
  
  
      
        
          In the Kraken's Grasp

          A Scorching in Sin City Novella

		      
          Coral Alejandra Moore

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Branching Narratives Press

        

      

    


  
  

[image: image-placeholder]

Copyright





Copyright © 2025 by Coral Alejandra Moore 



All rights reserved. 



No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, go to www.coralmoore.com.



The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.



Book Cover by Artscandare Book Cover Design








  
  

[image: image-placeholder]

Dedication








For everyone who once thought tentacles were a bridge too far, and then skipped joyfully across that bridge to see what was on the other side.
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In the Kraken’s Grasp





One Month Before Hers To Rule

Soraya  hated Las Vegas. The bone-dry air was fucking unnatural and made her skin crawl. She had the urge to spend her single night off in the city by herself in the oversized shower of her hotel suite with the steam turned all the way up.

No, tonight she needed to let off a different kind of steam. Since Emil was in for the evening and didn’t need her to guard him, she was going out to have some fun. And hopefully to get laid.

She hung up the tailored suit that Emil insisted she wear whenever she was on duty and slipped into some ripped jeans, a tank top, and her scuffed up motorcycle boots. She knew she made the suit look damned good–she could tell by the lustful looks she drew in it–but this was how she felt most comfortable.

Once she was in the lobby, she headed straight for the valet stand. She handed the guy on shift a twenty and asked him for his favorite bar in town. Not the one he told the tourists about, but the one he and his friends went to for drinks.

The other thing Soraya hated about Las Vegas was how fake it all was. There was a whole glamourous veneer that covered the place, but that wasn’t the city. Not even close. She could feel the rest of it on the periphery like the promise of deep water offshore.

He gave her the name of his favorite bar–a place called Dino’s–with a warning that it was on the rougher side. She laughed, slid him another twenty, and let him know that she could handle it before she instructed him to get Emil’s car for her.

The moment she stepped through the doors, she knew it was the right place. There was a vibe to Dino’s that reminded her of dockside bars she’d frequented all over the world. You could get into a proper brawl here and no one would care–they would probably even buy you a drink after.

She flashed the very cute bartender a smile and ordered a Dark and Stormy. The volume in the room was a pleasing murmur. Small groups were spread throughout the space, and someone was setting up what looked like karaoke equipment on a raised stage in one corner.

Soraya spotted a couple of guys who were trying too hard to impress a pair of women who could not be less interested. A shimmer of magic surrounded the women that likely few in this place could see aside from Soraya.

She sipped her drink and crossed the floor towards the table with no idea if this would start a fight or not and no real preference for either outcome. “Hey ladies.” She let her voice boom with its natural resonance. “Thanks for meeting me.”

The two guys sneered at the interruption and glanced her way. The mirrored slow pans up her body were comical, but not as much as the exact moment when they each realized they couldn’t take her in a fight. She favored them with a toothy and malicious grin.

She knew she was a sight to see—nearly six feet tall and “stacked” as Emil frequently teased. She had thick muscles, but there was still a softness to her hips and ass that spoke of the feminine. She made a lot of men very nervous, and these two were no exception.

One of them muttered something under his breath and started to move away, but the other one looked more determined, puffing up as if he was going to launch into a protest any second. Soraya all but dared him to, not breaking eye contact for a second. Impatiently, he looked away and got up to go after his friend.

Soraya took his seat with a satisfied smile as she looked across at the witches. One had an impressive shock of hot-pink hair, and the other had a mass of barely behaving black curls that Soraya longed to wrap around her fist. They were both staring at her in open wonder.

Soraya winked. “Didn’t mean to crash your party, ladies, but it looked like they were bothering you.”

Hot Pink found her composure first. She was a little too cute to be Soraya’s type, with freckles and a quick smile. “They were. Kai was about five seconds from doing something rash.”

Now that Soraya would have liked to see. Kai had eyes that sparked with defiance and the exact kind of haughty grace that drove Soraya wild. “Kai, is it?” Soraya’s infrasound rang in every register with her interest, and she didn’t even try to curb it.

Kai’s dark eyes widened. Interesting. It was so rare to find a land dweller that could hear those registers. Soraya let her smile soften a bit and then turned to the other witch. “And you are?”

Hot Pink giggled and blushed. “Greta.” 

She pitched her voice into a warmer register. “I’m Soraya.”

“Where are you from?” Kai asked, with equal parts curiosity and boldness. 

Soraya turned her gaze back to the delicious and prickly witch. “The Caribbean.” She shifted just her eyes so they could see she was a paranormal like them, but no one in the room would be alarmed. While they were an open secret, it wasn’t polite to rub the humans’ faces in their existence.

Greta leaned forward, giving Soraya a peek down her plaid corset top. “Oooh. Something oceanic. That’s exciting.” 

Appealing, certainly, but a little too easy to satisfy. Soraya liked her snacks a little more unattainable. And Kai tripped all those switches in the predatory part of her brain. Though to be honest, she wouldn’t say no if they were a package deal.

Both witches were being exceedingly rude, at least by the standards of the circles Soraya ran in, but she didn’t care if they assumed things about her or asked invasive questions if she could continue to sit in their company and flirt shamelessly. 

Soraya gestured for a round for all of them from the server. “My treat,” she said, when the witches glanced at each other. “So, you both live here in town?”

“We work at a club on the Strip,” Greta answered, and then yelped when Kai kicked her under the table. “What? I didn’t say which one.”

Kai rolled her eyes. “We have rules for a reason.” She glared across the table at Soraya. “No socializing with people who might end up clients.”

Soraya was just the slightest bit offended. She had already guessed where these two worked from the nonverbal clues alone—just a little too quick and defensive—and she would definitely not be a client of one of Basilio Reyes’s establishments. La Petite Mort was known all over the world as a sex club that catered to the darkest desires. “I’m leaving in the morning, so no worry about that, pearl.”

There was the faintest straightening of Kai’s back when she registered the pet name. Lovely. But she countered at once with venom in her tone, “Cruising the local dive bars for a last-minute lay, then?”

Soraya leaned back with a smile, letting her knees splay outward. “Just looking for a mutual good time in whatever way that manifests.” 

Though her skin was dark enough that the blush didn’t register visually, Soraya could easily pick up the heat change in Kai’s face. Tantalizing.

“Jeez, Kai. You don’t have to be so aggro,” Greta said, as their next round arrived.

Soraya thanked the server and picked up her new drink, giving the witches a moment to figure out how they were going to play this.

“She could literally be something that eats witches,” Kai hissed once they were alone again. “We have no idea.”

“While there are certainly parts of you that I would gladly taste,” Soraya said, her voice pitched low and dirty. “I do not eat the flesh of paranormal creatures.” 

Few things did in her experience, but she kept that to herself. Basilio Reyes, the Demon King of Las Vegas, had certainly done a number on those living in his city. It was partially how he kept control of them. Soraya was going to have to take that up with Emil as part of their post-trip meeting.

Kai looked unconvinced. “We only have your word on that.”

She was a fierce one, this witch. And unless Soraya was reading the situation wrong, most of the sharpness was about protecting her companion. That raised her a few more points in Soraya’s estimation. “I’m not trying to sell you anything, pearl. If you don’t want my company, enjoy your drinks and I’ll leave you to it.”

Greta shot a pleading look at Kai, and the feisty witch relented with a grumpy sigh. “Fine, but if we end up dead in a ditch somewhere, remember that this is all your fault.”

Greta let out a shriek of joy and picked up her drink, sipping delicately through the stirrer before she sent a flirty smile Soraya’s way. “So, what kind of things do you like to do for fun?”

Soraya let her gaze wander slowly down Greta’s delicious body. If she was the only one on offer, that was fine, if not what Soraya craved. “Aside from sexy witches? Dancing. Driving fast. Skinny-dipping.”

Greta blushed prettily under her freckles. “I like all those things too.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Greta sang a perky version of “Don’t Get Me Wrong” by The Pretenders that had half the men in the bar drooling over her as she bounced around on the stage. 

Soraya smirked at Kai and asked, “If she’s the honey pot, what are you?”

Kai rolled her eyes and didn’t respond.

But Soraya got her answer a few songs later when Kai belted out a throaty rendition of “Total Eclipse of the Heart” by Bonnie Tyler that would have made a sea serpent feel things in the deepest depths of their coal black heart. 

There was absolutely no doubt that Kai was the siren. And Soraya would gladly dash her boat to splinters against the rocks for just one moment of the bliss promised by those agonizingly pouty lips. It took every ounce of Soraya’s formidable self-control not to jump on the stage and claim her right there.

Greta leaned close, until her breasts brushed up against Soraya’s arm. “She’s amazing, right?”

“She’s transcendent.” Soraya dropped her head so she could whisper in Greta’s ear, “What would it take for me to have you both tonight?”

Greta pulled away a bit and smiled. Her eyes were somehow the same blue as the Caribbean waters Soraya missed so much. “We wanted to go out into the desert tonight for a little celebration.” 

Soraya’s danger sense went off like a klaxon. How many lonely businessmen had these two fetching witches lured this way? No matter. Soraya saw the betrayal coming a mile off, and she couldn’t even be angry about it because they were handing her a way to get exactly what she wanted. “I’ve got a car,” she said, with what she hoped was the right amount of breathless enthusiasm.

Greta moved even closer, until she was almost in Soraya’s lap. “Buy me another drink.”

Soraya bought another round without hesitation.

When Greta got up and sang a very bawdy version of “I Think We’re Alone Now”, Soraya had to wade up to the stage and shove half a dozen thirsty men off her. She giggled when Soraya snarled at her would-be suitors. Soraya wrapped an arm around her waist and dragged her out of the bar into the cool desert night. Kai followed them out with both their bags thrown over her shoulder.

Grinning, Soraya pressed the sassy witch up against Emil’s extravagant rental. “Do you want me to go back in there and actually hit them? Or is the threat of violence enough to get you going?”

Greta lifted her chin and pulled Soraya down until their lips were almost touching. “Oh, that was plenty.” She remained there for a long, delectable breath and then pushed up on her tiptoes to plant a searing kiss on Soraya’s mouth.

Soraya rested her hands on the convertible’s roof and let the witch dictate the pace and the intensity of the kiss, responding in kind but not getting too greedy yet. 

After about a minute, Kai dropped their bags with a loud huff on the other side of the car. Greta started to pull back, but Soraya wrapped one hand around the back of her neck to halt her escape and instead deepened the kiss. She pressed her tongue into Greta’s eager mouth, rumbling with approval when the witch grabbed hold of her jacket for support.

Soraya broke the kiss when she was ready, leaving Greta gasping for breath against the car as she met Kai’s cold stare. She clicked the key fob to retract the roof with a grin.

“Two things,” Soraya said as she opened the door for Greta. “One, don’t try to roll me. I can’t be poisoned or drugged. Neither one of you can take me physically, and I don’t want to have to hurt you.”

Greta paused while slipping into the back seat to look up at her, blue eyes wide. From across the car, Kai scoffed.

Soraya pulled out her wallet and took out all the cash. She handed the wad over to Greta without counting it. She had no idea how much there was—she never counted Emil’s petty cash—but it was certainly in the thousands. “That’s yours, regardless of what else happens.”

Greta made the cash disappear without breaking eye contact and then continued to slide into the back of the car.

“Two, this is not a transaction. I’m being up front that I would happily fuck both of you tonight if that’s on the table.” She paused to look at Kai, who met her gaze with no emotion. “But if either of you isn’t into that I won’t press the issue. We can just go out into the desert and dance and laugh until the sun comes up.”
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