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      There’s nothing quite like the rush of getting fucked in a bathroom.

      I prefer to do it in the men's restroom – it’s dirtier, but there’s also no line. There’s less time to go back on the decision we’ve both made, to awkwardly laugh as we wait our turn. This bar is seedy enough not to care what we do, so long as it’s hidden behind a stall door. I’d prefer out in the open, but that’s a little rude. Some people just want to piss in peace and not watch someone getting slammed against the sink. Plus, it keeps people from washing their hands – which is a disgusting thought.

      I can’t help this train of thought. I have one of those minds, the ones that wander from thought to thought too fast for most people to keep up. Sometimes I’m on thought five or six before someone says, “Addison…what does having sex in a bathroom have to do with washing your hands?”

      Oh boy, let me tell you.

      But back to the present because that’s what my therapist says to do. When I find myself unable to connect or when I feel my brain spinning out of control, she always says to be aware of my five senses. What do I see? Smell? Hear? Feel?

      Right now, I see the back of the toilet, where my fingers are splayed. I feel the guy ramming into me from behind, my skirt pushed up around my waist. The air in the bathroom is thick with humidity, likely due to its proximity to the beach. Nope, you’re drifting.

      He’s gonna have to fuck me harder to keep my mind with my body.

      I push back into him, driving the pace and fervor up. I want to feel his bare thighs against my backside, I want to feel the way our sweaty skin kisses and then sticks. I like the sound of our wet skin slapping, filling the small area with it.

      Any minute, someone could angrily bang on the door and confront us. The louder we are, the more likely this is to happen.

      Do I want to get caught? Maybe. Not really, I guess, because it would cut this whole thing short.

      …but what if we did?

      I’m drifting again.

      “God, you feel good,” mumbles the guy behind me. Alec, that’s his name. He’s a handsome tourist who wandered into the bar by accident. He’s from…oh, god, I don’t remember. It’s not relevant.

      Alec feels good, too. It'd be better if I could concentrate. Never fear, I have an idea.

      My purse is still slung across my body, mostly because I know better than to let it touch the ground in this shithole. I release my grip on the back of the toilet to dig through it and find my little pocket travel vibrator, perfect for such occasions. I flip it on and press it against my aching clit, moaning at the sensation.

      “Is that a vibrator?” Alec asks, slowing his thrusts. This won’t do, I’ve mustered just enough anxiety at the thought of getting caught to get me going again. His attempt to talk to me really pulls me out of my moment.

      “Yeah, I’m getting an orgasm out of this one way or another,” I tell him, shoving my ass back against him. If he was offended by the statement, or if it upset him, he’s a good enough sport not to say anything. There are no reflective surfaces for me to see his face, which is a bit of a blessing. Dudes about to cum always look constipated to me.

      Alec resumes his strokes, but he starts to lag a little. This won’t do because the previous pace I set was much more to my liking. I need it fast, hard, deep – I need every single sensory button hit at the same time. I need the feel of his balls as he bottoms out, the way his fingers dig into my hips, the way my breasts bounce in my tight dress without a bra on. The fabric against my nipples is just enough friction, paired with the skin on skin.

      Scent leaves something to be desired, but I can block that out for now.

      The vibrator against my clit drums along level one, but I need more. I bump it up to level three, feeling as much as hearing the vibration as it presses against my sensitive bud. My insides clench against his dick, wanting to inhale every inch of it.

      “Oh god,” he murmurs. I know that sound. It’s the sound of a dude about to cum. If I want to beat him to it or join him in it, I’ve got to up the ante.

      “Is someone fucking in here?” comes a male voice outside the stall.

      There it is, the exact push I need. All at once my orgasm hits me – I clench down on his dick, riding the waves as it rips through me. I press the vibrator harder against my clit, letting the sensation uncoil as it pushes through my stomach, spiraling out into my chest.

      Alec is close, too. He drives his dick in to the hilt, his hips now making slow, jerking movements as he cums. Alec’s fingers dig into my hips, pressing into my soft flesh. I hope I’ll have a little bruise, something to masturbate to.

      After our orgasms subside, I pop off the vibrator and put it back into my purse. Alec pulls out slowly, careful to catch the condom hanging off his shrinking member. I straighten and pull my dress down with a shimmy. Alec looks down at me with a lazy smile.

      “We should do this again,” he says.

      “Oh, yeah, totally,” I tell him.

      I tell him I’m going to pop away to the women’s restroom to “freshen up.” Instead, I push through the door to the employee exit and into the night.

      Oceanside Pier is thriving at this time of night. It’s a weekend, it’s summer. High school kids skateboard near the amphitheater, while parents carry exhausted children covered in ice cream. I pass them all by, enjoying the summer air on my skin. It’s almost chilly this time of night.

      At the base of the pier sits a bunch of rocks. They’re typically empty now, too dark to navigate without a flashlight. Plus, it’s dangerous to be in these waters at night, riptides and all that. That’s why I like this time best, there’s no one to bother me. No one to perform for. I don’t have to be anyone.

      Not Addison the Boss.

      Not Addison the Fuck Up.

      Not Addison the Girl You Fucked In a Bathroom.

      Just…me.
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      When the moon crests, I slip away.

      My sisters don’t understand. They love the comfort and security of our family and ocean home. They love living in the depths, keeping the humans at a distance.

      They remember the stories of our ancestors – of the men who stole our skin and held us hostage. Forced us to have children.

      Stole us from the water.

      This keeps them from shedding their skin as often as I do. They’re happy to watch the lights of the city sparkle across the waves, winking at them from the pier.

      I am not.

      It is a beacon, and it calls me.

      So, while they slumber, I wake and slip my skin. I know where to hide it so the humans don’t find it. I’m sure it is just a myth, these men who will steal our skin and force us to walk with them.

      But I am careful anyway.

      At first, the noise of the human world was too much. Bright and loud, crashing and thundering on my ears that only knew the water. With time I became accustomed to it, and now I stare into the lights on the boardwalk. I stand on the concrete and stare down at the band that plays, at the crowd that cheers.

      My toes dig into the sand. My feet tear on the asphalt and sometimes bleed. They will heal once I put my skin back on, so I don’t bother or worry.

      Tonight, the air is cool, sending goose pimples along my exposed arms and back. Usually, it is too warm for me; I have grown used to the cold waters. Tonight is a perfect summer night.

      I watch the smiling babies as they eat ice cream.

      I clap at the men on the boards of skate – skate boards? Yes, skateboards. They are talented, jumping from obstacle to obstacle. When the Angry Men chase them away, I frown and boo. An Angry Man tries to threaten me and tells me to ‘go home.’

      Home. Hah.

      I won’t let him ruin my night. I continue down the boardwalk, to the streets, to the restaurants and the stores. I run my fingers through the beads with names on them. I try on a hat that’s too big and laugh.

      Eventually, I must go back.

      Not ‘home,’ as the Angry Man said.

      Back.

      I take my time weaving through the thinning crowd of people and head to the sand, to the rocks where I’ve hidden my skin. It’s always empty, the perfect place to conceal something as valuable as my skin.

      Tonight is different – I can’t find it. I check the rock I normally leave it tucked behind, then the one next to it, then the one next to that. I’ve covered the entire area until I realize something horrible.

      My skin is gone.
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      The sound of crying is enough to disrupt anyone’s buzz.

      The rocks under the pier are typically peaceful this time of night - so peaceful that I can enjoy a glass of wine (or two or three) without seeing another soul. Sometimes the unhoused sleep down here, but mostly it’s me, some kids macking on each other, and the waves.

      Crying isn’t typical.

      At first, I ignore it.

      If you ignore things, they go away. At least that’s how I’ve treated a lot of things in my life. If I ignore the dripping faucet, eventually my roommates will call the landlord to fix it. If I ignore the trash piling up on the counter, eventually my roommates will throw it away. If I ignore the reason I can’t keep a steady job, relationship or … no, that’s digging too deep.

      No amount of ignoring stops the crying, which evolves into sad, hiccupping sobs. I know that feeling when you’ve cried yourself to emptiness. A part of my heart hurts for that sound, finds a mate in the gasping breaths. Another part of me, the part I let to the front too often, dismisses it.

      Keep it together, Addison, we’re in public. No tantrums no breakdowns.

      Ugh, that voice again.

      I pick my way down the rocks as quietly as I can. If I move quietly maybe I can avoid detection by the sobbing creature. It’s probably some kid, crying over something that doesn’t really matter. They’ll forget in five to ten business days.

      Or it’ll haunt them forever. They’ll be thirty years old, staring in the mirror as they put on their 50 SPF sunscreen and remember the time they cried under the Oceanside pier.

      Tragic.

      Almost as tragic as my foot slipping and me sliding down the rock in my dress, landing loudly in the shallow water. The crying stops immediately, and suddenly there’s a face looking down at me. It’s tear-stained and beautiful – in a tragic way. Her eyes are big and wide, red-rimmed from her tears. They remind me a bit of the seals at La Jolla, the way they’re perfectly circular and filled with a curious kindness. She has long thin blonde hair that falls over her face, mirroring it like a sunburst.

      “Are you okay?” she asks in an unplaceable accent. Her voice is low, gravely, like there’s sand in her throat. She was just crying for an unknown amount of time; I guess my voice would go through the wringer, too.

      “Yeah, just a little fall,” I tell her, standing and brushing the sand off my dress. “But don’t worry about me, I’ll just be…” I start to say, trying to move away from her.

      “How long have you been here?” she asks.

      She doesn’t move away from me as I stand, preferring to keep painfully close to me. I hate rude people who crowd me, all up in my personal space. My general rule is that if I can smell you, you need to take a step back. I miss the early days of COVID – not because I like the idea of a terrible disease taking over the planet, but because everyone stayed six feet from me. It was wonderful. Now everyone is back to shoving themselves together, either out of habit or to be an asshole.

      But her closeness isn’t unnerving. Maybe it’s because she’s beautiful and I’m shallow.

      “Uh, on planet Earth? In California?” I ask for clarification because both sound like reasonable assumptions.

      “On the rocks,” she says – which makes more sense than my line of thought. She doesn’t sound at all peeved by my wrong assumption, which is a welcome change. Typically, people think I’m intentionally being an asshole when I ask for clarification.

      On the rocks. Like a martini.

      “Uh, a few hours. Maybe. I’m not sure, honestly. Why?”

      “I lost something. I left it here for safekeeping, but it was gone when I came back,” she says. She sounds dejected by this, as though leaving something valuable on a crowded beach during peak tourist season wasn’t a recipe for disaster. I try not to let my eyebrows climb too far up my forehead.

      “Was it worth a lot?” I ask.

      “Yes,” she says with a heavy sigh, sitting down on the sand. She draws her knees to her chest and hugs them. She doesn’t care that her white shorts are about to be ruined, but she’s not wearing shoes so maybe she’s one of those people. You know, the ones who move to the beach for a few months – live in a van, don’t wear shoes, think showering is a suggestion.

      “Huh, well. Sorry?”

      “Did you see anyone come or go?” she presses, looking up at me.

      “I mean, yes. Kinda. There were people who came and went, but I wasn’t keeping a close eye. Did they take something really big?” I try to think back but my short-term memory is like a goldfish when it comes to things that don’t directly involve me.

      “My skin,” she says softly. “They took my skin.”

      I take another look at her. She's not very young, not like the youth with their rizz and their no cap and such. I hadn’t heard skin, but then again where would I? I’m pushing thirty, I’m a data analyst, and my roommates are all in their thirties trying to make ends meet. I’m not exactly surrounded by kids these days.

      “Is that like, a metaphor?” I ask.

      “No. I need it to get home, though. Without it…I’m stuck here,” she opens her arms to the sand, the beach.

      Maybe it’s some new bag? Don’t they make nicknames for all the cool items now? Like those giant drink containers, they have some name
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