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  INTRODUCTION: THE MORE, THE MERRIER


  When it comes to sex, sometimes three—or four or five or even more—is the best kind of crowd. In these erotic stories all about threesomes and group sex, you’ll read about characters who can’t get enough of couplings that go beyond the number two. In some cases, they’re couples who want to get it on with other couples; in others, they’re individuals coming together to each fulfill a sexual fantasy or simply savor each other’s bodies. In all of them, the sexual tension is heightened with a sense that, moving beyond sex for two, anything can happen.


  Some stories involve passionate relationships, where the participants know and care for their partners in ongoing ways, nurturing their desire with each further encounter. In others, sex with more than one other person is something new, an erotic adventure that a character has dreamt of and is finally ready to make sexual fantasy into reality.


  There is no typical tale in this book, with multiple partners including mermaids and otherworldly creatures. Sometimes the action starts in a nightclub, sometimes a party, sometimes at home. You’ll find everything from a very dirty sex game to a swingers retreat to sex in the woods and so much more within these pages.


  Wherever these erotic encounters start or end, they’re all full of the kind of passion that can’t be sated by a single partner. In “PTO,” Katrina Jackson puts a very sexy spin on personal time with this sensual story about a woman who visits her lovers every summer and surrenders to their commands. In “Able Bodies,” Michelle Cristiani explores what happens when Kira, who is blind after a car accident, seeks to “live well” and pursue the pleasure on her terms. Relationship dynamics take an unusual turn in “Forget about Me” by Nikki Ali, in which narrator Ashlee brings her wife and ex-boyfriend together for a sensual threesome that shows her a new side of each of them.


  There is a lot of sexual discovery here, as new sexual partners heighten the intimacy of longtime lovers and characters find new ways of exploring themselves—and being explored in every possible way.


  I hope you enjoy these sexy stories as much as the characters in them enjoy saying yes to more pleasure, more partners, and more intimacy.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  PLAYS WELL WITH OTHERS


  Angora Shade


  “Hey, June.”


  I almost dropped the phone hearing the voice on the other end. I liked Caylen a lot—likely more than any other singles in my forty-plus playgroup. I felt a rush of heat enter my face. It was always like this when talking to, or even thinking about, this man. Suddenly I became a drooling teenager. Perhaps it was knowing what he could do to me—or make my body do—that made me respond so hard. I was an instant puddle of lust, melting into the phone, catching myself on a chair before I hit the floor.


  “Caylen . . . ” A lump stuck in my throat. Even with a regular lover in my bed, it hadn’t been often enough to fill my endless sexual cravings. I always have, and think I always will, want more. I found myself visualizing Caylen’s tall muscular form, his smooth, dark skin, and his thick, meaty cock. The heat in my face traveled downward, growing in my belly, and warmed me straight to my toes.


  “I’ve got this naked new apartment. It’s stark white and ugly. I need you to come over and help me paint.”


  Busy street noises filled my ear. I visualized Caylen on the city sidewalk, walking his commute, as I understood he liked to do. A car horn honked impatiently and Caylen’s voice became difficult to hear. The timing was brilliantly convenient because naked was the one word imprinted in my brain.


  I mentally slapped myself. “I’m sorry, what?”


  “My apartment,” he said. “It’ll be all of us: Jayne’s an artist, Sue’s crazy, Justin is a goof, and you’re . . . stylish and fun.”


  Having already been intimate with this man didn’t seem to matter. I had to hold back excited giggles and try not to completely lose my head. Thoughts of Caylen’s mouth working my clit, his fingers inside me, his full weight on top of me—they’d found their way into my thoughts numerous times. I couldn’t forget his eyes: dark magnetic orbs, long lashes, penetrating me as strong as every thrust of his—and OMG: all of us hadn’t been together in a while . . .


  I licked my lips and had to clear my throat in order to speak. “You’re sweet. I’d love to help.” I didn’t add, and get back into your pants, but it was exactly what I was thinking.


  “Great. Saturday at three,” he said. “Wear old clothes and bring some bath towels.”


  “Bath towels?”


  I heard Caylen hum into the receiver. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re gonna want to shower after I paint your naked body and use it as a stamp. Your glorious form will be immortalized for me to see every time I look at my walls.”


  I almost dropped the phone again. I wasn’t sure what was better: Caylen suggesting he paint me naked or admitting he thought me glorious. People just didn’t say that kind of thing. At least, not out loud. But as the seconds ticked by, and thoughts of Caylen’s hands smearing me with paint, and pressing me tightly against a bare wall from behind, perhaps his cock slipping between my legs, filled my mind . . .


  Yeah. Sign me up for fantasy class.


  “Um . . . Okay.”


  I heard him chuckle and visualized his face making that seductive grin like the first time we’d said hello. If only I’d been able to articulate more words then, I might not have felt so stupid, but I found it hard to form complete sentences with my vagina secretly clenching. She’s a greedy, greedy girl.


  “Good. I’ll see you then.”


  I didn’t manage to say goodbye. I think I sat on the chair in my kitchen for several minutes before hanging up. Excitement is sometimes paralyzing.


  Paint. Naked. Caylen.


  “Hey, you.”


  There was always a magnetic pull between us. It was like my gut was connected to a fishing rod, and every small movement of Caylen’s eyes looking me up and down reeled me physically closer. His eyes never broke their hold, not even when Jayne’s lithe form in her yummy yoga pants stepped up to the apartment door behind me. He greeted her with a tender kiss to the cheek, but he was absolutely focused on me. I was mesmerized, standing like a moron, unable to step inside his door. Perhaps it was the gap between our playing activities, and I was only extra nervous, but I think it more likely I was caught like the proverbial deer in headlights, except I wasn’t filled with fear.


  It was lust.


  Caylen came to me instead, standing intimately, almost pelvis-to-pelvis, in the hallway. His tall, bulky frame seemed to look down into my soul while his hands wrapped themselves around my waist.


  “You all right there, June?”


  Caylen’s voice had been a whisper, but his presence was loud and clear. The proximity to his smooth flesh and the scent of his fresh masculine cologne had me swooning. I liked how he allowed my fingers to trace the outline of his fit abs through his T-shirt. I liked how I felt his heat through the fabric. I liked how stable I felt in his arms. My body responded to his, sending my desire quickening in my chest and a hot tingle over every inch of my skin. But what made the sensations even more intense was knowing he wanted me too.


  Caylen grinned and turned, pulling me along behind him. We stumbled into the apartment, the furniture pushed into the middle of the room and everything covered with either plastic tarps or old bed sheets. The edges had been taped down to the hardwood floors, and an old coffee can filled with brushes sat atop an upside-down box. An opened box of condoms stood next to this with a hefty bottle of lube. There was no sex without safe sex.


  “I got a bucket of green off the Internet!” Sue shimmied into the living room, her breasts bouncing with her enthusiasm. “It’ll be perfect with yellow and pink. And they’re apparently not only wall-worthy, but actual, nontoxic, edible body paints.”


  “What do they taste like?” Jayne asked.


  “Like blah. But anyway . . . ” She smiled wide as she set a third bucket down on a tarp. “We’ll mix colors to make orange and brown, and then hopefully Caylen will be able to live with it.”


  Live with it? I doubted I’d be able to walk past any wall where a group of sexy people threw their naked bodies against it without squirting in my panties. And there were a lot of walls. The living room was a large space with two windows and an air conditioner, and enough room to house a three-seater sofa and two cozy armchairs. An adjacent kitchen was at least twice the size of my place, and a short hallway held three more doors.


  “Hey look! It’s June!” Justin was suddenly in front of me. He’d grown a scruffy brown goatee since I’d last seen him, and he’d styled his long hair in an almost lazy way. His look made me think dad-bod-rock-star. “I’m stoked you’re here!” He hefted me into the air by my waist. I held my breath as he spun me in a circle. Grasping his arms for support, I admired the beautiful tattoos that covered his arms and neck. His mouth pressed against mine and his hand grasped my ass while he lowered my feet to the floor. I’m sure my eyes closed. The kiss lingered several moments on my lips despite being only a few seconds long. I remained in a daze, my pulse racing, as Justin pulled away.


  Jayne’s voice broke the spell, her tone a tease. “If you start playing without us, you’ll both be due for a spanking!” She made the punishment motions with her hand in the air, her long hair swishing free against her waist.


  I collected myself with a deep breath and felt my pulse return to something more normal.


  Suddenly Sue was in front of me, tracing her finger down between my eyes and over my nose. “I love looking at your face,” she told me, “but . . .” She dragged her arms down both of mine on either side to my wrists, skipped an inch to my waist, and tapped her fingers above the hemline of my jeans. “I like your body even more.” Her smile was easy to match. Of course, just then, we were both likely remembering eating each other out like insatiable teens the last time we’d met.


  One of the best things about being single and with people like these: there is no judgment. The motto is: Play well with others. We’re in it for the pleasure and the company, comfortable with a lack of commitment. We’re committed only to ourselves, honesty, exploration, and our physical, sexual appetites, unlimited in how, when, or with whom. Male, female, or wherever on the spectrum—my appetite is never sated.


  Justin shouted, “Let’s get this thing started!”


  We gathered in the middle of the room, responding with electrified cheers of agreement.


  “I can’t wait to see what kind of pattern I can make with my tits,” Sue squealed.


  I almost burst into laughter, but I was cut short as Sue pulled her ’80s rock band T-shirt over her head and began wiggling out of her jeans. She was a thick, short woman, who wore her back rolls with all the pep of a twenty-something supermodel. But like the rest of us, she was middle-aged, had a healthy bit of gray, and was one hundred percent proud.


  “We should make a collage of everyone’s magnificent tits and Justin’s tasty ass,” Caylen suggested.


  Justin blushed and stood patiently while Sue took charge of popping his waistband.


  Jayne stepped in to protest. “No-no-no, Sue. Can’t have him all to yourself.” She swatted Justin through his jeans with a playful gesture, and then tugged forcefully at his fly. Together with Sue, they pulled his pants to the floor, exposing Justin’s happy erection that matched the ecstatic, wide-eyed look on his face.


  All around me, bodies began to strip while I watched. And watching is something I love to do. Arms were lifted, shirts and pants were discarded, blinds on the windows were drawn, and someone had turned on the stereo. Techno music thrummed in my head, matching the contracting muscles of my eager pussy.


  “Get over here, June.”


  It was easy to go after whom I wanted most just then. I chose to close the gap between our faces and push our lips together. The hair on my neck stood on end as my body leaned into Caylen. For a moment there was no apartment, no other people, and no task ahead of us; there was only my longing to fuck—and be fucked by—this man.


  Caylen’s lips consumed mine, but teased me too. The moment wasn’t as long as I would’ve liked. His lips became thinner as he smiled wide, and his hands spun me around, briskly lifted my shirt, and dragged it off from over my head before I could utter a word. Sue’s lips replaced Caylen’s on my mouth, while she drew a pink squiggle of paint over my collarbone with her finger. Before I knew it, the others had stepped up and stripped me as naked as the rest.


  I’m no artist. I can’t draw convincing, simple stick figures. And no, I had never body painted before. I needed some guidance, some direction. But once given, it by no means meant I needed someone to hold my hand.


  I reached over to the bundle of paintbrushes and grabbed a long handle with a thick, round brush, slopped it into the green, and let my eyes capture the first bit of exposed flesh I saw. A limb bumped into me while my hand dotted a shoulder with thick globs, and a cool caress fell down my back that transformed into goosebumps. Spontaneous motion took over me, where my globs became zigzags and lines of both thick and thin. Others joined my paintbrush, and soon the body before me was a living work of art. I was so enamored by the flourishing of movement and naked flesh, I’d lost track of things. It was only when my brush ran out of paint on a small, pale ass cheek where I was painting a solid shape, that I realized I had been painting Jayne. Looking up, taking in her whole form, I saw palm prints of yellow, pink dots, and green swirls covered her back, while smears of a muddy mix had dribbled down over her upper calves like molten candle wax. She was a goddess of color.


  I paused in my work to watch as Sue’s hungry mouth found Jayne’s. Her tongue slid between Jayne’s lips as it sought to make contact, and she held up Jayne’s hands over her head as she forced her back gently against the largest wall. Justin kissed the back of Sue’s neck then, nibbling down over her spine while Sue printed Jayne’s body hard against the stark white. She pressed with firm pressure over every limb, working in complete concentration, despite Justin playing with Sue’s breast and Jayne’s landscaped landing strip. Pleasant moans joined in harmonious song with the active techno, and I felt my body respond.


  Sue and Jayne became locked in a lip war. Hands ran everywhere. Wild, untamed, chaotic, but more importantly—human. This was exploration at its most basic level. And it was hot. Although naked, my body felt flush as I watched Jayne drag her hands down Sue’s ample midsection, flicking her tongue, while Justin turned away and reached for me.


  Justin’s hot cock bumped my sticky, paint-smeared stomach. Color covered him everywhere I could see, except perhaps the top of his head, above my eye level. He guided my hand to his green and pink cock, slathering it well, and stamped my hand upon the wall until clean.


  My body was turned once again and I came face-to-face with Caylen. He painted his lips with a fine line of pink. Smiling mischievously, he bent down, cupped my small right breast, and planted his imprint slightly above my nipple. The contact against my skin almost burned despite the cool, gooey texture of the paint, encouraging my nipple to stand on end. How I wanted more of his mouth, concentrated and specifically targeting me, suckling and nibbling, but instead his face dragged downward, smearing the remainder of paint on his lips down between my cleavage in a broken line.


  Hands were on me everywhere. I couldn’t discern one from another. Brushes and mouths and fingertips trailed over me, tickling my flesh and arousing me further. My flush spread evenly over me, and I felt my pussy contract. I enjoyed the shock of a brisk slap across my backside and the way the hand there kneaded paint into me, the warm breath against my neck that followed, as Sue’s heavenly tits—covered in bright yellow—smeared up and down my left side. I couldn’t help but close my eyes, victim to it all. Briefly, I smelled the fruity scent of feminine soap, mixed with aftershave and something lighter like a sweet white wine. Someone nibbled on my ear as I stood there, enjoying the sensations, but it ended abruptly as other hands guided me to the wall, rolled me like a spindle, and pressed me from back to front.


  “We have lots of color on this wall,” Caylen remarked. “Now I want my cock in a tight hole.”


  Hungry lips met mine. The press of Caylen’s body against me was warm and intoxicating, and the slip of the paint between us made for a strange sensation as I wrapped my arms around his neck. He spun me and pressed me to the wall again, chest first, exploring the curves of my body. The room disappeared as it had earlier. My eyes closed as his hands trailed down my flanks and spread my thighs. His firm fingers pushed eagerly into the depths of my swelling arousal.


  I was going to have him again, feel him everywhere again. His fingers pushed and stretched my pussy wide. I couldn’t help but moan as I felt a tightening in my abdomen. I knew an orgasm wouldn’t be long with attention like this. I was already so aroused, and he was just too good of a lover—perhaps even the best I’d ever had.


  “My cock needs a tight hole too,” Justin remarked.


  Justin stood behind Caylen, kissing and caressing. All the time I could hear Sue and Jayne, who’d slid to the floor, their bodies bunching up against an old sheet. Sue was between Jayne’s legs, Jayne’s legs wrapped around Sue’s head, while Sue simultaneously plunged her fingers into Jayne’s cunt and lapped at her clit. Their verbal melody matched the rhythm of the techno, cutting the air like a lightning storm.


  “Grab the condoms, buddy,” Caylen instructed. Then he turned back to me, whispering in my ear as I patiently waited, “I want to fuck you against the wall, while Justin’s fucking me.”


  My head swam. This was better than the fantasy I’d had when he’d called with my invite.


  “You cool with that?”


  I turned around to face him and nodded to show my consent. I had total trust with these people. I knew I only had to say the word and our play would stop or change to accommodate. Reaching for Caylen’s cock, I gave him a hardy squeeze as Justin handed me a condom. I ripped the packet impatiently and kissed him like a feral creature, rolling the shield over his thick girth. I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me, knowing he’d pump me harder and faster than the way I could pump him with my hand.


  Justin interrupted, joining our kiss in a strange, multi-lip assembly. Kisses like these are sloppy in nature, but wonderful in arousing the sensitive skin of one’s mouth. A tongue tracing here, a nibble there—the wonderful smacking of contact and retreat. Lovely.


  Jayne was verbalizing her loud release when Caylen had me pressed against the wall. He lifted my right leg onto a paint can while he played with my right breast, and then between my legs. It was hard to say what was my arousal and what was paint, but I didn’t care. He probed me with his cock at my ass, and sucked the skin on the side of my neck into his mouth. I closed my eyes, hearing Jayne continue to sing-shout her pleasure. There was a splurt of lube shooting from a tube nearby, and I tasted the tacky, neutral flavor of the paint as I licked my own lips.


  The techno boomed when Caylen entered me with a hard upward thrust that took the breath out of me. I gasped at the feel of his wonderful cock stretching my pussy wide. He placed one hand against the wall to brace himself, sandwiching me tight between. His other hand massaged my bottom, then wiggled in front of me to reach my clit. Each hard thrust of his hips and brush of his forefinger on my sensitive bud was bliss.


  Or I thought so, until I felt the extra push of Justin thrusting into Caylen.


  Caylen grunted. I couldn’t see their position, but every exhale in my ear was heavy, every grip on my body, intense. With my head to the left, I saw Caylen’s fingernails dig into the wall, dragging marks through wet paint. Justin placed his hand on top of Caylen’s and held fast. In almost unison, the men pulled in and out: Justin-pumping-Caylen-pumping-me. Every motion hit harder and deeper than the roughest sex I’ve ever had, reaching parts of me I hadn’t know were still virgin. I was hot, almost overheating, but not uncomfortable. I just didn’t know what to do with myself. Pinned and taking it all in total submission was something I hadn’t explored before.


  I loved every moment.


  Just when you thought you’d lived and done all the wild stuff, you discover something new and memorable. Another exploration to daydream over later. Another appetite demanding satisfaction again on another day.


  Sue and Jayne had changed places, Sue well on her way to her happy place, sitting on Jayne’s face, arms on the floor, squeaking a crescendo of satisfied noises. But I couldn’t focus for long. Caylen’s long moans and Justin’s grunts triggered something primal. I bucked my hips backward into Caylen as he thrust into me. Moving in trio, my core ignited and my pussy pulsed around Caylen’s cock. I was gasping at the buildup inside, like a shaken champagne bottle. The sensation was claustrophobic. I was under pressure inside and out. It was almost too much, and I teetered for balance with my foot on the paint can. He kept fucking me, as Justin whispered inaudible things behind him, communicating something only between them. A moment later both were vocalizing, and still fucking me. My pussy suddenly spiraled into orgasm as the condom filled with the physical evidence of Caylen’s pleasure.


  We were not really standing then. We were a heap of limbs held upright only by one another. I felt that even the wall was no help. I was flying in some other plane of existence only reachable by the mystical Fuck Supreme: all limbs, slow rocking, labored breaths. My pussy continued to pulsate with Caylen still inside me, my whole body quaking under his.


  There was only the techno music playing for long moments until Caylen’s voice broke the spell. “You alright there, June? You crushed?”


  I wasn’t sure my mouth had worked—“So long you fuck me like this till I die . . .”—but apparently it did, because the whole room laughed. The air smelled heavily of sex and exertion. Tasted of sexual freedom. What an amazing group of people I had in my life. How lucky I was to be a part of them.


  But then again, I play well with others.


  HOW TO SEDUCE A MERMAID


  C.C. Bridges


  Shea crawled out of the ocean before she tried to stand. She’d done this before: drag herself onto land before sunning herself on the rocks, or—even better—wait in the shadows to watch the humans frolic on the beach.


  Now things were different. She had two extra appendages—legs, they called them legs. But they hadn’t come with instructions, so it took a moment for her to figure out how they folded and which way they couldn’t go—ow, not side to side at the . . . knee?


  “You’ll learn quickly,” the sea witch had told her. “It’s part of the spell.”


  There was nothing for it then but to rock up onto her knees, and then to stand. She gasped at the sensations on the bottoms of her feet. She’d felt sand before, but now it seemed like every grain cut into her skin. Dare she try to take a step?


  It took longer than she expected. Shea swayed and fought for balance. How did this work? When she swam the ocean depths she didn’t think about the way her tail needed to move. She narrowed her eyes and concentrated.


  There, one foot up in the air, oh, she needed to put it down before she lifted the next. Shea felt heavy, her body thick and slow as she took her first step, then another. It almost wasn’t worth it fighting against the sand as she made her way up the empty beach, lit only by the half-moon in the black sky. But she was walking. The thrill of doing what no mermaid had done in centuries made a little giggle burst out of her mouth.


  She gave into the laughter as she started to speed up, until she broke out into a run, the sand flying behind her feet. Oh, now this was fun.


  As she came to the entrance to the boardwalk she slowed down. Humans didn’t typically walk around without clothes, so she’d come ashore on this end, where there were mostly houses. To the left she could see the bright lights of the amusements—the rides and arcades, the bars and restaurants. Here few people walked in small groups, but if she waited, crouching down by the entrance, she could dart out without anyone seeing her.


  The house directly across from her had a little deck, and across that deck someone had strung a rope, with clothes swinging from it.


  Shea held her breath and stepped onto the boardwalk. The wood didn’t feel nearly as nice as the sand, and caused her to limp. The house had a painted fence protecting it from the boardwalk, with its deck and tiny yard like the houses all down this stretch. She’d figured out walking, but now she had to try climbing. Shea could use her arms, and she had to trust her legs would follow.


  The sea witch had been right. The more she used them, the more comfortable Shea grew with her new appendages. With a grunt, she made it over the fence. Before she could reach for the clothes, she caught sight of her reflection in the tall glass doors that led inside. There was her familiar face, the seaweed-green locks of her hair trailing down to cover her breasts, but below that, in between the V of her legs was that shadow, the place where she now had hair instead of scales. One hand crept forward, almost of its own accord, to stroke the sensitive skin.


  This had been the point, after all, the whole reason she’d gone looking for the sea witch.


  She’d spied the couple from the rocks at dusk. They had found the area of the cove where you couldn’t be spotted from the boardwalk, and where humans seldom walked when the sun went down. Too dangerous near the sharp stone jetting off into the sea. Shea had watched the male strip his mate, his hands stroking in a slow caress, along her pink nipples, to that shadow between her legs. The female had thrown her head back and gasped, a slight sound that somehow seemed to carry across the beach.


  And oh how Shea had wanted. She didn’t understand desire, not like this. But how she wanted to.


  The couple had come again, the next night, laying out a blanket on the sand before stripping down. This time the male spread her legs wide, and her feet clutched his hips as he mounted her. What did that feel like? To be penetrated in that way? Shea may have gotten too close, too enraptured by the high-pitched sounds coming from the woman’s mouth. They were cries of pleasure, but what kind of pleasure?


  That’s when the woman had turned her head and looked right at Shea, floating in the water a few feet away. She’d smiled and winked, with one hand held out toward the sea. It startled Shea, who dived beneath the waters to hide.


  Shea had watched humanity for decades, and had indeed seen this kind of thing before. But something inside her had changed. It had to have something to do with this couple. They ensorcelled her in some way. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about them, about what would have happened if she’d swam up to them and taken that offered hand. But Shea didn’t have the right parts to participate, so she’d gone to the sea witch.


  Now, she snatched her fingers away from her body, to clutch the shell tied around her neck with a piece of twine. That shell kept her human, but only for a few days. Shea didn’t have time to waste.


  She pulled a pink bikini top from the clothesline and put it on, following with a long black wrap skirt. Next she needed shoes of some sort, because she hadn’t liked how that wooden boardwalk felt beneath her feet. That must be why humans put such things on. There was a selection of sandals propped up against the side of the deck, and after a moment, she tucked her feet into black slides that were just a tiny bit too big.


  She’s overheard the couple talking the night before, as they lay together. The male had mentioned his plans for tonight, Shea remembered, and if she hurried, she’d find him at the bar called Martin’s with some friends he hadn’t seen in a while. As she strode down the length of the boardwalk, the lights got brighter, and the narrow homes were replaced with the arcades, food stands, and rides that dotted this half of the town. She rarely got close enough to this section to see all of this—too risky. But what she did see wasn’t that impressive. There were too many people pressed together, and it took her a moment to figure out the currents of movement.


  Much of this was senseless noise—bells going off, people screaming, the whine of the rides as the cars whooshed past on the rollercoaster. It was a relief when she saw the word “Martin’s” in blazing gold letters, letters she’d learned after years of reading what the humans had left behind on the beach. Inside, they kept the place dark, and the glass doors blocked off much of the noise of outside. Soft music played, and the hum of conversation flowed like the ocean waves. She walked past the tables, staring at each young man with sandy hair.


  Past the long wooden bar in the center of the room, the walls dropped away, open to the beach with an area sectioned off with lines of rope. Nobody was sitting at the wooden tables and chairs back here. A crowd had gathered to watch the ocean, loud here in this little alcove. Shea crept closer, because she recognized the back of a head, those golden curls, the curve of his neck and shoulders. The tight tan pants he wore couldn’t conceal the recognizable shape of his ass.


  She walked over, ignoring all of the other humans as she pushed into place next to him. “Buy me a drink?” she said. She knew that was a thing, that human women asked that of their conquests all the time.


  He turned to face her, and the confused look on his face changed. His eyes widened, and somehow, he knew her. But he didn’t say anything other than, “All right. What would you like?”


  She didn’t know how to respond. “Surprise me?”


  He smiled and left her side. Should she follow? Shea stared at the sea and tugged at the shell on her neck. She didn’t have much time. Shea had to make the most of every second, and now she was conscious of each of those seconds dripping away, like grains of sand.


  “Here.” He had come out of nowhere, holding a clear glass with bubbling liquid and a straw. Two bright red cherries floated on top.


  Shea took it and regarded it carefully. “What is it?”


  “It’s just water with a sprinkle of fruit juice. Sparkling water,” he clarified when she looked at him like he was mad.


  She took a sip, and nearly spit it out. The bubbles burst over her tongue, making her entire mouth feel all tingly. This tasted nothing like water should. However, it was a little sweet, and she liked the way it felt going down her throat. Shea nodded. “This is acceptable.”


  He smiled, and what a smile! It lit up his entire face, somehow brightening those pale blue eyes. Shea took a moment to appreciate his face, the careful cut of his jaw, sprinkled with golden stubble a shade lighter than his hair, and the slight bump in his nose. When his cheeks grew pink beneath his tan, she realized she might be staring a bit too intensely. Humans could be bashful.


  “She was right. I don’t believe it.” He shook his head.


  “Who?”


  “My girlfriend Julia. She said you’d come. I honestly wasn’t sure what I even saw at the rocks, but . . .”


  She grabbed his arm. They had noticed her at the rocks. Shea hadn’t imagined any of it. “Julia. Where is she?”


  “Back at the rental.” He looked down where she still held onto his bare skin. “My name is Eric by the way.”


  “Shea,” she said. “Now can we go to Julia?”


  Something changed in his eyes. They tightened at the corners, but she didn’t understand humans enough to even guess what that was about. “All right. Come on.”


  He led her back out to the boardwalk—after leaving her empty glass on the bar. She waved goodbye to the man behind it who stared at her before scooping it up. “Do I not look human enough?” She glanced down at her legs, kicking up the edges of the black skirt she’d borrowed.


  Eric laughed. “Your legs are fine. Gorgeous, actually. Most people don’t have dark green hair naturally, and the way you look at people, well, it’s kinda intense.”


  How strange.


  * * *


  The “rental” that Eric referred to was a house tucked away from the beach. Close enough to hear the waves, but far enough away from the boardwalk chaos. Shea could still see the lights, but the streets were quieter, and nobody saw him open the door and gesture her inside.


  “Julia?” he called. “We have a guest.”


  “I told you so.”


  Shea turned at the sound of that voice; it was deeper than she had expected, a sultry rasping tone. It made her shiver, although Shea didn’t quite understand why. Julia appeared in the doorway of another room, wearing a blue robe cinched tight around her waist. The fabric looked so soft that Shea wanted to catch her fingers up in it to see how it felt. It looked so different from the fabric humans wore near the sea. The robe gaped at her chest, baring a bit of curved breast, making Shea’s fingers twitch for another reason.


  She stalked across the room, having eyes only for Julia, who smiled that familiar crooked grin and narrowed her dark eyes. But Julia didn’t move when Shea seized the belt of her robe and fumbled with it. “Easy, sweetheart, we have all night for that.” She took Shea’s wrists in her hands and held them still. “That is what you’re here for, isn’t it?”


  “It was an invitation, wasn’t it?” Shea asked, suddenly unsure. “When you reached out to me on the beach.”


  Eric came over and put his arm around her waist. “Of course it was. But we didn’t realize what you were until you splashed away.”


  “You thought I was human.”


  “To be fair, I’ve never met a mermaid before.” Julia let go of Shea’s wrists and slid her hands up to her shoulders, which she massaged in slow soothing motions.


  “I couldn’t join you. I didn’t have . . . that . . .” She pointed to the area beneath Julia’s robe and inexplicably, her cheeks heated.


  Julia stepped away, and the loss of her warmth almost hurt. But she made up for it when she untied the knot on her belt. “There are so many more words better suited to it than . . . that.” She laughed as she bared herself, revealing a thatch of dark curls between her legs. “Vagina. Pussy. Cunt.”


  “Folds of pleasure,” Eric said.


  “Eric’s the romantic. Trust him to come up with the purple prose.” Julia rolled her eyes. “You want to see how it works?”


  Shea swallowed as she soaked in the sight of Julia’s nude body. She’d seen it all before on the beach, of course, but now, here in the intimacy of their home, it felt different. Her fingers twitched again, eager to touch, but where? The soft curve of her breast? The tip of her nipple? Or did she dare slide down into the shadows, to see what that place felt like? She wanted, desperate for something she didn’t know how to ask for.


  “Please,” she whispered.


  “Easy,” Eric said in her ear. “And I need to check—do you want me to be a part of this too? I’m okay either way.” When he pressed a kiss beneath her ear, warmth coiled in her belly.


  “Both. Both of you. Like on the beach.”


  “Well, it won’t quite be like on the beach. No sand in naughty places for one.” Julia stepped backward. “Shall we take this to the bedroom?”


  So odd that humans slept on that flat slab in the center of the room. Shea guessed it would be harder to string up a hammock between walls, but the sacks she slept in were hardly conducive to what they were about to do. Maybe that was the purpose of the . . . what did they call them? Beds.


  “Where did you get the clothes?” Eric asked, closing the door behind him.


  Shea shrugged. “Stole them off the back of a deck.”


  Julia laughed. “Good thing. If you’d come down the boardwalk naked, you’d have been arrested. But there’s no need for them here. May I?”


  Shea nodded, suddenly mute as Julia undid the back of the bikini top and bared her breasts. Julia lifted one, her thumb encircling Shea’s dark green nipple. The touch made Shea gasp, and even more terrifying, it made her feel something there, in the shadows between her legs. “Oh.”


  Eric came up behind her and caressed the spare breast, a gentle smile on his face. “Lovely,” he told her, before bending down to taste.


  Shea didn’t know that was a possibility. She didn’t expect it, had no frame of reference to prepare her for the way it made her feel, for the wetness that filled her. Her eyes fell closed as she leaned into the touch, startling as she felt hands at her waist, undoing the wrap skirt.


  “Oh, nothing beneath.” Julia sounded slightly out of breath.


  Shea opened her eyes and wondered if she were being rude. “Should I?” She made a cupping gesture with one hand.


  Julia smiled. “If you like.”


  She darted forward, Eric’s hands falling away, and cupped both of Julia’s breasts. They were slightly larger than her own, with dusky pink nipples. Shea tried pinching one, delighted by Julia’s gasp in response. Her skin was soft, so soft, not the tough skin of a mermaid who swam the ocean depths. But even that had changed, with the sea witch’s spell.


  Eric returned behind her, his hands on her bare hips, his mouth on her neck. “Squeeze them,” he told her. “Julia likes that.”


  Shea found herself smiling as she obeyed. She loved the way Julia’s eyes closed in response. There, that was it, the desire she’d seen on the beach, what Shea had so desperately wanted. “I want . . .” She sputtered, unable to put it into words.


  “We know, sweetheart.” Julia took one of Shea’s hands and guided it between her legs. “Feel how wet I am? We want that for you, too.”


  The folds of her skin were warm and slick. It felt delightful to touch and explore, especially when Julia gasped and threw back her head. Shea memorized the angles of her throat, how she swallowed as Shea continued to stroke her. “Yes,” she said. “I want that too.”


  “Lay down on the bed.” Eric’s words were nothing more than puffs of breath against her skin.


  Shea didn’t want to stop touching Julia, but if she didn’t, they couldn’t move on to more. It took her a moment to figure out how exactly to climb onto the bed. She threw one leg up, like the fence she’d climbed earlier, and then dragged herself on. The bed bounced a bit as she made her way to its center.


  “Okay, next time we’ll show you how to use a bed.” Julia let out a laugh as she climbed on, her own movements much smoother than Shea’s had been. She knelt at the edge of the bed, and took Shea’s legs between her hands and spread them wide.


  “Oh.” She’d figured out walking, but having her legs spread like this? Shea had never experienced anything like it. Her tail couldn’t be split in such a way. She was conscious of that place between her legs, no longer hidden in shadows, but out in the open, bared for both Julia and Eric. That wetness, the same she’d felt between Julia’s legs, dampened her, dripping down her thighs.


  The bed dipped as Eric sat beside her, cupping her breasts again. He watched her face as he thumbed her nipples. Shea nodded, trying to tell him that she liked it, to not stop, to never stop, when Julia started to stroke her hands up Shea’s thighs. She gasped at the feeling of breath on her center.


  “And this, love, is called the clitoris. Remember that.” Julia winked at her, and then her lips closed around the place she’d indicated, her fingers sliding up and inside Shea.


  Shea howled.


  Such pleasure should be forbidden. Her hips bucked up, but Julia pressed them down. She lifted her head to say “stay” before diving in again. Her lips skimmed the edges of Shea’s folds, slight mouthing motions that were nowhere near Shea needed them to be.


  “Please,” she begged.


  “Please what?” Eric bent and took one nipple in his mouth; now she could hardly bear it. That want, that desire, coiled up inside her and needed an outlet. Now.


  “What you did before. My. My clitoris. Again. Please.”


  Julia looked up and licked her lips. Her eyes were bright. “My pleasure.”


  Oh no, it was certainly Shea’s pleasure. She thought she’d prepared herself for the sensation to come. But something about this time was different. Julia had a purpose and it appeared that purpose was undoing Shea utterly. She sucked hard, while her fingers kept busy, penetrating Shea and adding to the intensity. As if that weren’t enough, Eric kept up his assault on her nipples, one he lapped with his tongue, and the other twisted in his fingers.


  She tried to move, but Shea couldn’t; every motion put her within reach of either Eric or Julia. Julia sucked hard, and pressed in deeper, impossibly deeper, until Shea couldn’t take it anymore.


  “Let go.” Eric looked up, his blue eyes wild like the sea.
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