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  Chapter one
Sealed In


The hatch slammed shut with a clang that made Grace's gut clench, the kind of sound that told you there was no getting out, not until someone else decided you could. 
Twelve hours trapped in a steel tube with her husband and some woman she barely knew. Standard operating procedure. Nothing special. Just the usual: nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.
She wiped her sweaty palms on her thighs and squeezed herself into the cramped observation bubble, knees banging the console hard enough to sting.
Toby was already in the pilot chair, broad shoulders filling the space, fingers moving over switches with the calm rhythm she knew by heart.
Eliza Goodman flopped into the jump seat behind them, her long legs spreading out until her boot jabbed the back of Grace's chair, like she owned the place.
“Cozy,” Eliza said, voice low and amused, like she was commenting on a bar booth instead of a submersible two miles under the surface.
Grace didn't bother to look back. She jammed her headset on, flicked the cameras on, and tried to let the heavy blanket of routine smother the nerves crawling under her skin.
Data first. Always data first.
The sub's lights stabbed into the black water as they started sinking, the hull groaning around them like the bones of some dying animal.
Grace kept her eyes on the monitors, noting pressure readings, temperature drops, and salinity shifts.
Toby’s voice came steady through the comms, calling out depth markers.
Eliza leaned in between the seats, her shoulder pressing against Grace's arm, close enough that Grace could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric.
The touch was quick, hot through the suit, gone before Grace could decide if she liked it or hated it.
Grace didn't flinch. She was used to bodies pressed up against her in these metal coffins. It was just part of the job. Or so she told herself.
Outside, the first faint glows started to appear—tiny sparks in the black, like distant stars waking up.
Ostracods are probably doing their synchronized light show.
Grace zoomed the camera, fingers steady on the controls, logging the pulse frequency.
Her breathing stayed even. Professional.
The air recyclers hummed, pumping out recycled breath and the unmistakable stink of three bodies sweating in a box with nowhere for the smell to go.
Toby reached back without looking and squeezed her knee once, quick and familiar.
She squeezed his hand, just for a second, then yanked her focus back to the data, pretending the touch hadn't made her pulse jump.
Eliza chuckled softly behind them. “You two always this cute on the clock?”
Grace kept typing. “We’re on mission time. Save the commentary.”
But her mouth twitched, betraying her before she could stop it.
Eliza’s laugh was easy, unbothered.
Eliza shifted, her knee wedging against Grace's seat and staying there, warm and insistent, like she wanted Grace to notice.
The sub dropped deeper.
The glows outside grew brighter, more frequent, little chains of light pulsing in perfect rhythm.
Grace recorded every flicker, every pause, every flare.
Her pulse stayed steady. This was her zone. Data. Observation. Control.
Toby adjusted a ballast tank, and the sub tilted slightly, sending Eliza’s arm sliding along Grace’s shoulder again.
Her skin was hot, slick with a trace of salt from the pre-dive scrub, the kind of smell that stuck to your fingers.
Grace logged the movement without comment.
The air was already thick, heavy with sweat, metal, and the raw, animal stink of people crammed together with nowhere to hide.
She told herself it was just the machines, just the air, not the heat crawling up her thighs or the way her skin prickled every time Eliza shifted.
Eliza leaned in, her breath hot on the back of Grace's neck, close enough that Grace could almost taste her on the recycled air.
“Those little fuckers are putting on quite the show already.”
Grace nodded once, eyes fixed on the screen. “Mating display. Classic ostracod behavior. We’re lucky to catch it this early.”
Toby’s voice cut in calmly and low. “Depth holding steady. Oxygen nominal.”
Grace felt the familiar comfort of his tone wrap around her like an old blanket. Everything in its place. Everything under control.
She adjusted the camera angle and zoomed in tighter on a pulsing cluster outside the bubble.
The lights danced in hypnotic waves, bodies flashing and dimming in perfect sync.
Her fingers moved across the keys, logging every detail.
The sub creaked again as pressure increased.
Eliza’s leg stayed pressed against her seat, warm and solid.
Toby’s hand found her knee once more, resting there a second longer this time.
Grace kept her hands busy, clinging to the routine, pretending it was enough to keep her safe from the heat building in the cramped cabin.
The glow outside flared brighter, drawing her full focus.
She pressed her forehead to the thick glass, staring out at the sea creatures fucking in the dark, her fingers moving automatically as she logged every filthy, beautiful second.
Her breathing stayed steady. Professional. At least until someone touched her again.






  
  Chapter two
First Glow


The ostracods weren’t just glowing anymore—they were fucking, shameless and wild, their little bodies grinding together in chains of light that flared and faded like a neon gangbang rolling across the black. 
Grace stared at the viewport, pretending to care about her data, but her thighs squeezed together, her cunt already betraying her with a slow, needy ache.
The air in the cabin was thick with sweat and the stink of bodies, every breath tasting like salt and sex, the recyclers barely able to keep up with the heat pouring off the three of them.
Toby fiddled with the oxygen, his big arm brushing her shoulder, lingering just long enough to make it obvious he wanted to touch her. Grace didn’t move. She liked it.
“Pulse rate increasing,” she said, voice steadier than she felt. “They’re syncing tighter now. Classic courtship escalation.”
Eliza leaned forward between the seats, her chest pressing lightly against the back of Grace’s chair. The dive specialist’s breath was warm on Grace’s ear.
“Courtship, huh? Looks more like a straight-up orgy to me.”
Grace’s hands froze, her face burning. She tried to blame the heat, but she knew it was the thought of all those little glowing fuckers going at it, and the way Eliza’s tits pressed against her chair.
Toby glanced over, eyes flicking from the monitors to her face. He knew that look. The one where her professional mask started to slip.
His hand found her knee again, thumb stroking once, slow.
“You okay, babe?”
“Fine,” she answered too quickly.
Outside, another burst of light exploded across the viewport—dozens of tiny bodies flashing in rhythm, twisting and pulsing together.
Grace tried to zoom in, but her brain kept short-circuiting. The way those lights pulsed looked exactly like the way her pussy throbbed when she was desperate to get fucked.
She squirmed in her seat, the cheap suit rubbing her hard nipples, tits straining against the fabric, her whole body begging for attention.
She crossed her arms, trying to hide it.
Eliza noticed anyway. The woman’s low chuckle vibrated through the cabin.
“Getting a little warm in here, Doctor?”
Grace didn’t answer. She logged the new frequency, but her thighs squeezed harder.
The ache in her cunt was getting worse, a slow, humiliating heat that made her want to grind against the seat like a horny teenager. She wasn’t desperate yet, but it was coming.
Toby’s hand stayed on her knee, fingers pressing a little firmer. He could feel the tension in her muscles.
“Oxygen’s dropping faster than projected,” he said, calm as ever, but his voice had dropped an octave. “We’re burning through it quicker with all this… activity outside.”
Eliza stretched her long legs as much as the jump seat allowed, her boot sliding along Grace’s calf. The contact was deliberate this time.
“Activity. That’s one word for it.”
Grace’s breath hitched. She kept typing, but the words on the screen blurred for a second.
The bioluminescent chains outside flared again, brighter, faster, bodies writhing in visible ecstasy.
She could almost feel the rhythm in her own pulse. Low in her belly. Between her thighs.
She could feel her pussy getting wet, slick soaking into the seam of her suit, a sticky reminder of just how badly she wanted it.
She pressed her lips together and logged another data point.
Toby watched her profile, jaw tight. He knew his wife. Knew when the science nerd disappeared, and the woman underneath started waking up.
His cock was already half-hard, straining against his suit, the smell of Grace’s arousal making him want to rip the damn thing off and fuck her right there.
He didn’t say anything. Not yet.
Eliza leaned in closer, voice dropping to a rough whisper. “You’re squirming, Doc. Those little glow-fuckers getting to you?”
Grace’s fingers froze on the keys. Heat flooded her face.
“It’s just the display. Purely observational.” But her voice cracked on the last word.
Outside, the ostracods pulsed harder, lights strobing in frantic waves.
The cabin felt smaller, the air thicker, every breath pulling in the sharp scent of arousal mixing with sweat and metal.
Toby’s hand slid higher on her thigh, slow and steady. Not demanding. Just there. Offering.
Grace didn’t push it away. She needed something. Relief from the building pressure.
Her clit throbbed in time with the glowing orgy outside, every pulse making her want to shove her hand down and rub herself raw.
From the way Eliza’s knee kept pressing against her leg, warm and unapologetic.
She logged one more data line, then let her hand drop to cover Toby’s on her leg. Her fingers squeezed once. Hard. A silent admission.
I need something.
Toby’s grip tightened in answer.
Eliza watched the whole exchange, eyes bright in the dim cabin light. “Well, well,” she murmured. “Looks like the show’s starting to affect the audience.”
Grace didn’t deny it this time. She couldn’t.
A raw, filthy need pounded through her, matching the frantic fuck-rhythm of the ostracods outside. She wanted it. She wanted all of it.
She wanted relief. She wanted to touch. She wanted to stop pretending the heat in the sub was only from the recyclers.
Outside, the ostracods flared brighter than ever, bodies twisting and flashing in pure mating frenzy.
Inside, Grace Mann’s cunt was throbbing with the same desperate, humiliating need, her body begging for someone to do something about it.






  
  Chapter three
Bubble Watch


Grace stared, slack-jawed, at the viewport. The ostracods outside were losing their tiny minds, writhing and pulsing in a chain of frantic, synchronized bursts that turned the black water into a cheap rave. It looked like a bunch of horny glowsticks fucking in the dark. 
Every time the little bastards flashed, Grace felt it in her clit—a sharp, needy throb that made her want to grind against the seat like a bitch in heat.
She sat in the cramped bubble, knees spread as far as the metal would let her, hips twitching in pathetic little thrusts she couldn’t control.
Toby’s hand was already halfway up her inner thigh, his palm burning through the cheap suit fabric. He wasn’t even bothering to rub yet—just letting his hand sit there, heavy and obvious, like he owned the place.
Eliza had ditched her harness and was practically crawling over the seats, one arm slung over Grace’s chair, her fingers tracing the strap like she was deciding whether to undress her or strangle her.
“Keep logging, Doc,” Eliza murmured, voice low and rough. “Don’t want to miss any data.”
Grace’s fingers shook on the keyboard. She tried to type something about pulse intervals, but the numbers looked like gibberish. Her brain was too busy thinking about getting fingered to care about data.
Toby’s thumb dragged slow and deliberate right at the crease of her thigh, pressing just enough to make her pussy clench and leak
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