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            Rikki Jorgensen, a 21 year old Minneapolis college student, was vacationing on the Carribean island of St. Dellacroix, when she unexpectedly vanished. As she was a beautiful young blonde haired, blue-eyed woman, her disappearance made front pages stateside. St. Dellacroix experienced a brief increase in population as detectives, reporters, relatives, friends, well-wishers, gawkers, psychics, and Nancy Grace, all deep in the thrall of Missing White Girl syndrome, swarmed the island, searching for the unfortunate woman. 
 

            Rikki's disappearance acquired a bit of notoriety when it was discovered she had recently been featured in Playboy Magazine's College Girls. The discarded remnants of a black bikini were recovered from a nearby cove. The bra matched Rikki's 36DD cup size. Her tearful friends verified Rikki's purchase of a black string bikini shortly before the trip. The discovery elicited a new frenzy of searching (especially by young males, excited by the possibility of finding a naked college age Playboy model with 36DD-26-36 measurements). 
 

            Days passed, however, with no trace of Rikki. The frenzy ebbed, and then another blonde haired blue-eyed girl vanished on the mainland, and most of the people left. Rikki's friends and family stayed several weeks, before returning to the States to mourn her presumed death. 


"It was a shark," most people said. Few took notice that Rikki disappeared shortly after oceanographers reported an unusual population explosion: a previously unknown species of octopus apparently indigenous to the waters around the island. “Apparently” in that interviews with the locals brought up legends of a monster named “Mister Eight” or “Big Pussy.” 


The giant size of the species and its high intelligence, in comparison to its cephalopod relatives, seemed to confirm such stories, but the interviewers, more scientifically minded, dismissed such tales as local pornography.  


Such local legends were lost on Rikki who, at the moment the last relative stepped on the plane, watched with wide open sea blue eyes, as yet another giant octopus inserted its tentacle deep into her equally wide open pussy.
 

            Rikki's initiation into the joys of octosex started innocuously. She had walked to the cove to snatch a few rays, away from the girls. It was early morning, few people were about. She found out about the cove from the hotel concierge. "A private spot," he said, "Few go there except for couples." In other words, a good spot for a private sunbathe. 
 

            Rikki just wanted some quiet time. It wasn't that she didn't like Brandi and Tiff. It was just, "They can be so vapid. Boys! Boys! Boys! That's all they talk about." 


She wasn't the type to cast stones; the blonde was wearing her black bikini for a reason. When her quiet time ended she was off to the pool to show her assets. Rikki had a touch of the naughty; the Playboy shoot scandalized her family; but boys weren't the only thing. Shopping, hiking, swimming, other pleasures were available. 


"Besides, I'm bored with boys," she thought and, other than the Playboy shoot, she wasn't into girls. "Maybe."
 

            Take the cove. A beautiful place, soft sands, tide pools, coral. 


"Maybe I can show the girls later," she thought. 


Rikki went to one of the larger pools. It was tranquil with a glassy transparency; deep with coral along its sides. She touched the pool with her fingers, spreading ripples across the smooth surface. One of the coral rocks moved. "Oh!" she cried, startled. A large, slitted eye opened in the “rock”, which reshaped into a mass of tentacles, topped by a bulbous head. 
 

            "Wow! That's some octopus," Rikki thought, fascinated. 


It was a huge specimen; its head the size of a beachball. In fact, outside of Jules Verne novels, Rikki wasn't sure octopuses grew this large. “Are you something new?” she asked. Its tentacles were longer than most octopi. Rikki didn't like the creature's baleful stare. She backed away but tripped and fell, her legs tangled in something. 


"What . . .?!" she cried, startled. Rikki looked at her feet. The octopus had wrapped its tentacles around her ankles, trapping Rikki at the pool's edge. 
 

            "Oh no!" Rikki cried. 


She moved her legs, trying to kick the tentacles off, but they held fast. There was a flurry of activity; with startling speed, tentacles darted forth to wrap the young blonde in a rubbery embrace. 


"No! Wait! Help!" shrieked Rikki. Unfortunately, all the couples were at the hotel. "Help!" she shrieked again. Tentacles wrenched Rikki's arms over her head and tangled them in ropey knots. "Oh! Oh! Get off me! Help!" she screamed. 


The blonde screamed some more and struggled. In her struggles, the bikini bra slipped, baring her tits to the Caribbean sun. Rikki barely noticed in her fight with the octopus.
 

            Tentacles wrapped around her legs and spread them, violently, apart. "What the fuck?!" Rikki cried as a tentacle slid across her thigh and into her bikini bottoms. Her bottoms were wrenched aside, exposing her pink pussy. "Oh no! This thing isn't going to do what it looks like is it?!" 


She got her answer when the octopus slid partly out of the pool, and inserted a long, thick, sucker dotted tentacle into her cunt. 
 

            "Eek!" Rikki shrieked. She'd expected to be chomped to death by its beak, or squeezed and strangled by its tentacles, but to have this creature invade her most intimate flower was an unexpected shock. 


"No! Wait! Nnng! This isn't what octopuses do! Mmng!" she cried. 
 

            Well, apparently, this octopus was different. Worse for Rikki (or pending on perspective, better) the cephalopod's ministrations were having an unexpected effect, "Unng! Mmmm! Nnng! I'm getting wet!" It didn't help Rikki's resistance that the creature was devoting equal attention to her tits. Tentacles teased and tapped Rikki's quarter dollar areolas; slapped and bounced off her pneumatic globes. Hooks and suction cups stirred her tits into needle points. 
 

            Rikki squealed another, "Eek!" mortified by the boob spanking. She wriggled on the sand, in a war between flight and pleasure; pleasure was winning. The tentacle in her twat stimulated the clit into a swollen knob. The hooks and suction cups fired her g-spot; cum began to drip out of her pussy onto the octopus' beak.
 

            The octopus wrapped more tentacles around Rikki's legs and spread them wider. Rikki squirmed sinuously as overlapping orgasms overtook her body. "Oh no!" she gasped, "I'm being fucked by an octopus and I'm enjoying it! I can't tell Brandi and Tiff about this!" 


Rikki couldn't tell her family either; Playboy pictorials were bad enough, sex with giant sea creatures was beyond the pale. 
 

            Tentacles slithered across her quivering belly to join their companion beneath the briefs. A quick tug and Rikki's briefs were torn off with a mild "rip!" Another tentacle slid under her bra; seconds later, the bra joined the briefs on the sand. Rikki was naked, exposed, and bound in tentacles. The wet and rubbery ropes slithered across her gyrating body. Her ample melons were looped, squeezed, and pumped; her pink flower was plucked and penetrated. 
 

            Rikki was in a frenzy at this stage; stimulated into orgasmic insanity by the molesting mollusk. Orgasms travelled her length, blending into a continuous high. She barely noticed when the creature began to drag her towards the pool.
 

            She was halfway into the water when she came down from orgasm. "What?! No! Wait! Stop!" she cried. 


The octopus continued to drag with amazing strength. Rikki squirmed frantically, not wanting to imagine her fate, once the octopus got her in the water. 


"Help! Oh God, where is everybody?!" she screamed. Her panicked wriggles availed her nothing. The octopus gave one great tug. Rikki just had time to suck in breath before her writhing body was pulled into the pool.
 

               The creature plunged into the deep blue, all the while continuing to plunge into Rikki's deep pink. Rikki found herself aroused while struggling against the octopus. "It's fucking my cunt while drowning me!" she thought with shock. She found it difficult to hold her breath while cumming. The octopus swam into a deep cave. Rikki's lungs were burning when the creature abruptly released her. She saw a light and frantically clawed for it. Her head broke the water; the black spots before her eyes disappeared as she sucked in precious air. 
 

            Rikki gasped and gulped for a few moments. She treaded water until her head cleared, then looked around to get her bearings. "What is this place?" 
 

            She was in a vast underground vault, floating in a huge pool. The light came from the sun, which beamed through a circular opening in the roof; crystalline rocks, spread throughout the cave, diffused the light. It was beautiful; bioluminescent algae at the pool's bottom, added to the ethereal atmosphere. "Omigod! This place is amazing!" she gasped.
 

            Her initial wonderment was subsumed by more practical matters, "I've got to find a place to rest and figure a way out." There was also the matter of the octopus but Rikki, to her surprise, wasn't sure she didn't want to see it again.
 

            There was a flat rock outcropping jutting from the cave wall. Rikki swam towards it; the platform was just large enough. She hoisted her body upon it and sat, legs curled to her ample bosum. Her pussy ached, her boobs were sore, she didn't know what to think. 


"In other words, I feel like I just got fucked by a giant octopus." Ominous questions raced through her mind. She shuddered at the possible answers. The rocky platform that was her sanctuary, "Is this a platter?" she gulped. 
 

            The cave opening was too high to reach. The walls were smooth with no handholds. "If the tide came in, I could float to the top," she thought. Rikki was a champion swimmer in high school before her breasts grew too large. "Yawn! Ok, I'm stuck here awhile. May as well take a nap. I can think clearer when I'm rested." 
 

            The rock was too small to stretch, so Rikki was forced to curl up. She was asleep in an instant.
  
Chapter 2
 

            Rikki woke; it was night. The full moon was at the cave entrance, shining its silvery luminescence into the pool. The cave was on fire; multicolored crystals and glowing algae merged into an aquatic rainbow. Rikki was almost speechless with wonder, "Wow!" Jewel studded rocks dotted the bottom of the pool; shiny, gleaming beauties that flashed and winked. "Wink?! Jewels don't wink!" Rikki realized with shock. 
 

            The rocks detached from the bottom to stand revealed as siblings to Rikki's octo-napper. "Omigod!" she exclaimed agog, "So many!" Dozens of octopi, as large as Rikki's mollusk, swam towards the rock; jeweled eyes gazed upon the fearful blonde with baleful intensity. "Uh oh!" she gasped.
 

            Rikki backed away from the water, only to come against the unyielding wall of the cave. She looked around frantically, but there were no handholds to climb beyond the reach of the menacing mollusks. "I'm trapped!" she cried tearfully. 
 

            The earlier octopus' ministrations may have been fun, but Rikki had no way of guessing the motives of the others. "They're going to tear me apart and eat me!" she thought; visions of razor sharp beaks tearing into her soft flesh, rampaged through her brain. Rikki watched, helpless, as a veritable forest of undulating, sucker-studded appendages grew around her rocky sanctuary.
 

            The forest dipped towards the bosomed babe. "No! No! Get back!" she cried. Rikki futilely tried to ward off the tentacle wave, only to have her arms' re-entangled for her efforts. Once again, her supple limbs were thrust over her head. Tentacles en-wrapped her legs, forty fiving them at angles to her body. Her melons were entwined; suckers tapped her tits; tentacles squeezed and pumped her mounds' fleshy softness.
 

            "Oh God! It's happening again!" Rikki gasped as the melon mushing peaked her areolas into conical volcanoes. The new assault, however, dwarfed the earlier one in every conceivable way. Tentacles wrapped around her tossing torso. Together, the rubbery ropes lifted her struggling, wriggling body off its rocky perch and pulled Rikki into the pool.
 

            Her body was suspended just below the pool's surface, floating on a watery mattress of tentacles. Only her head was kept above the water. 
 

            And so began the tentapork. Rikki's azure eyes popped as a mob of tentacles dipped between her outspread gams. The tentatips' touches were gentle as they probed the lips to her love gate. The boneless arms parted Rikki's flower; her vulva opened to the water. 
 

            A wavy, slippery invading army rushed to plunder her defenseless tenders. The buxom blonde ‘gasp!’ed as her pussy was plucked and plumbed. A second ‘gasp!’ hissed forth as her ass cheeks were spread, and tentacles plunged through the other forbidden gate. 
 

            Rikki wriggled, Rikki struggled, but more from ecstatic frenzy than attempts at escape. "Oh no! Oh God! Oh no! Oh God!" she cried. 


Reason ebbed into erotic madness as Rikki was fucked and pumped into one shattering climax after another. Slippery tents slithered through her cum-drenched pussy; suckers teased and smacked her sex swollen clit, flamed her g-spot, breached the second gate, and tickled her moist womb.  
 

            Suckers crawled along her anus, tamed her resistant sphincter, stretched her ass; the tentacles rammed almost to the lower intestine. The painful pleasure caused Rikki to clench her eyes, tears squeezing through the ducts. 


"Urrrrg!" she grunted, biting her lower lip.
 

            The frenzied assault repeated over and over; tentacles withdrew to be replaced by others. The octofuck churned the water into a milky froth. Rikki's head whipped back and forth; her body out of control, gyrating madly, belly and torso pumping in and out.
 

            She struggled to keep from choking on the salt water. "No! Cough! Please!" she sputtered, "Can't . . . take . . . it! Cough! Please stop!" The cephalopods showed no mercy; the octo-orgy continued for endless hours. 
 

            Rikki's pleading cries faded to faint gasps and whimpers. Her active struggles diminished as she was porked into boneless exhaustion. She floated limp, entangled, body spasming with involuntary orgasms. The octopuses continued to pump her pumpables; boobs, pussy, and ass throbbed in a ceremony of flesh and water. 
 

            When the next horror appeared, the semi-conscious blonde could only watch with numb detachment.
 
Chapter 3
 

            The octopi plumbing Rikki's intimacies pulled out and vanished in a swirl of inky bubbles. The ones that bound her arms, pumped her breasts, and held her open, remained. The Reason appeared before her in a bubbly wave that washed over her supine body. If Rikki wasn't so drained of energy, she would gap in terror.
 

            There were giant octopuses, and then there was the behemoth rearing out of the pool. A gargantuan, pulsating, blob of brown, rubbery flesh, surrounded by tentacles the size of tree trunks; studded with dinner plate suckers and hooks more reminiscent of medieval battle axes: the Octopus Master. Rikki didn't want to think of the size of its beak. She exhaled a faint whimper.
 

            "Oh God, I'm fucked!" she thought, "Fucked by octopuses and now just plain fucked!" An insane thought flashed through the blonde's brain, "Maybe all this fucking was preparing me for sacrifice!" 


The creature was godlike compared to the others.
 

            The Octopus Master was interested in Rikki but not as dinner. The tenderizing efforts of its minions served another purpose. The melon mashing of Rikki increased. Her twat, if any, was spread wider. Rikki's much abused clit swelled as sea water flowed over it. 
 

            Rikki's torso began to heave, in spite of her crushing exhaustion. The octovarking left her wet inside and out; fear, despair, lust, and anticipation clashed in her brain. A new tentacle appeared, different from the others, but very familiar to the sexually experienced blonde.
 

            "My God! That looks big!" she goggled, "It's four inches fat, I think!" The length was indeterminate, "It's so long," Rikki marveled, "I've never seen one that . . . God!" 
 

            It undulated like the other tentacles; thick veins pulsed along its length, dripping with water and pre-cum. Rikki knew she was no longer a potential meal. A new fear had taken its place; confirmed as the octoshlong slithered its way towards her open wet cunt.
 

            Her pink, moist flower received the invader; a guest it had no choice but to welcome. The thick tube entered through her golden muff. Its girth stretched her walls, but Rikki was moist enough to accept its length. She bit her lip and whimpered faintly as the bulge traveled up her pelvis.
 

            Her belly roll-bounced and pumped, reeling in the thick hose. The blonde's baby blues saucered with fear and arousal, as the Octo Master's touched her cervix. When the tentapenis brushed along her vaginal walls, she nearly fainted.  
 

            The Octo Master began to pump its juice into Rikki's womb. The cephalodong gurgled like a firehose. It thickened and thinned with each squirt of octo-jizz. The octopi's melon mashing matched the Master's squirts in perfect synch. 
 

             Rikki's body reacted with pumps of its own. Involuntary orgasms rippled up and down her length; pelvis and belly bobbed violently, then began to bloat as octo-cream filled her baby sac. Rikki's grunts matched the octo action with mechanic rhythm, "Unnng! Unnng! Unnng!"
 

            The blonde beauty travelled beyond exhaustion to near unconscious. All movement became involuntary, assisted by the orgy frenzied octopi. Rikki was in turmoil: she was near total collapse, but the experience took her to ecstatic levels, unachieved by human partners. 


It was the greatest sex she ever had; caught between pleasure and pain, Rikki grunted, "Please . . . please . . . please," unable to say if the plea was for cessation or continuance.
 

            Rikki's belly had rounded into a small, ripe watermelon when a new horror appeared. Her blue bonnets novaed. "No! No! No! Please! I can't take anymore! I'm bloated! I'm done! Please stop!" she moaned. The molesting mollusks showed no mercy.
 

            The new arrival was, impossibly, even larger than its companion. The tentacle it displayed, however, was different: almost a semi-rigid tube than a hose. The tube sidled up to the pumper at Rikki's snatch. The Octo Master pulled out with a wet "shthuck!" The tube immediately rammed inside before the octospunk could escape. It was a repeat performance with a slight difference. 
 

            A bulge appeared in the tube. It travelled the length and disappeared beneath the curve of Rikki's belly. The bloating blonde felt it enter her cunt, causing more painful stretching. "Oh no! I can't take this!" she thought. The lump rolled up Rikki's tunnel, through the cervix. "Unnngh!" she grunted.
 

            Rikki felt a 'pop!' as the octo-egg breached the gate and settled in her fluid filled womb. There was a mild change in her tummy; her innie button popped ‘poing!’ The curve became more pronounced. Rikki peered over her rounder rack, horrified to see several more bulges advance through the tube.
 

            "Oh no! Oh God! I'm going to explode!" she moaned. The eggs went in, with a corresponding grunt from the blonde, "Unng! . . . Unng! . . . Unng!" The Octo Mistress' bulbous head vanished behind Rikki's ripening belly. On the eighth "Unng!" the octopus abruptly stopped. Rikki felt the tube withdraw, "Oh God, is it finally over?"
 

            There was another surprise. Rikki felt something snake across her muff, over her round white belly. The octoshlong had returned. "What now?" she groaned. The cephalodong slithered towards her face. The breast pumping octos parted her melons to allow the tentashaft through. Precum dripped from the nozzle.
 

            "Ohhhh!" she said, "I've had enough! No more! I'm not sucking octocock!" Rikki shut her lips tight. The octos were having none of that. The cephalodick hovered inches from the porked Playmate's lips. Tentacles plugged the reluctant blonde's nose until she gasped for breath. "Oh! Da . . . !" she cursed as her mouth was instantly calamaried. 
 

            Liquid protein flooded Rikki's orality. The buxom blonde was no stranger to this type of activity, as some former boyfriends would attest. Rikki was surprised to find her tongue curling around the octoshlong. She gulped and swallowed the sexy soup. "Tastes just as I thought," she thought. 
 

            The octo pumpers helped the process along. They ground the buxom's boobs against the octodick as it pumped through the cleavage. "(Gulp!) Boobfucked (Gulp!) by octopuses (Gulp!)! Un(Gulp!)ing believable!" Rikki (Gulp!)ered. Her throat worked hard to keep up. Rikki's stomach bloated, rounding her body further. 
 

            Eventually, the bloated blonde reached her limit; choking as octojizz bubbled out of her mouth. The Octo Master took the hint and withdrew. Rikki coughed and rumbled a semen scented "burp!" before laying back in numb exhaustion. 
 

            The octopi disentangled from Rikki's body; her mind was nearly blank. She offered no resistance as the octopuses moved her limp body to the stone platform. When she was positioned, the octopi returned to the Master. There was a swirl of activity; the octos vanished in a cloud of black ink. The unconscious Rikki didn't notice. 
     
Chapter 4
 

            Rikki was out of it for several days; and it was several more before she could move well enough to examine her body. The new reality confronted her azure eyes, "Oh God! I've been plumped!" Her classically curvy body, curved outward. Her breasts were pale cantaloupes set on a Minnesota beachball. 
 

            Rikki couldn't resist the temptation to poke her ponderous paunch. Her silly putty skin dented and smoothed with each 'poink!'. Her touch caused some pain. "My, I'm kind of sensitive there," she thought.
 

            She ran her hands over her belly, from the golden muff to the round breasts, "This actually feels kind of nice." When Rikki reached her melons, she found them sensitive as well. "Mmmm," she purred, "My whole body is tender." 
 

            She spent several minutes feeling her curves; growing aroused with each passing second. Rikki's hand traveled around her belly to the heat 'twixt her legs. She felt for the soft pink flesh and plumbed her fingers into the moist flower. The rest had done her cunt a lot of good. 
 

            Rikki went full bore, plunging and plumbing, rubbing and squeezing. Her ultrasensitive body burst with fired sex. She ground back and forth, gasping and biting her lower lip, "Mmmm! Nnnng! Unnng!" She gleamed with sweat and sea water; her belly swished and sloshed, her breasts bobbed and wobbled. She was Wet in every cell of her body; fluid from breast to womb. The jellied quaver of her bloated body expressed her climax.
 

            Rikki withdrew her cum soaked hand. She was just coming down when a rumble growled in her belly. "Geez, I'm hungry. God! I'm trapped down here! How am I going to eat?!" As if in answer, there was a splash, and the giant bulb of the Octopus Master appeared.
 

            Rikki gasped and tried to sit up. Her new shape made the task difficult. She managed to prop her body against the cave wall. Rikki sat, legs curled, DD's and belly before her; a primitive Venus figurine, watching the Octo Master float closer. "What could you possibly do to me now?" she asked it.
 

            The octopus responded by unspooling its tentasword and slithering it across the pool. The hectocotylus (the octoshlong's official name) reached the platform and rose into the air, hovering inches from the beautiful blonde's face. It's tip dripped with precum; Rikki's stomach rumbled again.
 

            "Oh!" she gasped, understanding, "Well....there is nothing else." She tentatively brought her hands to the tentapenis and, gingerly, guided it to her mouth. Rikki had to open wide, "It is big and thick. I've never had anything this fat." It slid in almost to the back of her throat. Rikki pulled back, slightly, to keep from choking.
 

            Her mouth burst with salt. She moved her tongue around the pulsing veins, slickening it with saliva, bobbing back and forth, plush lips softly squeezing. Rikki gulped and swallowed until her belly was full. She took the hecto out of her mouth and got a face full of octojizz. The tentadick kept pumping until Rikki was thoroughly drenched.
 

            The shocked Rikki was unable to choose "Ugh! Ewww!" or "Wow!" Past boyfriends had cum on her but not in gallons. The Octo Master left the sticky, creamy, blonde confection. Rikki sat, cum curdling on her body. "I can't stay like this, it's ridiculous."
 

            She crawled to the edge of the platform and slipped into the water. Rikki dipped until the octo-cream rinsed off. As she floated, Rikki asked, "What's going to happen when I, um, give birth?" 
 

            The next weeks were set in a pattern. Rikki spent the days rubbing and fingering herself to orgasm. At night the Octopus Master would return to pump her full of octolove. In between, she soaked in the pool. Toilet issues were handled delicately, near a spot that seemed to be a natural flusher.
 

            The other octopi had vanished. "I guess they're done," she thought. Rikki resolved to try for the cave entrance as soon as she gave birth, "Provided it doesn't eat me first; but I am not staying here." 


Events, however, took a different turn.
 

            One month after Rikki's disappearance, the moon entered a cycle which brought it to its closest position to Earth in a century. The results were higher tides than normal. Biologists, oceanographers, and other scientists braced themselves with anticipation; high tides meant untold treasures flushed from hidden parts of the ocean. One such treasure caused a major sensation.
 

            Rupert Sinclair, head concierge at the beach front St. Dellacroix Hilton (recently the center of a media blitz after one of its guests disappeared mysteriously), was attending to some daily duties (wiping the beach chairs, a task beneath his position, but the usual staff was on strike) when a strange vision appeared before him.
 

            A young, blonde Aphrodite strode out of the surf. She was nude. "Good pair of knockers," he goggled, "but that is one fat naked blonde." As she came closer, he saw that she was actually heavily pregnant. Even pregnant the lady was a stunner. "Why does she look familiar?" Rupert asked.
 

            The blonde pregnant goddess strode smartly to Rupert. He ignored the bump in his crotch and put on his most professional voice (a struggle, given the vision of fertile beauty before him), "May I help you Madame?" 
 

"Yes," the pregnant young nymph replied, "I need to make a phone call."
 

            The return of Rikki Jorgensen caused a hurricane; within a day her shrieking parents, friends, reporters, gawkers, opportunists, police, and Nancy Grace, flooded the hotel (including many young males, attracted by the rumor that the hot 36DD-somewhat more than 26-36 college girl Playmate had reappeared starkers). 
 

            Many were frustrated: other than relatives and police, Rikki refused all visitors nor would she allow photographs. 


"She's been through a trauma," said Nancy Grace at her most self-righteous.


"Naaaww, it's a hoax," said the snarkers (most of them disappointed young males).


 Few of them took notice of some of the older women of St. Dellacroix, who smiled knowingly and rubbed their bellies. The tabloids had a lot to say about the matter; most weren't believed which is how Rikki preferred it.
 
One Year Later
 

            Rikki changed her major to Oceanography (with a minor in biology). She became an intern at a special Oceanic Research Center in Miami. Her actual duties were far more intimate.
 

            The parents and police were incredulous at first. She was spirited away to the mainland where a sonogram confirmed the story. The doctors nearly puked with excitement. The parents fainted, both of them. The police got confused looks and sat around scratching their heads. 


"How do you charge an octopus with kidnapping and rape?" one asked. 
 

            The scientists came and nearly came. "New species! Plants eggs in women!" they babbled with near ultrasonic hysteria. Rikki and her parents had a different opinion. 


"Get these things out of me now!"
 

            The doctors and scientists poked and probed, hemed and hawed, and said, "Well, there are certain health and scientific factors and such and such, etc, etc . . . " In other words, no octobortion. Her parents fainted again, "First Playboy, now . . . " Several weeks later, Rikki was in a specially built water tank, grunting and straining, as her pussy popped one octobaby after another.
 

            Today, Rikki was at another water tank, actually an Olympic sized pool, preparing to attend to her actual duty. The session was supposed to be private but Rikki just knew there were hidden cameras. 


"They're probably masturbating right now," she thought. 


She stripped and lowered her shapely body into the pool, grasped an ample breast, and squirted some milk into the water. The first of her babies came forward, wrapped its tentacles around her breast, lowered its beak to the nipple and began to suck. As she settled back, Rikki noticed someone left a People magazine next to the pool. The cover story was about someone else; she wasn't amused, "Very funny you guys!"
 
Octomom: The Real Story
 
The End
 
