rose as high as spires and crashed in thunderous applause. It would surface then, and extend a single tentacle like an invitation carved in ink. 

No force of nature held greater sway, for it was nature’s darkest being given form. 

Women stared into its lantern-eyes and saw themselves reborn in the tempest. They stepped forward, arms outstretched, letting the cold embrace of the deep close around them, trusting in that primal summons.

In that drowned embrace lay the secret each of them barely understood: only in chaos could they find the truth of their own depths. 

A mile beneath the ocean floor, the light faded from the very top of the surface to all the way down below where light did not reach. Deep underneath the water were creatures science had not discovered yet.

Underneath the ocean parts was also Pam, a female with thick breasts and tight scientist clothes of white. Pam was an expert submariner who took government commissions, making millions of dollars of government through grants to fuel humanity's need to explore.

They put Pam in charge of this mission to explore the ocean floor, deeper than where anyone could reach within the hole of total blackness inside her submarine. Creatures lived who had no logic, no reason, no right to meet the creatures above ground. No cause to.

Who would have thought those alien monsters from the deep and the prize of humanity, would meet?

These sweet, pretty big breasted females had their fates connected. They had more a connection than their own human males had with them. Monsters and humans would come together.

But the alien monsters were only theoretical at that point.

While within her submarine with her science partner Rod, Pam suddenly sat up alert. The sonar went off. She looked at the screen with a look of surprise upon her face. The sonar was going,

Beep

Beep

Beep

"There's something here," said Rod. "Brace yourself, we might have the first vision of alien contact." He patted Pam's shoulder. "Congratulations baby, we're the first witnesses!"

"Don't get all excited just yet," said Pam to him. "We're not nearly at the point yet that we can say we made alien contact. It could be just a deep sea creature, not an alien."

They both squeezed their necks forward, squinting their eyes and looking through the pitch black darkness ahead of them beneath the ocean floor.

But it was merely another sunken submarine fallen to the bottom of the ocean, years and years ago.

"See?" said Pam. "You keep jumping to conclusions and getting everyone all excited."

Pam went into the back areas of the cramped submarine. "We're never going to find it," said Pam. "But we're going to be down here for a long time, for weeks and weeks perhaps. Why does that excite me? I always prefer down here to up there among the larger civilization."

"Maybe you're one of those scientist girls who prefers the search to the catch," said Rod.

"Yeah, maybe," said Pam. "Or—I really want to find it and I won't quit until we do."

"You're my kind of girl," said Rod.

"Because if we find a link between humans and monsters, it will tell us so much about the true origin of the human species. It will answer so many questions about who we are, and where we're from, as well as the future of our fate. Is it human to human or transhuman?"

Rod turned off his computer and stood up within the submarine. He turned back toward his cramped bedroom compartment, then he turned at the door while she was still hyper focused on her computer screen studying all the data and numbers. "Do you want to watch a show together?" said Rod.

"No thanks," she said knowing that was an invitation for sex.

You can't be that deep underneath the water for that long and not start to consider what sex with that other person would be like. But Pam was not interested in sex. She was interested in the mission to follow those mysterious sonar signals at the bottom of the ocean floor. She was seeking something better than sex. Something superhuman that she didn't have a name for yet.
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Late into the night, Pam opened her eyes and the sonar was blinking with a loud pace of steady beeps.

Beep

Beep

Beep

What did it mean? What could it possibly mean?

It just kept on going, beeping on.

"Oh my god," she said. "There's something ahead!"

She pushed five buttons. Rod's door flung open and he stomped down beside her, getting right next to her. "Oh shit, this is the real thing," said Rod.

"This is dangerous," said Pam.

"I'm going to man the guns. If it comes for us, I'm shooting."

Out the blackness slapped a tentacle along the submarine window.

"Oh my god it's a tentacle."

The tip of the tentacle was just oozing and sticky, sliding along the submarine window. The submarine just kept totally still. The tentacle wiggled very gently. It was leaving sticky entrails along the other side of the window before their eyes and then it started tapping at the submarine window.

"That's like no tentacle I've ever seen in my life," said Rod.

"What does it mean?" said Pam looking at him.

"I don't know," said Rod. "Something's going on."

Pam sighed and dropped both her hands along the bottom of her belly rubbing it around in circles.

She was a really sexy woman with almost a 1950s hairdo how it went down to the bottom of her cheek and curled at the end. She had big sexy green eyes, and the most perfect breasts. Imagine basically a really hot soccer mom that all the guys fantasized about.

Maybe it was because she had a horny, fertile body, and she was saving her eggs for something that no human male could provide. Her fertility pushed her to the most dangerous places where she sought something she didn't understand. Something to fulfill her natural urges for the undiscovered and different.

All she found down there were a bunch of data logs flying on her computer screen, mathematics formulas and numbers flowing across her eyes day to night.

Until that moment that her whole consciousness seemed to ignore as if a light switch turned on behind her eyes.

"Is it a squid?" said Rod.

"No."

"Is it an octopus?" said Rod.

"No. It's gigantic; that would be one of the biggest octopuses in the world."

It seemed to reach a tentacle again gliding against the window of the submarine.

The pair of them could not ride away from the monster without outright ripping the submarine window off, which was certified for miles below the ocean surface. It would just crush their faces from the pressure alone. They were just frozen with this tentacle thing right there wondering what the hell that thing even was.

"Well it's an amazing discovery," said Pam. "Look at all these photos."

She had both her hands on a cranking joystick pressing it forward gently and squeezing buttons along both its side snapping about one hundred photos per second with the press of a button.

Pam showed photos of outside the submarine where the tentacles were slapping and sliding against it.

This giant ocean octopus was so big, and the tentacles coming from nowhere that the giant octopus was unseen by her.

"W-What's it going to do to us?"

"I don't know," said Rod.

"Whatever it is, they don't want us finding it," said Pam. "It's going to kill us."

"Should I shoot it?" said Rod.

"You can't aim the gun at yourself now can you?" said Pam. "The guns would blow our own submarine to kingdom come."

Rod and Pam decided to go to bed and just wait to see what the monster was going to do.

She climbed up into her compartment within the submarine. She rolled over on her side and tried to go to bed. The intercom started buzzing and she popped her eyes open afraid. Rod's voice came through the intercom. "Want to watch TV?"
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Something opened her eyes in the middle of the night and she knew it all at once.

She knew why she was down there so deep beneath the ocean water.

It was desperate to breed. The monster wanted her. She didn't know how she knew this fact but she knew it because the very thought caused her eyes to pop open wide awake.

The thought made her totally excited and send a shiver right up her spine. It made her tremble with excitement.

Being an intelligent scientist she was always child free and knew that she would never get pregnant and have kids because of overpopulation. In that moment she knew she was lying to herself. It was because she hated men. She wanted to meet the great monster those tentacle arms belonged to, and carry its spawn inside her fat, pregnant womb.

There were no other octopuses down this ancient alien civilization. They each lived one million years but they were rapidly running out of their fertility so they were desperate for a female womb to hold their eggs. A human female might be able to incubate its little one before ejecting the egg out her womb into the ocean. No other creature below the sea could.

The aliens could not swim up to the surface of the water without dying in the sun. They had to wait for viable female wombs to come down to them instead.

The tentacle wrapped thicker and thicker until it encased the submarine with its entire length and girth, and the tentacle's girth created a suction even more powerful than the certified glass.

Pam spoke into the mission control log.

"The tentacle will not let us go. It will keep us down here as captives. We would have to tell mission control and they would fire missiles at it, but I can't in good conscience harm a being so ancient and amazing."

They would be down there weeks. They were already there for days. There was no escape.

Pam decided that she had to face the monster. She pressed a few buttons on the submarine door of her guide, her partner Rod, and she typed in a top secret code, 07998, which once those buttons were pressed, he got sealed in the compartment and nothing could get him out besides an override from someone on the outside.

This was a code in case one of the passengers got cabin fever and risked the mission through a mutiny. Rod was totally sealed in after she pressed that code.

The next thing she had to do was get naked.

Pam stepped out her socks and panties, releasing her fresh pussy and tight ass, and got naked on her back. She looked at her naked female body in the mirror and slid her hand down over her shapely breasts, her flat stomach, her strong hips and plump ass.

Outside of her submarine suit it was striking even to her how sexy her body was.

Pam stepped toward the submarine door which led out to the water. She grabbed the latch, twisted it 360 degrees. It only went a little bit so she used both hands to use all her muscle to turn the wheel. Suddenly, a long suction happened. Something was pressed against it on the other side attempting to yank it open too.

With a grueling effort she managed to crank the wheel all the way. There was a sizzling releasing sound in her ears.

There was a loud pop.

She opened the submarine door expecting to die instantly from all that deep sea underwater pressure.

She saw a bubbly, frothy texture of red tentacles wiggling upon the submarine, so grand that it wrapped around the entire submarine and covered the entire door with a perfect suction. She felt her hand upon the vast redness of the texture that was before her, giggling, because she found it very squishy and desirable to her touch.

Pam kept touching the tentacle with her hands and it was reacting to her touch, spasming, ejecting ooze out its pores. The more she felt along the squishy oozy tentacle, the more excited it was getting. Then her hand felt something
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