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Fifty Shades of
Tentacles

by Lilith T. Bell

 


 



***

 


“That
doesn't make any sense, Cher. Why would a journalist who can't make
an interview send some random nineteen-year-old literature student
to do it instead?”

“It doesn't
have to make sense, Cleo!” Cher whined. Cher looked up at me with
sad, red rimmed eyes that were puffy from illness. She really did
look terrible, aside from the absolutely perfect red ringlets that
framed her heart-shaped face or the emerald green even now flashing
in her eyes. And let's not forget her perfect hourglass figure that
was in no way damaged by her illness. When I felt sympathy for her,
I had to work hard to stow it away and maintain a proper distance
from her. She was still pretty and she was trying to get me to do something for her. “Please just
do it? It was hard to get the interview and he's, like, notoriously
reclusive and stuff.”

“If he's
notoriously reclusive, why did he agree to let you
interview him?”

Cher didn't have a response
to that, which probably meant it was a plot hole that everyone
overlooked for the sake of hot sex. I sighed heavily. “I'll do it.
You just take care of yourself and feel better,” I instructed
her.

“Thank you
so much, Cleo. Here's my digital recorder and I made notes on him
because I know you don't know anything about him and—”

“Right, right. Absolutely
ignorant,” I agreed as I took her things. “You owe me so big for
this, by the way. Sending me off to meet some billionaire alone?
Honestly.”

 


***

 


Johnny Rock
Stariha had insisted on having this interview in his mansion. The
thing towered over Seattle like a vulture made of sex. I felt like
a virgin sacrifice as I was lead through to his private office by a
blonde assistant. Because I was a virgin, of course. Total virgin.
I had never even touched myself...you know...down
there.

I'd reviewed Cher's notes on
the way over, to refresh myself on his various details. He hadn't
even inherited his wealth. He was a self-made man. He had also
nearly single-handedly ended world hunger, was a world-famous
concert pianist, and had just had a gallery show of his paintings
in London and several of them had sold for millions of dollars. All
of the money he'd made had been donated to an orphan puppy
hospital. The weird thing was that his legendary artistic talents
had nothing to do with his wealth at all. He'd made all of his
money as an entrepreneur.

The assistant gestured to
the door for his office.

“Go ahead
and open the door yourself,” she said brightly.

That seemed like a rather
weird invitation, but I stepped forward do just that. Just as I
pushed the door open, I managed to trip over my own feet and went
tumbling into the office face first. I laid there for a moment, my
face buried in thick, plush carpet.

“Miss
Cleopatra Ell?”

I picked my head up to look
at the voice, then chewed on my bottom lip like a dog with a bone.
Holy cow, jeez louis, he was hot!

He was tall and dressed in
some sort of expensive dark blue suit, with copper hair and
blueish-gray eyes. He was also absurdly young. Twenty-six, I
reminded myself, because that's a fact any moron would know, since
there aren't exactly a lot of self-made billionaires under thirty.
He was so gorgeous that I kept staring at him, not even noticing
that he was offering a hand to help me up. My inner goddess was too
busy humping the backs of my eyeballs. He looked eerily like that
one really hot actor who plays the vampire in all of those
movies.

You know the one. If I
masturbated, I'd masturbate to him.

“...Miss
Ell?” he ventured again, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh. Um.
Yes. Thank you.” I accepted his hand and was pulled up gently to my
feet. Mr. Stariha gestured to his assistant and she shut the door
behind her. I heard her heels clicking down the hall.

“So! Why
don't we get to this interview?” I asked as I fumbled to get the
digital recorder out of my pocket. As I was trying to get it turned
on, it slipped right out of my fingers, tumbling through the air
before it landed in a fish tank and sank to the bottom. I stared at
it with dejected eyes.

“Would you
like something to drink?” Mr. Stariha asked, chuckling to
himself.

“Oh, I'm
just fine. I got some Mickey D's—”

Before I could get further
in my decline, he'd put a glass of champagne in my hand. Was that a
standard refreshment during interviews? I took a sip off of it
cautiously, having never had champagne before. The bubbles tickled
and it was surprisingly pleasant.

After I'd had a few sips to
calm my nerves, I set the glass down on his bar and settled into
one of the opulent chairs in front of his desk to pull out my
notebook. I'd just have to do this the old-fashioned way, I
supposed. I had my pen ready and looked up to him.

“So Cher
wanted to start with your past. Where are you from?”

“Jolly
good! Seattle and all that rot. Tut tut, cheerio.”

“Right.” I
made a note. “So...Seattle, America?”

“Crikey,
yes.”

“...that's
Australian.”

“Dude.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Why don't
you tell me a bit about yourself, Miss Ell?”

I glanced up at him with a
confused look. “That's not really a standard interview procedure,
is it?”

“I don't
know. I'm not a journalist. Neither are you. So humor
me.”

I doodled a fire-breathing
chicken in a corner of my notebook paper, biting my bottom lip.
“Okay. What do you want to know?”

“Do you
have a boyfriend?”

I shot him a look. I had
long brown hair that was far too silky, brown eyes that were far
too large, and a waist that was far too small. Clearly, I was
incredibly ugly. “Do I look like I have a boyfriend? Obviously
not.”

“Do you
want one?”

“Are all
your lines written by a thirteen-year-old girl?”

He narrowed his eyes at
me.

I shrank down a little in my
chair. “Can we just get back to talking about you?” I muttered.

“All right.
I'm going to be conferring the degrees at your graduation ceremony.
That's what this interview is for.”

“It is?” I
looked at my notes, but sadly, everything Cher had written about
the actual purpose of the interview had been doodled over. The
stuff on how much money he had and his charity work and his music
and that triple platinum cover of Truly Madly Deeply
he put out last week was all circled. I had my
priorities. “Well, then, why the golly gee heck was it hard to get
an interview with you if it's something like that? Couldn't you
have just rescheduled?”

“Absolutely
not. I'm a very busy man. Far too busy to spend all of my time
having sex or texting my lovers or sending them email or stalking
them to their mothers' houses in other states.”

“Oh. Okay.”
I made another note. “So...what advice would you give a new
graduate?”

“Hey, you
wanna see my sex dungeon?”

I blinked. “Pardon?”

“Come on.
It'll be fun.”

He walked over to a bookcase
and pulled a book out, which then made the bookcase and the wall
behind it slide over to the side, revealing a hidden staircase
behind it. He knew how to do being a billionaire right.

I followed him down the
stairs, which seemed to go on for a long time. That made sense,
since we were on, like, the twentieth floor of his mansion and I'd
assume a dungeon would be in the basement. Though maybe sex
dungeons were different. Why couldn't you have a sex dungeon in
your attic? Maybe it would get too hot in summertime.

Finally, he unlocked a door
and led me into a room with red-painted walls and thick black
carpeting. Chains hung from the ceiling and there were tables with
straps to hold people down. One whole wall was nothing but whips
and floggers of various designs. A display case in a corner showed
off a variety of nipple clamps in precious metals. A four poster
canopy bed was the centerpiece of the room.

“Yep.
That's a sex dungeon,” I agreed.

“Here,” he
said, thrusting a thick document into my hands.

I took it, fumbling to try
to get my notebook and pen back into my backpack. This resulted in
me flinging the backpack, notebook and pen all in different
directions. I wasn't sure where the notebook or pen ended up, but a
strap of my backpack had hooked around the edge of some wooden
stocks. Kind of like the ones they used in olden times to lock
drunks up in the middle of town square, except I don't think those
were lined with mink fur.

I leafed through the
document he'd given me, confused. It was about five hundred pages
of legalese, except it was all about sex and slavery and weird
stuff like that. And my name had already been entered into every
page.

“Um,” I
said.

“Look, I
can't have sex with you if you don't sign it, so hurry
up.”

“We...we're
having sex?” I checked, looking up at him. If I had any common
sense, I'd be running for the door screaming. Luckily, I didn't
have any of that. I just had an inner goddess who was writhing
around insanely inside my head, begging me to jump him.

“Obviously.
So go ahead and sign.”

“But I
don't want to be your sex slave.”

“Have I
mentioned that I've been stalking you for weeks and watching you
sleep?”

Breathlessly, I tossed the
contract aside. “That is so hot,” I said, my chest heaving.

Johnny Rock Stariha crossed
the sex dungeon to me. One of his hands touched my shoulder, while
the other tilted my chin up to look into his eyes. “How kinky are
you?”

I blushed bright red and bit
my lip. “I'm a virgin.”

He narrowed his eyes at my
answer, then shook his head, looking annoyed. “We'll have to take
care of that, then.”

It was just the sort of
romantic thing every little girl dreamed of hearing.

Both of his hands slid into
my hair, cradling my head as his lips found mine. When we kissed
they felt just as perfectly soft as they had looked, though that
softness didn't last long. He became more insistent quickly, his
lips pressing to mine with bruising strength as his tongue pushed
past them, then tangled with mine. I made a quiet sound of hunger
as I melted against his chest. He kissed me like he'd been in a
desert for a week and I was the last drop of water.

When he broke the kiss, I
whimpered weakly. My lifeline had been cut and all I could do was
float in the aftermath, my eyelashes fluttering slightly.

“There is
one thing I need to show you, though,” he murmured.

“Yes?” I
breathed, finally drawing back to look up at him.

His hands left my hair to
move down his body. I realized he was opening up his slacks and
stepped back, blushing deep red again while my inner goddess
plastered herself to the backs of my eyes and nearly blocked out my
vision with her drool.

Under his slacks were silk
boxers. He hooked his thumbs under the waist of them, then slid
them downwards. What I saw next made me blink. Instead of the
purple helmeted warrior of lust I'd come to expect from romance
novels, he had tentacles.

At least fifty of them.

“Oh golly!”
I cried out.

How they'd fit inside of his
suit, I wasn't sure. Maybe they grew as he became aroused? They
looked very flexible, too, and were stretching out now. Three of
them had ridged, phallic heads on them and were far thicker than
the others. The rest were about as thick as two of my fingers put
together at their base before tapering down at the tips to narrower
than my pinky, their undersides peppered with tiny suckers.

“You aren't
human,” I said, then looked around for my notebook. This would make
a really great addition to the interview.

“I'm half
human, on my mother's side,” he countered.


He stripped off the rest of
his clothes, with those tentacles helping. They seemed as dextrous
as fingers and completely under his control. It was difficult to
wrap my mind around things like that being attached to a human—or,
I guess, half human—as just another body part, instead of some
mindless sex monster.

Without his clothes, he was
magnificent. A Greek god carved out of marble and copper and blue
tentacles. He backed me up towards the bed and I went willingly.
When the backs of my knees hit the edge of the mattress, I lost my
balance, tumbling backwards.

“Jeez!” I
yelped.

Tentacles wrapped around me,
cradling me like something precious, then slowly lowered me onto
the bed. He moved on top of me, as his hands and tentacles worked
in concert to slide off my jacket. His lips found mine again and I
sighed into that kiss. His fingers ran through my hair, his
tentacles roaming over my body. I felt some of them tickle behind
my ears
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