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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.”

Charlie leaned closer to the box,
studying it. “Tesla, huh? I heard he was a loon and all his stuff
was bunk; guess not.” He tried to pick up the box but it was too
heavy. It wouldn’t open up easily, either.

“Careful with that! No, his stuff
is real. They want people to think it’s bunk, so they won’t start
trying it out and using it. Imagine if all our enemies could get
free power and transmit radio signals through the Earth, what
then?” Dan said.

“Imagine if all our people could
get free power and all the poor people in the world, too. Then we
wouldn’t have pensioners freezing to death in the winter because
they couldn’t pay their bills,” Charlie stared at the machine
wistfully, running his hand over it.

“Yeah, well, that’s not our lot to
decide, is it?” Dan stood and yanked Charlie up.

“No, sir.”

“Good. Now, let’s get this
finished so we can get back and get something to eat. I’m
starving!” He clapped Charlie on the back, perhaps a bit too hard,
as it made a loud sound in the cave. Charlie grimaced slightly but
said nothing.

The other techs that were gathered around the
machines got back to work, putting their heads down.

Soon, everything was wired up and
configured, and it was time to start up the power generator and see
if everything worked. Charlie was designated as the one to throw
the switch. The others looked at him and Dan gave a nod, “Fire it
up!”

Charlie nodded and said, “OK.” He
flipped the switch and that’s when the trouble began.

There was a bright flash of blue light, of
electricity shooting around the cave. Dan could see the bones in
his arms, hands, and feet, and then...nothing.

It had been light outside, mid-afternoon by
the time they were ready to turn on the setup. But by the time
Charlie took his finger off the switch it was dark night. Inside
the cave it was pitch black. The hologram over the entrance was
gone and they could see stars in the sky.

“W-what the hell happened?”
Charlie said. He backed up on wobbly feet and banged right into
Dan.

“Easy, there,” Dan said. “Let’s
get some lights on.” He pulled a flashlight from a pouch and others
started to do the same. “Everyone alright?” Dan asked, hoping
against hope. He looked around the cave with his flashlight,
checking on everyone, illuminating them in a circle of
light.

All the men were there and looked to be fine,
except a few of them were making strange noises, like they were
afraid. Some of them were feeling around behind themselves, running
hands down their backsides.

“There’s something wrong with me!”
Charlie screamed, his face white in the flashlight beams. He could
feel something strange between his legs. He lifted his kilt to find
a tentacle where his penis used to be. It was long, went down to
his feet and looked like something from an octopus. “Oh,
no...no...no!”

Dan moved over to take a look and
that’s when he felt he had something wrong with him, too. He felt
the outside of his kilt and there was the outline of something big
that wasn’t supposed to be there. “What the shit?” As it rose up
from under his kilt, he gasped at the sight of his own tentacle.
“Oh, my God!”

It seemed everyone in the cave now had a
tentacle! Some were crying, some laughing; some doing both at the
same time. Others were silent, not able to react to the shock they
were in.

“Look, we’re alright for the
moment, so try and relax. We’ll get this fixed. Just no one push
that switch again!” Dan ordered. His mind went to trying to find a
solution to their situation, as he'd been trained to do in times of
crisis. Besides, it gave him something else to think about other
than his own tentacle!

“What do you think happened?” one
of the men asked.

Dan bent over the machines,
checking the power supply, his tentacle rising out of his kilt. He
grabbed it and held it down, not knowing how to control it, yet. “I
don’t know. Seems there was a malfunction with the field generator
for the power supply. These things work with dimensional fields. It
must have shifted our time-space, as it’s been hours since Charlie
flipped that switch and we’re just coming to, now. I’ve heard of
strange things like this happening before but they are so rare.
Someone must have sabotaged our gear, we've been having that happen
recently,” Dan said.

“So rare? Not rare enough!”
Charlie said. “I might need my stuff one day! What if I meet a
girl?”

“You think that’s bad?” Dan cried
out at him. “I got a girl and I go home to her in a couple of weeks
At least that was the plan. Now what am I gonna do?” His face was
turning red with anger, as the implications of dealing with his
girlfriend started to get real for him.

“How the hell do I know?” Charlie
screamed. He slumped down on the dirt floor with his face in his
hands. His tentacle twitched and bobbed, rising out of his kilt.
“This is insane...I must be going insane...this can't be
real...”

Some of the other men were crying
and moaning, like Charlie. Some were swearing, and angry, too.
“Dan, call for help!” one of the men said. “We gotta do
something!”

“We’ll figure this out. Just hold
tight!” Dan grabbed his walkie-talkie and called in to the base.
Thankfully, the radio was working and he was able to get some help
on the way.

The choppers got there very fast and whisked
the men away to a military hospital, where they were kept under
guard. Strict access control was put over the men to keep any word
of their condition from leaking to the outside world. The doctors
and nurses who treated them were forced to take special national
security oaths, with very harsh consequences if they broke them.
The men with tentacles became the military's newest
secret.

Later, a special team was sent to collect all
the gear in the cave and take it back to the base, making sure no
one was around to witness anything. That done, they scraped away
the top level of soil in the cave and put it into bags, carting it
away. They sealed off the cave entrance with concrete, which was
embedded with rocks to make the former hole blend in seamlessly
with the surroundings. Then they left, leaving no trace
behind.

.
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Dan awoke in the hospital bed
feeling rough. He was looking up at the lights and he was thirsty.
They had given him and the other men tranquilizers to calm them
down, as they were all highly agitated when they had been brought
in hours before. The doctors had looked them over and apart from
having tentacles in place of their penises, they were fine. They
were able to urinate out of the tips, so that was not a problem.
Eventually, the soldiers passed out from the drugs and exhaustion,
eager to forget about their strange predicaments for a
while.

The nurses pulled curtains around pairs of
men, to give them all some more privacy. Dan and Charlie ended up
in the same partition, together.

Dan grabbed the arm of a passing
doctor. “Any idea what happened?” Dan asked.

The doctor looked down at him and
shook his head, “I’m sorry, I don’t. And if I did, I wouldn’t be
allowed to say anything, due to my security oath. You know how that
is.” He shrugged. “Sorry.”

Dan nodded and let go of the
doctor’s arm. The doc walked away, past the other sleeping
soldiers. They looked normal, just sleeping their with the covers
over them but every once in a while something would stir under
their blankets.

“Oh, God,” Dan said. He felt sick
and thought he might throw up. He looked over for the wastebasket,
just in case.

“Can’t sleep either?” Charlie
asked. He was in the bed next to Dan.

“No,” Dan met his gaze.

“I don’t blame you,” Charlie said.
He fell silent for a while, afraid and lost for words.

Dan grabbed the basket and pulled
it up on the bed next to him. He didn’t like the way his tentacle
slid around and moved as he leaned over.

“Oh, Jesus!” Dan said, tucking his
tentacle back under the blankets.

Nurses watched from the window at the far end
of the ward, until they caught Dan looking at them and
smiled.

“What do you think’s going to
happen to us?” Charlie asked. “Are they going to lock us all up
someplace, so our secret doesn't get out?”

“I don’t know,” Dan laid back in
bed. “Who would believe us anyway? And even if we showed them
our...things...who would believe how we got them?” It seemed a
hopeless situation.

“So, that weird power generator
went wrong and we went into another dimension?”

“Something like that. I
guess.”

“Is any of this real at all? Maybe
I'm just having a bad dream.” Charlie banged his hand on the bed.
“Feels real.”

“I think it’s quite real,
unfortunately. We must have temporarily jumped dimensions when that
device put out the wrong field; it was capable of generating out a
lot of power. We got surrounded by the energy field and our DNA
must have got shifted, then we came back...a bit messed
up.”

“Can’t they just cut these things
off?” Charlie poked his tentacle under the sheets. It slithered and
uncoiled. He threw the sheet back over it, fast.
“Jesus!”

“I’m sure they’ve thought of that,
but I don’t think it’s going to be that easy. I mean, these things
are part of us, now. We pee through them, just like we did with our
cocks. It would be kinda like cutting off our members I think. I
don’t know if that would be a good idea, though I'd like to get rid
of this blasted thing.” He leaned over and whispered, “Besides, I'm
sure they wouldn't take them off, even if they could: science and
all that. I think if we want them off, then we're on our own to do
it!” He leaned back and looked at Charlie, who went
pale.

“Y-you mean? By ourselves?”
Charlie stuttered. Dan made a cutting motion across one of his
fingers, nodding.

“Do you...do you think we can use
them like our cocks? For sex, I mean?”

“Shit, Charlie, I dunno! You think
I’ve got all the answers?” Dan puked a bit into the basket, then
sat back again. “Sorry, nerves. It used to happen to me as a kid;
hasn’t happened since. Go figure.”

“It’s ok. This is not a usual
situation.”

“You got that right. And I’m sorry
I snapped at you. Who knows what this is all about, or how it’s
going to turn out,” Dan said.

“Have things like this happened
before?” Charlie asked, wide-eyed.

“Yes and even more severe,” Dan
said. “I've heard all sorts of weird shit that has gone down on
these black ops, like you wouldn't believe.”

“I think I'd believe just about
anything, now,” Charlie sighed.

A couple of young nurses came in to check on
Dan and Charlie, since they were the only soldiers awake. The eyes
of both nurses lit up when they saw the tentacles poking out of the
sheets. They tucked them back in, taking their time and touching
them more than they had to.

“Does it hurt?” one the nurses
asked Charlie, a fit little brunette.

“No, not at all,” Charlie told
her. In fact, it felt very good when she had touched it. He smiled.
She smiled back and ran her fingers over it, exploring the suction
cups. “It looks strong,” she said, blushing.

Dan was surprised that he liked to have his
tentacle touched, too: after he got over the initial embarrassment
it was very pleasurable. He watched the nurse tending to him, a
shapely blond, as she bent over in her white uniform. Her top was a
bit open and he could see the heave of her large tits. He felt his
tentacle twitch and the nurse felt it, also. She gasped with wonder
and surprise, but she didn't let it go. She smiled at
Dan.

The nurses shared a look when both
tentacles started to get harder but they didn’t stop touching
them.

“OK, that’s enough,” Dan said,
pulling away the nurse’s hand. He had his girlfriend to think of
and he didn’t know if what the nurse was doing would be considered
cheating. She pulled her hand away reluctantly, with a look of loss
on her face.

“Sorry,” she said, “I just had to
touch it. I've never seen anything like it before.” She stepped
back, looking at Dan’s tentacle lovingly, then covered it up with
the sheet. Dan moved on the bed, sitting up some, uncomfortable
with the situation.

But that was not the case with Charlie and his
nurse. She was still stroking his tentacle, which was now very
rigid and throbbing.

“Oh, my goodness!” she said,
licking her lips. She didn’t know why, but she was just drawn to
his tentacle with a sexual need.

“Hey, why don’t you two get a
room!” Dan called out.

Charlie shot Dan a look and his
face went as red as the hair on his head. He took the nurse's hand
in his hand. “M-maybe we should just leave it be for now. I don’t
know what’s going to happen if you keep doing that.”

“Yes, sure,” the nurse nodded. She
looked at Charlie and smiled. “It feels good to touch it. It's so
warm and powerful, not cold and wet like I thought it would be! Did
you like it?”

“Oh, yes!” Charlie said. He leaned
over and whispered into her ear, “Maybe we can try it more, later?”
He winked.

She nodded, then hurried off with the other
nurse.

“Well, what do you think of that?”
Dan asked.

“They think our tentacles are hot!
This is not so bad!” Charlie laughed, pulling the sheet up to hide
his bulging tentacle.

“Not so bad! Holy hell, Charlie,
have you got a lot to learn!”

“What?” Charlie shrugged his
shoulders.

After weeks of tests, Dan,
Charlie, and the other soldiers who had developed tentacles were
sent home on sick leave. At first, the military bosses wanted to
have them confined to the base indefinitely, to keep the fact of
their tentacles a secret. But it was determined that course of
action would raise too many questions when the men’s families and
friends started looking into their disappearances, so they were
allowed to leave. Of course, all of the soldiers had been sworn to
secrecy when they started their service with the special military
unit and were given an extra security oath to sign, just in
case.
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The leaves on the trees were
changing into their fall colors, and there was a chill in the air
mingled with the smell of wood smoke. Dan stepped off the train in
his small hometown, dressed in civilian clothes. He wasn’t sure if
he’d ever wear a uniform again, not after what had just happened to
him. Still early morning, it was just before the full dawn and
chilly, revealing his breath. He shouldered his duffel bag and
started walking. He looked quite normal to the average eye. His
jeans were a size bigger than usual to hide his flaccid
tentacle.

There were taxis to be hired
outside the station, but he passed them by. His family and
girlfriend Suzy had offered to pick him up, but he had declined. He
preferred to walk the couple of miles to his parent’s house where
he was going to stay for a while until he figured out what to do
next. The walk would give him some time to clear his head and
prepare for the revelation to come, when he would have to tell them
about his “condition.”

He barely felt the tentacle as he
walked. The doctors at the hospital had devised a band that could
hold the tentacle in place around one of his thighs. The thing was
a good three feet long and might even grow more when he was fully
aroused; he didn’t know, yet. So, he was careful not to let himself
get aroused in public, as it would be quite difficult to explain a
tentacle working its way out of his pants. What he was going to
tell his family, and especially Suzy, had been weighing heavily on
his mind for weeks now. It wouldn’t be long before he had to spill
the beans to them. He sighed and walked on, looking at the familiar
sights of home and was glad to find that they did comfort him
some.

A little later, the sun was breaking over the
treetops and roofs, its golden rays warming everything up. Dan
badly wanted a cup of coffee and hoped they had a pot brewing when
he got to his parent's place. He kept walking, slowly, in no hurry
to get where he was going.

He turned the corner onto the
street where his parent’s house was, the street where he had grown
up. Back then, he used to read about monsters with tentacles: now
he was one.

“Oh, my God, what am I going to
do?” he whispered as he opened the screen door and
knocked.

His mom was the first one to throw
the inner door open, “Danny! It’s you!” She came forward and hugged
him tight.

“Hi, mom,” he said
weakly.

“What’s wrong? You're looking
down.”

“Just tired I guess. Got any
coffee?”

“Sure, of course we do! We’ve all
been up early waiting for you!” she pulled him inside and he closed
the door behind them.

“No uniform?” she
asked.

“No. It’s a long story,
mum.”

Dan’s father was there to greet
him too, sitting at the kitchen table, drinking a coffee and
reading the newspaper. “Good to see you, son! Welcome home,
soldier!” he offered his handshake.

“Thanks, dad. Good to be back,”
Dan shook his father’s stiff hand.

“No uniform?” his dad looked at
him suspiciously.

“No and I don’t know if I’ll ever
wear one again.”

His dad cocked his head at him, lost for
words, his mouth open.

“I’ll explain it all…” Dan trailed
off, looking for the coffee.

Suzy bounced into the room, a
tall, curvy blond, a few years younger than Dan. She wore a black
miniskirt and a tight, dark red sweater. She looked good, her hair
and makeup all done. “Dan!” she squealed and ran to throw her arms
around him, her ample chest bouncing in a most alluring
way.

Dan ran his eyes over her and
noticed her nipples were hard through her sweater. That’s my girl,
he thought. One of the things he loved about her was that she was
mostly always horny when he was around. It’s one of the things he
liked in a woman!

She had been his girlfriend for
about three years now and everyone was starting to wonder if they
were going to get married. He had been thinking about it, but now
that Dan’s “accident” had occurred, he didn’t know how that could
ever happen.

“Hi, baby,” he said, hugging her
and giving her the best kiss he could manage, which was not very
passionate.

“What, no kilt?” she winked. She’d
always thought his military uniform with the kilt was hot and he
often wore it for her in private.

“No, no kilt!”

She pulled back, noticing
something was off. “You don’t seem like yourself. You not feeling
well?” She put her hand on his forehead.

“I’m fine!” Dan snapped. “Why do
you think there is something wrong? Jeez!” He put his bag down and
grabbed a mug from the cupboard.

“Guess you just didn’t have your
morning coffee, yet? Huh, son?” his dad asked.

“That’s right,” Dan said, pouring.
As the aroma of the coffee filled his nose he did feel a little
better. Hopefully, the coffee would give him strength and calm his
nerves for what he had to tell them. He fixed it up with some cream
and sugar, then took a sip. “Ah, that’s good,” he said. They were
all just staring at him.

“Alright, there is something I
have to tell you. We’d better all sit down for this one,” Dan said.
He made his way to the kitchen table, selecting a seat and sitting
down carefully, making sure not to sit on his tentacle. His mom and
Suzy sat down, looking at him crossly.

“What’s going on, son?” his dad
asked.

Dan took another sip of coffee,
then took a deep breath and let it out. “I’ll tell you what
happened but you have to promise not to tell anyone, and I mean
it!”

His mom and dad nodded, and Suzy crossed her
heart.

“Well,” Dan began, “there was an
accident at work.” He told them the story of what had happened,
more or less. But he did leave out the part about the tentacles. He
would tell Suzy about that privately and only her. There was no
sense in worrying his parents about something like that, when
nothing could be done, anyway, he figured.
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After a big welcome home dinner for Dan, he
was feeling tired. The meal had been very good, made by his mother
and consisting of a big turkey with all the trimmings. But the
stress of having to keep his secret from them was wearing on him,
as he had to constantly be careful what he answered to
them.

Suzy had been rubbing his foot with her foot
under the table and it was getting uncomfortable, as his tentacle
was getting hard and had no place to go in his pants. She winked at
him and he got even harder, remembering what it had been like to
feel her nice, big tits and her wet, tight pussy. His tentacle
throbbed and he shifted on his seat, trying to keep his composure
in front of his parents. Would he even be able to have sex with
her, again? The thought made him depressed and his tentacle went
all limp.

 


After dessert, Dan left the table to go lie
down in the living room in front of the big TV set. His father soon
joined him, leaving the women to the cleaning up.

“Ah, quite a meal, huh?” his dad
said, plopping down in his recliner and opening up his pants. Dan
watched this with interest and wondered why it hadn’t occurred to
him, too.

With a bit of trepidation, Dan
opened his pants and it was a blessed relief! His full belly felt
much better not being so squished up and his tentacle felt better,
too, having a bit more room. “Yeah, it was great! So nice to get a
home-cooked meal by mom, again,” he smiled. It was true: he was
happy to be home and no one cooked like his mom did.

Suzy soon came and sat beside him, snuggling
up to him.

“Hi, babe,” he said and kissed
her. Her lips were lovely, red and full, and he tried not to get
too carried away in front of his dad, which was a damper on his
libido, anyhow.

“Hiya,” she smiled. “Get enough to
eat?”

“More than enough,” Dan patted his
belly.

“Oh, good,” she smiled.

“Any plans tonight, you two?”
Dan’s dad asked.

“Mmm, not that I know of. We could
go out for a drive or something?” Dan said, looking at
Suzy.

“That would be nice,” she smiled,
holding onto his arm.

She liked to make out in the car,
and Dan was dreading that he’d have to tell her to hold off on that
stuff. Maybe he could say that he was too tired or something, but
that would only last for so long. She’d want some alone time with
him soon and he would have to break it to her about the tentacle,
then. He sighed and leaned back in the comfy chair with her on his
arm, as his dad watched a football game and yelled at the screen
every so often.

“Come on, let’s go out for a
while,” Suzy stood up and pulled Dan’s arm. He looked at his
father, but his father was only aware of the game on TV.

Dan managed a smile and got up
from the couch with Suzy’s help, all the while holding onto his
pants. Once standing, he did them up quickly and followed her out
of the room as he pulled his hand. He wondered what else she was
going to want to pull, and he was dreading what should be
fun.

Suzy drove them along in the
twilight in her newish car. She had a good job in marketing and got
a car allowance, so he bought herself a new car. It was only a
compact and a domestic, but it was quite roomy and comfortable, to
Dan’s surprise: he'd always been into foreign cars.

“How do you like the new car?”
Suzy said.

“Not bad, maybe you’ll let me
drive it back?” Dan replied. It was the first time he had seen her
new car, as he’d been away for several months, when she bought
it.

“Maybe, if you are good!” she
teased. They held hands as she drove.

She parked at the beach overlooking the water,
where they had a great view of the last bits of sunset in the
distant sky. She turned on the radio to some smooth jazz, then took
off her seatbelt and slid closer to him. He did the same and soon
they were kissing; long, deep, passionate kisses that only lovers
have who have been separated for too long are capable
of.

He felt her big breasts through her sweater
and ran his hands over her smooth legs. She ran her hands over his
shoulders and chest, feeling his head and face. But when she moved
her hands to his crotch, he stopped her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked,
alarmed.

“Ugh…I…I…” he
stammered.

“You didn’t catch something when
you were away, did you?” she crossed her arms and sat back, staring
at him with anger.

“No, baby, nothing like that! It’s
from the accident.”

Her face suddenly melted into one
of concern, “Are you alright…down there?”

He took a deep breath and grabbed
her hand. “I’m not sure. I didn't tell you this before, because I
didn't want to worry my folks. See, something happened with the
energy fields and some kind of dimensional shift took place during
the accident. Now, you can’t tell anyone about this. You promise?
This is serious stuff. Top secret!”

She nodded, “I won’t tell
anyone.”

“Alright,” he continued. “Well,
during the operation we were on, some equipment malfunctioned, very
high voltage stuff that worked in unusual ways. Anyway, the point
is that we were all knocked out by this big energy surge and when
we woke up we were…changed. Something was different about us and
it’s very embarrassing for me to say…” he faltered, close to
tears.

She touched his face, “Oh, honey!
You can tell me.”

He swallowed hard. “I think it
would just be easier to show you.”

“OK,” she blinked.

He looked around, making sure no one was
within sight of the car, then he opened his pants and slid them
down to his knees, keeping his underwear on. He rose up slightly
and undid the tentacle from the band that was holding it to his
leg, so it swung free and wiggled in the air.

She looked at it for a moment,
taking in the strange sight. Reaching out carefully, she moved to
touch it and the tentacle moved towards her hand. She smiled and
gripped it. “You have a tail, now?”

“Not exactly, see where it goes?”
he pointed to the side of his underwear, where it went in, then
pulled his underwear down. Then it was clear: the tentacle was
where his cock used to be.

“Oh, my!” she gasped, her hand on
her mouth.

He shook his head back and forth,
“Yeah, I’m sorry! I know this will be the end for us, now. I mean,
what woman wants a man who’s a freak like this, down there? Who
can't even have sex, anymore!” He moved to pull up his undies, but
she stopped him.

“I may not have wished this on
you, that’s true. But if it’s what you’ve got, we’ll just have to
adjust, won’t we?” Her face was getting flushed, her breathing more
rapid. She felt herself getting wet, and her nipples were even
harder and more visible.

“You are not grossed out?” he made
a face as he asked her.

“No, not exactly…it will take some
getting used to, but I don’t think it’s bad. It is pretty big!” She
took the shaft of his tentacle in her soft hand, wrapping her
manicured fingers around it and started to stroke it, getting it
hard. “Does that feel good?”

He closed his eyes and sat back,
“Mmm, yeah, it really does.”

She looked at the suckers on his tentacle and
pulled it closer. She licked them and moaned with the
sensation.

Dan almost lost his load when she
did that. “Wow! That’s amazing! It’s so sensitive.”

“Mmm,” she said and sucked on the
end, while stroking the three-foot long shaft. She opened up her
shirt and the tentacle moved in to her tits, wrapping around them,
the suckers pulling and massaging her nipples. “Oh, my God!” she
shivered with pleasure.

Dan watched with amusement, learning how he
could control his tentacle and move it how he wished. He squeezed
her tits with the shaft and stroked her face with the end, as she
licked at the suction cups brushing her.

“This is so hot…” she started to
hike up her skirt and he saw she had no panties on. She climbed
over onto his seat and straddled him. “Oh, please do me with it! I
want to see how it feels inside me!” she moaned, rubbing her wet
cunt against him.

He felt her wetness with his fingers and
guided the tentacle under her, feeling her inner thighs with it,
wrapping his tentacle tightly around them. She gasped as it touched
her there, and on her pussy, the strong suction cups leaving marks
on her flesh.

He moved the tip of his tentacle higher,
brushing her clean-shaved snatch and she shuddered as it touched
her pussy lips and hit her clit.

“Oh, yeah…!” she moaned, moving to
have it tighter against herself.

He guided the throbbing tip of his tentacle
into her pussy, pushing her wetness open. She gasped even harder as
he took his first thrust into her, going very deep.

He noticed it felt so good, even better than
sex had been with her before! He had many more nerve endings in the
tip of his tentacle and when it was hard, it was like a three-foot
solid snake of muscle.

He started to move it into her, slowly,
deeply, seeing how far he could go. He hit the back of her pussy
and she moaned really deeply.

“Ohh, you are filling me up so
good!” She grabbed onto his shoulders and bucked her hips, as her
juices ran out of her pussy, coating his tentacle and drenching the
insides of her legs as they ran down.

He found it easy to control the
movements of his tentacle after a few moments. He was able to move
it in ways he could never move his cock. Back and forth he pulled
and pushed it, over and over, again. The feeling was like nothing
he had ever experienced before, it was a whole new form of
pleasure. She seemed to agree, as he’d never seen her moan so much
or get so wet; she was literately dripping.
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