
        
            [image: cover]
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The group of burly men who lived and worked
as soldiers in the Scottish highlands manning a remote military
installation had a secret: they had all developed tentacles during
a freak accident with a hyper-dimensional energy generator that
made a dimensional rift. Now, they hide their tentacles as best
they can, but they can’t hide them forever. What happens when they
go home and get naked with their women?
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1.

 


Dawn came to the cliffs of Dover, hitting the
white rocks with cheery sunlight. Near the cliffs, set into the
rock face, high up, was a man-made cave with a window over it. But
no one could see the window. Over the window was a hologram of the
rock face, hiding any traces of the window or what was hidden
inside.

Behind the window were a group of soldiers in
military shirts, with tartan kilts, high socks, military boots,
dress caps and guns. They had pouches with gear slung around their
shoulders and around their waists. The men were gathered around a
pile of equipment, working to set up a large camera and connect it
to a bank of computers attached to a transmitter.

They were part of a military unit that kept
their activities out of the public view. They worked on secret
military projects of many kinds. Their existence was rumored by
many, including the military at large, but the men in this unit
could not tell even their families what they did; they could tell
no one. As such, it was a lonely life at times, having to hide what
you did from everyone but the people you worked with. The upside
was that the men tended to confide in each other and got on well.
That was a good thing, for many reasons, as we’ll soon see…

Dan Bandy, the commander, was a tall, big and
handsome man in his late 30’s who wore his kilt well and proudly.
He stood back and looked at the cables winding from the camera to
the computers. There was a power supply attached to the cameras
consisting of a large, black box with metal rods going into the
soil and wires running the other way feeding into the machines.

“How’s that battery stay charged? Isn’t it
going to run out?” croaked out Charlie Nevedurn, one of the new
recruits, just 20 years old, with red hair and freckles. He was
skinny and looked like he should still be in school.

“Well, Charlie,” Dan ran a finger through his
blond, full beard, neatly trimmed. “You see, it’s a really strong
battery, and it lasts for years.”

Charlie looked at the battery and shook his
head. “Aw, come on! You’re putting me on, aren’t you? Yeah, I’ve
heard of this: putting on the new guy! Having a go, eh?” His
American accent really came out in times of stress, even though
he’d been picking up some of the Scottish accent from living there
for a couple of years, since being recruited from basic training as
a computer whiz. But that was fine, as they were all Americans
anyway, living incognito, some having picked up the British way of
speaking more than others.

Dan couldn’t keep a straight face and started
laughing. That got the rest of the half-dozen other men laughing
too, distracting them from getting the machines working.

“They said you were a computer genius: I’m
surprised it took you this long to figure out we were having a dig
at ya! Come on, I’ll fill you in,” Dan said. He grabbed Charlie by
the shoulder and pulled him down to a kneeling position by the
black box.

“This here is a Tesla power generator. It
works by tapping into the Earth’s energy grid and using the
electrical force from that, somehow. Don’t ask me anymore details
how it works, you’d know better than me. But it does work and works
well. Me, I just plug it in and use it,” Dan shrugged, pointing at
the box. “I’m a soldier, not an electrical guy.”
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