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A cocky grin was stuck on Pavel’s face as he strolled down the street with two gorgeous demis at his sides. On his right glided Eldoris, her crimson hair billowing in a breeze and the hem of her sundress fluttering about her carmine tentacles. Even in a big city, scyllae were a rare sight, so she received a fair share of stares. On his left pranced Reina, her fluffy ears swiveling at the noises of the bustling street. A sleeveless dress hugged her lithe curves, and a cute ribbon adorned her flowing blonde hair.

“Is it just me,” Eldoris said in an undertone, “or am I getting more looks than usual?” She sounded more bemused than discomfited.

“It’s because you look great in that dress, silly.” Reina smirked and elbowed Pavel. “People must be wondering how you got two beauties like us on your arms.”

“Must be my rugged good looks,” he quipped.

“That and your other assets.” Her blue eyes gleamed mischievously as she groped his ass.

Pavel twitched in surprise, then chuckled. In truth, this trio date was a result of the catgirl’s meddling—not that he complained. After he accepted Eldoris’s offer to get better acquainted, Reina decided that he needed looking after and wheedled her way into coming along. She even helped Eldoris pick out her outfit; the scylla, being an ocean dweller, wasn’t familiar with fashion or indeed the very concept of clothes.

Eldoris slipped her tentacle around his waist. “What assets do you mean, exactly?”

“Oh, you’ll find out soon, I expect,” Reina purred. “First things first, let’s grab a bite to eat. I’ll take you to my favorite tavern.”

Darting behind them, the catgirl took them by the arms and steered them down a side alley. Her breasts brushed against Pavel’s arm too often for it to be an accident as she expertly led them into another wide street and through the evening crowds. As someone born and raised in the city, she knew it like the back of her hand.

They rounded a corner, and Reina suddenly halted, her ears flattening back. Pavel frowned and followed her gaze down the street. A man in a ragged cloak was fast approaching a finely dressed lady strolling in their direction. Drawing level with her, he yanked a golden necklace off her neck, shoved her to the pavement, and broke into a run.

The lady collapsed to her knees with a shocked cry and felt about her neck. “Thief,” she gasped, pointing at the cloaked man. “Thief!”

Pavel stepped in front of the girls protectively, feeling Reina’s fingers tighten on his arm. The thief sized him up and swerved to the edge of the street to give him a wide berth.

“Please stop him!” the woman cried.

Pavel tensed in preparation to tackle the thief, but Eldoris was faster: one of her tentacles lengthened incredibly, weaving around the legs of the startled passersby, and coiled around the thief’s ankle. He yelped and crashed face-first onto the pavement, spilling coins and lockpicks and sundry from the many pockets in his cloak.

“Tentacled bitch,” he spat, rising to his feet and fumbling for a knife at his belt. “I’ll gut you!”

Eldoris froze, her tentacles blanching to a sickly gray. A growl rose from Pavel’s chest. Lunging at the thief, he slapped the knife out of his hand. The thief snarled and raised his fists, but Pavel grabbed him by the collar and shook him like a sack of potatoes. The man gurgled and clutched his forearm, kicking his feet feebly in the air.

A soft hand touched Pavel’s shoulder. “It’s all right.” Reina’s soothing voice seemed to be coming from afar. “The City Watch is here.”

Pavel blinked as the anger clouding his mind cleared. Three armed watchmen surrounded them, eyeing him uncertainly, while the thief’s victim stood nearby wringing her hands.

His grip loosened, and the thief collapsed onto the pavement, wheezing for breath. Glaring up at Pavel, he opened his mouth, only to swallow at the look on his face and snap it shut. The watchmen stepped in and hauled him to his feet.

“Thank you so much,” the lady said, clutching Pavel’s hand in both of hers. “That necklace is very dear to me.”

“You’re welcome,” he said. “But Eldoris was the one to stop him.”

The woman glanced at the scylla and swallowed nervously. Taking a steeling breath, she approached and clasped her hand. “Thank you, Miss Eldoris.”

“Oh.” Eldoris’s eyelids fluttered in surprise before she smiled back. “You’re most welcome.”

The lady bowed and left clutching the necklace to her chest, while the watchmen dragged off the hapless thief.

Pavel considered Eldoris, whose tentacles still hadn’t regained their beautiful carmine shade, and touched her elbow. “Are you all right?”

She took a deep breath. “Yes—yes, I’m fine. It just all happened so quickly...” Gliding up to him, she hugged his arm. “Thanks for protecting me.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said. Now that the danger had passed, he felt a little sheepish about losing his cool.

Reina giggled. “Did you see that crook’s face? I thought he would piss himself.” She attached herself to his other arm and stroked his biceps. “I guess these muscles aren’t just for show, handsome.”

“One good thing about growing up on a farm,” he said, his cheeks heating up. They were still in the middle of a busy street, yet the girls weren’t at all shy about displaying their appreciation. “Er, you mentioned a tavern?”

Reina perked up. “Right, follow me. All this fuss made me even more hungry.”

She tugged them down the street, her slit-pupil eyes scanning the facades and her pert nose twitching at the smells of food wafting through the air. Eldoris remained quiet and clung to him, but her tentacles were regaining color, and when he caught her gaze, she smiled reassuringly.

“That’s the one,” Reina exclaimed, pointing out a tavern with a sign of a bare-breasted mermaid. “The Mute Mermaid. You’ll love it, you’ll see.”

Pavel exchanged an amused glance with Eldoris—despite worming her way in at the last moment, Reina seemed to be the most excited about their date—and followed the catgirl inside. They commandeered a table by the window, and he made to draw chairs for the girls, but Eldoris’s tentacles surged ahead and pulled out three at once.

Chuckling, he took a seat. A peppy waitress bustled up to their table, and Reina rattled off the order—venison steak and red wine for three—with eager familiarity.

Eldoris waved a tentacle. “Scyllae can’t handle alcohol,” she said apologetically. “I found out the hard way shortly after arriving on land.”

“You poor thing,” Reina said sympathetically. “Tea for us two, then.”

“Me too,” Pavel said. He preferred wine, but it would only be polite to keep them company.

The waitress scurried off and returned shortly with three platefuls of grilled steak and vegetables on the side. Pavel’s stomach rumbled at the mouthwatering smell. It had been a long day at the Emporium.

Licking her lips, Reina carved a bite-sized piece. “Best steak in the city,” she said in the tone of a connoisseur. “Just try it.”

Swallowing his saliva, Pavel followed her example and took a bite. His eyes widened at the burst of flavor. The meat was juicy, rich, and well seasoned with imported spices one could only find in the city.

He ate with gusto. Reina wasn’t far behind, demolishing the steak with such ravenousness that one had to wonder how she kept her petite figure. Eldoris cut hers into tiny pieces and nibbled on them delicately. Her horizontal-pupil eyes curved into crescents.

“It’s so rich,” she said. “Such flavors simply don’t exist in the ocean.”

“Told you,” Reina said, already dabbing her lips with a napkin. Seeing that Eldoris hadn’t finished her steak yet, she grinned and surreptitiously stretched her fork toward her plate, only to yelp when the tip of a tentacle swatted her claws. “How—you weren’t even looking!”

Eldoris laughed. “My tentacles see and think on their own, to a degree.”

“What’s that feel like?” Pavel asked with interest.

A thoughtful expression crossed her face. “It’s difficult to explain an inborn part of me to someone who lacks it, but think of it as something akin to breathing. I can take conscious control...”

He jerked in surprise when her tentacles spiraled up his legs in supple yet firm coils. Judging by Reina’s startled meow, she had been subjected to the same treatment.

Eldoris’s green eyes sparkled in amusement. “Or I can leave them to their own devices. When I do, they will often explore their surroundings as they please.”

The tentacles binding him loosened, only to poke and prod at him curiously; one even slithered up his trouser leg and tickled his calf.

Reina flushed and squirmed on her chair. “For someone without legs, you sure play a mean game of footsie.”

“Footsie?” Eldoris’s brow knitted. “I’m afraid I don’t know the rules.”

Reina tittered. “The only rule is to enjoy it.”

“Sounds like a wonderful game.” Eldoris smiled and shifted in her seat to send more tentacles under the table. “Am I doing it right?”

“Y-you’re a natural,” Reina said, her voice hitching.

Pavel saw the waitress approach with their tea and coughed, regrettably cutting the girls’ naughty game short. Blushing, Reina straightened up in her chair and adjusted her dress. They finished their meal and washed it down with the refreshing fragrant tea.

Eldoris sighed in contentment. “Thanks for showing us this place, Reina. I’m stuffed.”

The catgirl’s eyes sparkled impishly. “I’m not,” she said, glancing at Pavel, “but I will be soon, I hope.”

He nearly spat out his tea, causing the girls to burst into giggles.

“I’m sure that can be arranged,” Eldoris said, patting his knee under the table. “Let’s go to my place.”

He gallantly paid the bill, and they left the tavern side by side. Although Eldoris had clearly recovered from her scare, she promptly attached herself to his arm; Reina, not to be outdone, seized the other. The gazes of the passersby lingered on their unusual trio, but Pavel couldn
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