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Men In Kilts With Tentacles and The Women Who Love
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Part 2: Charlie

 


By Suction Cup

 


 


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? Find out the rest of the story here, in part 2.

 


The first part in this series, if you haven't
already read it is:

“Men In Kilts With Tentacles and The Women
Who Love Them. Part 1: Dan.”
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1.

 


Charlie was not yet used to his tentacle. He hadn’t
had it for long, just a few weeks, the result of a freak accident
while he was on a secret military mission. His unit had been
attaching a power generator to some remote sensing equipment and
there was more to the power source then they were told. Something
went wrong with the installation, and the exotic technology caused
a dimensional shift or a rift in time…or something. No one really
knew what had happened, but eighteen year-old Charlie Nevedurn now
had a tentacle in place of his penis, just like all the other the
men in his unit that were there on that fateful day.

The thing was, he’d never even gotten laid before and
now he was supposed to try and get laid with this thing between his
legs? To say he went into a funk of a dark depression is an
understatement. Even the bonus pay the military had given him due
to his “condition” contracted while on duty was not enough to lift
his spirit: add to that all the unspent regular pay he'd
accumulated while he'd been in the hospital, and there was a tidy
sum waiting in his bank account. But what good was any of that,
now, when his young life, as he saw it, was ruined?

After he said goodbye to his friend and
commander Dan Bandy (who had his own battle to face, having to go
back to his girlfriend and explain his tentacle), Charlie checked
out of the hospital that morning dressed in his civilian clothes
(jeans and a black t-shirt, with white running shoes) and went
straight in search of the first dive bar he could find. He figured
his money would go a lot further where the drinks were cheap, and
the way he was feeling, he figured he’d need a lot of drinks. It
was warm out, but gloomy; perfect to suit his mood. He worked up a
thirst, sweating through the muggy streets and was glad to find a
suitably scummy bar not that far down the street.

The bar had just opened and he was the first
customer in there. It was dark, as the fake stained glass windows
(which were actually plastic) cut out most of the sunlight. There
were some lamps on little tables in the corner of the room, but
they were not turned on, yet. The neon signs above the bar were not
lit, and the lights behind the bar that lit up all the bottles,
making them sparkle pretty, were not illuminated. The man behind
the bar wore a stained, white t-shirt that fit his bulging body too
tightly. Charlie walked in slowly and stopped at the bar, clutching
the see-through, plastic dry cleaning bag with his military uniform
in it, which consisted of his kilt and field shirt, stripped of any
patches or identifying marks. He carried his boots in his hand.
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