
“You have got to be kiddin’ me!” Sandi said indignantly. Her bushy fox tail bristled as she raised her voice. “Why do I have to stay and work the night shift?! That’s Cal’s job, not mine!”

Jake Daler, the aquarium’s Director of Maintenance and Feeding, grinned, his large bear teeth shining. “Cal is sick with the flu. He can’t come in, so you get to take his shift.”


Yeah, but why me?!” Sandi wasn’t about to work a full extra shift for no overtime or pay whatsoever.


“If you don’t like it, you can always give me a, ah, good reason why you don’t have to. Otherwise its work, or get fired,” Jake smirked and patted his crotch suggestively while he talked, obviously eager for that ‘extra incentive’. He looked up and down the vixen’s sexy body hungrily. She was tall, maybe five-foot-ten, and had big, busty tits. He’d looked at her retreating backside enough to know she had a firm, round ass and sexy legs.

Sandi scrunched her face in disgust; maybe if she was lucky enough to have someone cute for a boss, but Jake smelled like uncooked salmon and beer. Plus, he looked like he ate too many donuts, maybe twenty too many, per day. Nope, it looked like she was going to have to work. “Fine, I’ll work,” She grumbled, her fox ears flattened back as she said it hatefully.


Jake looked more than a little disappointed she didn’t take him up on his offer, but he quickly recovered. “Well okay then. Don’t fall in the shark tank.” The fat bear smirked again, but Sandi was already leaving his stinky office, her tail flicking rapidly.


The young fox sat down on a bench near the entrance to the aquarium and waited for everyone to clear out. She just couldn’t believe it. It was 5:00 on a Friday afternoon and she was stuck feeding a bunch of lousy fish all night. She was only twenty years old for pete’s sake! On top of it all, her boyfriend was out of town for two weeks on some college field trip. She twirled her dark ginger hair – which reached down past her shoulders – around a finger angrily. Eventually, she curled up for a power nap before starting the night routine.

Finally, everyone, including the workers, had left the aquarium. Sandi got up from her nap with a delicate yawn and set about her duties. Night routine gave the worker many chores. They had to lock up all the doors, feed the larger fish in the aquarium, and act as security throughout the night.


Working at an aquarium was cool, if you liked fish. Sandi loved them: she envied them because it seemed like they could fly around and do whatever they wanted in the water. Plus, she thought, they don’t have to work. She went around and made sure all exits were locked.


Then, the vixen went to the bait room and filled up her food buckets. She zig-zagged all across the large aquarium feeding the fish. She fed the dolphins – Jackie and Mackie, the many sharks in the shark tank, a manatee, a giant sea turtle, and the aquarium’s baby orca – Pika. Finally, the fox washed the fish smell off her hands and sat at the security desk. She was supposed to patrol the building, but figured one more nap wouldn’t hurt: she was exhausted from hauling heavy buckets of chum around. With weary eyes, she set her phone’s alarm for twelve a.m. and curled up to sleep again.

When she awoke, she set off to make her rounds again, spending her time cursing out Jake for making her work the shift. After a while, staring into the tanks and watching the vibrant animals soaring around inside them bored her, but she walked her rout again, and again, and again. Finally, she’d had enough. With conviction, Sandi decided she would explore.


She wandered around the building aimlessly until she found a door that said ‘employees only’ that she’d never been in before. With a curiosity more suited to a cat of some kind, the vixen strode inside. The door opened up into a narrow corridor lit by bright yellow lights. At the end of it, Sandi opened another door and stepped into the odd room behind it.

The room was warm, almost like a spa. Taking up its center was a body of water about twenty feet by twenty feet square. Sandi approached the water, which was steaming and radiating heat, but couldn’t see very far into it. Despite that, she thought it wasn’t very deep. She could probably stand in it with everything from her shoulders up out of the water.


Sandi had no idea where this room had come from or what it was for. The only other items in the room were a stack of towels. Understanding dawned on the curious fox: it must have been a hot tub of sorts. She didn’t have the slightest clue why a hot tub would be in the aquarium, but the relaxing waters looked sooo good after her long day of work.

The need to be in the water grew and grew until Sandi couldn’t take it anymore. What was the worst that could happen, anyway? With a shrug, the vixen started shedding clothing. First she shimmied out of her tight top and threw it aside. Next, her hand twisted around to get at the strap on her pink-and-white striped bra. There was a snap, and the bra dropped away, letting the sexy fox’s huge tits hang out. Without further ado, she danced out of her jeans and pulled down her cotton panties with no fear of peepers. The cloth slid down to reveal her cute snatch, framed by a halo of well-kept dark red pubes – the same color as her thick hair.


Now naked, Sandi approached the pool and dipped a toe in apprehensively. The water was perfect! Hot enough to sooth but not scald. With a shout of glee, she lowered herself in the steaming water. As she inched in, she giggled as the tingling warmth flowed over first her crotch, then her tits. For a few minutes, she just relaxed there and let the soothing warmth seep into her.


She couldn’t figure out what, but something about the water’s warmth reminded her of her boyfriend, far away. She thought fondly of his smile, his laugh, his . . . musk, his tongue on hers. Without thinking, the sexy vixen dropped a hand down into the water to rub at her tingling pussy gently. She couldn’t help it. She started recalling his strong body, his naked body . . . his manly hardness slamming deep into her. A low moan escaped her lips as she plunged two fingers deep inside her aching tunnel.


Suddenly, Sandi eeped and froze in the water: she’d felt something brush against her side. She looked down into the water and, to her shock, saw many ropey appendages floating around her in the water. Because she worked in an aquarium, the things reminded her of tentacles on an octopus or a squid. But . . . no, these were different, the vixen realized as one tentacle rose out of the water as if to stare at her. The tentacle was pink and fleshy, yet it looked plenty hard. The thing had no suckers like squids, instead, small, symmetrical bumps lined the first ten inches of the tentacle in uniform rows and the rest of the shaft was smooth. Not knowing how to react, Sandi just watched as the thing extended to slide down her chin in a caressing motion. She was shocked to discover that the tentacle’s touch was warm and gentle; it sent tingles out all over where it touched.

Sandi knew she should scream and get out to run for help, but something was so . . . nice about the tentacles touch. It was almost as if a message was passed through the touch: I am friendly, it said. She nudged back against the tentacle as if to say ‘okay’. The pink feeler shrank away and wiggled in front of her in what the vixen thought was happiness. At the same time, the tentacles in the water came closer, touching her body and rubbing all over her. Every place they touched on her body tingled pleasantly.

Soon, new tentacles appeared, but just two. They were thinner than the others and were smooth, with no bumps. Their tips thinned before widening out at the end, forming something along the lines of a suction cup. As these new appendages rose out of the water, Sandi was surprised that it looked like there was a small hole in the center of the suction cup. Upon closer inspection, she discovered the thicker, bumpy ones had similar such holes.


Sandi had no idea what the holes were for, but she lost her train of thought as the new tentacles touched her neck. She gasped as the feelers tried to draw air into the holes on their tips, making the suction cups . . . kiss her. The little feelers felt amazing, and Sandi felt herself getting more and more aroused as she began fingering her cunny harder.


The kissing tentacles smooched lower and lower. Meanwhile, some of the thicker ones rose up to begin rubbing on, around, beneath, and between her large breasts. By then her nipples were perky and hard. As the kissers moved lower, they split up, smooching all around the vixen’s stimulated tits. Finally, the amazing tentacles found their way directly upon Sandi’s nipples, sucking and kissing with abandon. The fox gasped out as the two tentacles rotating, in effect twisting her nipples playfully, all while the larger tentacles rubbed sensuously on her breasts.

Meanwhile, the bigger tentacles rubbed closer to Sandi’s crotch underwater. She didn’t struggle when one of the firm limbs wrapped around the wrist of the hand she was pleasuring herself with and drew it away slowly. In its place, another bumpy tentacle nudged in between her pussy lips teasingly. “Oh, put it in,” she moaned lustfully, rolling her hips toward the thick tentacle in anticipation. As if the tentacle had heard, it plunged in her aching tunnel slowly, one inch at a time. The vixen shuddered as she felt the thing’s bumps rubbing her walls. Her pussy was stretched as most of six inches of the thick tentacle slid into her before retracting and thrusting in again to the same depth.


“Yeeees,” Sandi groaned out loudly as the tentacle-dick thrust into her. That, coupled with the sucking tentacles and all the others rubbing her was putting her in a place better than cloud nine. The water, or the tentacles’ touch must have had some kind of orgasm suppressant, otherwise the stimulated vixen would have came right there. In front of her, the first tentacle that had emerged wiggled closer to her mouth as if to say ‘could I?’ Sandi smiled and thought, what the heck. She extended her neck out and kissed the warm tentacle’s tip. It tasted salty and sweet at the same time, tasty enough for her. She grabbed the tentacle close to its bumps and pressed it deeper into her mouth, pretending she was giving her boyfriend head. The tentacle quivered and twitched in her mouth, obviously enjoying its treatment.

Soon, the pleasure was too much to take standing up, despite the orgasm-delaying magic, and Sandi’s knees buckled, sending her into the water. This, however, didn’t dismay the pleasing tentacles. Several of the bigger ones wrapped around the vixen’s waist and legs and lifted her up out of the water. They set her down right at the edge of the pool facing away from it on all fours. Sandi moaned in pleasure. During the move, neither the tentacle in her pussy, nor the one in her mouth, nor the two suckling her tits had left their place. Now steady, she started pushing back against the tentacle-dick thrusting into her, sending it deeper as the other tentacles began rubbing on her again.


A particularly eager tentacle slid down to rub in between the vixen’s plump ass cheeks, one of its nubs grinding over her asshole and giving off intense pleasure. Now there was something tempting: Sandi’s boyfriend never did her in the ass, now was her chance to get it good. She snaked one hand down to grasp the tentacle on its nubby portion and guided it to her tight asshole, pushing it at the entrance until it got the idea. Success! Sandi let out a howl of delight muffled by the tentacle in her mouth as the shaft on her ass pushed hard against her dirty entrance. It wiggled for a little while, and then pushed its head in gruffly. There it sat, sending shots of pleasure through Sandi, until her ass stretched to accommodate its intruder. Sensing her asshole loosening up, the nubbed member wriggled its way another couple of inches into her. The vixen shuddered in ecstasy while all three of her holes were filled, but still not enough to delay whatever magic or chemical qualities prevented her from cumming.

The horny fox grabbed the tentacle in her mouth with her hands and shoved it down her maw, deepthroating almost seven inches of the tentacle-cock lustily. She swirled her tongue around the thing’s shaft until she ran out of air, then she pulled the tentacle out again and gasped for air, dropping her hands to the floor to keep herself from falling as she panted.


That action seemed to energize all the tentacles. She gasped as the suckers on her tits increased their suckling intensity and began twisting more roughly. In her tingling pussy, the tentacle ramming her thrust deeper, almost impaling all ten bumpy inches into her. She screamed out in painful pleasure as the shaft in her ass did the same, going deeper than she’d ever had anything go in her dirty hole. Tentacles wrapped around her waist again and held her torso up while others wrapped around her wrists and brought her hands to other tentacles. She got the idea and started jerking the shafts off while the tentacle by her face returned to her mouth and started thrusting in by itself, going as deep as possible into her muzzle without restricting her breathing.

Sandi moaned and whimpered and giggled and yowled and yelled as a full out sensory overload of pleasure engulfed her. She shuttered mournfully as the shaft buried in her pussy retreated. Then, she yelped in surprise as a tentacle, bigger than the rest, rose out of the water and spread her already-stretched lips. It was at least three inches thick and lined with ridges down the first ten inches of its length. Its tip swelled out like the head of a real cock. Tears welled in the vixen’s eyes as the giant shaft shoved slowly, yet forcefully into her pussy.


After what seemed like an eternity of pushing, the big tentacle was in to the last of its ribs. Sandi screamed out in pleasure as the huge tentacle-cock started ramming in and out of her. All the while, the smaller tentacles were doing what they had been doing. Now, the tentacle spreading her ass had thrust even deeper and was ramming more length than its nubbed section into her.

The icing on the cake that put Sandi over the edge was another small, suction-cup tentacle. She could feel it kissing up her thigh as she was slammed by the other tentacles: slowly creeping closer. Finally, the sucker clamped down upon the vixen’s ultra-sensitive clit and sucked hard, twisting and pulling for added affect.


Sandi screamed wordlessly and her vision was whited out by the burning, insanely hot pleasure finally flooding through her orgasming body. It felt like she was having five orgasms at once as her asshole, cunt, and mouth convulsed on the shafts invading them and her nipples and clit positively quivered with stimulation.


When the fox came back to herself she realized the tentacles were still thrusting into her every hole with more intensity while her hands still jerked off two of them and still others rubbed against her.


Just before the tentacles’ continued thrusting had begun to hurt, the room shook and the water on the far side of the pool bubbled as whatever controlled the tentacles passed its own limit. Sandi shuddered as she felt something thundering deep into her ass, cunt, and down her throat. She shuddered as she realized every tentacle was cumming at the same time.


The sheer force of their ejaculations forced the tentacle-dicks in her mouth, ass, and the giant one in her pussy to pop out of her holes and gush hot, gooey, and white cum all over her in literal fountains. The tentacles rubbing her entire body came as well, even the little ones suckling on her nipples and clit. For minutes, sticky cum was splashed all over the vixen’s tits and ass, in her hair and all over her face. While the tentacles came, she gulped down the ropes still in her mouth and stuck out her tongue, enjoying the cum-shower somehow.

Finally, the tentacles ran out of spooge, and after the last random jets of whiteness splattered onto their willing victim, they fell limp and retreated back into the water, leaving white trails behind them. Totally spent, Sandi rolled onto her back, sliding around on her coated back, and sighed contently. Cum oozed from her stretched and gaping pussy and asshole in thick streams as she lay there. Well, she thought sarcastically, I guess I know what the towels are for. She giggled despite her exhaustion before slipping into sleep laying there on the room’s floor.


Sandi the fox awoke to her phone’s alarm and yawned tiredly. She shook her head violently as she recalled what had just happened. She sat bolt-upright from her seat on the security bench and looked at her phone’s clock. It read twelve a.m. Or had it happened? A hand drifted down to rub at her soaked pussy absentmindedly as she tried to sort out her bewilderment.


Determined to get to the bottom of this mystery, the vixen set off through the silent halls of the aquarium in search of the door she could never forget. Shocked, she eventually happened upon it: ‘employees only’ it read. Her heart beating excitedly, she pushed through it. The door opened up to a long hallway lit with bright yellow lights. Sandi’s heartbeat quickened even faster as she approached the door at end of the corridor. Holding her breath, the fox creaked open the door and . . . an alarming, moist heat – like that of a spa – overwhelmed her. The vixen smiled.
FIN
