Bolt the dragon lounged on the beach, one of his favorite spots to rest between servicing clients all over the Dragon Realms. He enjoyed his job, making sure that everyone who requested him was thoroughly satisfied, but he sometimes needed some time for himself as well.
He spread out on the sand, letting the heat of the sun bake into his blue scales as he relaxed, splaying out all four legs. It was a good day.
As he rested there, the water in front of him bubbled as a head rose up from the depths. A mermaid emerged, her upper half human with flowing black hair and bare D-cup breasts.
She made her way across the sand to Bolt, leaning over him and dripping seawater onto him. “Hello!” she said, her voice musical.
“Hello,” Bolt replied, cracking open one eye.
“Are you busy?” she asked, smiling at him. Looking at his amber colored gem, which signified that his business was pleasure for hire, but also that he preferred to be asked before being used.
“Not particularly,” he replied, knowing where this was going. He’d been approached like this multiple times on the beach while relaxing. Usually his partners made it interesting, somehow, and he could always get back to relaxing afterwards.
“Then, do you mind if I take up some of your time?” the mermaid asked as she climbed more out of the water, showing her lower half was a red octopus, with long, tangling tentacles. “I’ve been feeling unsatisfied lately, and I’ve had my eye out for someone who can help me take care of that.”
Bolt smiled, opening both eyes and sitting up slightly. “I don’t mind,” he replied. He’d never slept with an octopus mermaid before, though, so this would at least be interesting.
He let the mermaid slither into his lap before he wrapped his arms around her waist and kissed her deeply, his long tongue sliding into her mouth, swirling around her tongue. Her tentacles wrapped around his body, squeezing him lightly from so many different angles.
As he kissed her, he felt the tip of her tentacles slip into his slit, seeking out and wrapping around his twin cocks. He groaned at the sensation, his cocks growing hard as her tentacles coaxed them out of the slit, into the open air. 
The tentacles gilded mostly smoothly over his shafts, just little bits of suction from every sucker clinging to him, a wholly unique sensation as the thin tentacle tips wound around him, stroking him. It didn’t take much for him to get fully hard, both cocks out at their full length of fifteen inches, his dual knots on display beneath them.
Two tentacles wrapped around each cock, covering them in suckers. They slid over his shafts, overlapping sensations that made him groan against her lips as she played with him, made him thrust his hips into her touch.
And then, all at once, every one of those suckers began to suck on his cock, an overwhelming onslaught of sensation unlike anything Bolt had felt before. He sucked on the mermaid’s tongue, before he pulled his tongue back and trailed its long length down her body, to give her some measure of the pleasure she gave him
As he bent his head and slipped his tongue between her tentacles, he felt one of her tentacles reach around him and wriggle at his asshole. The suckers sucked softly at his asshole, a sensation much like being rimmed, enough to send another wave of pleasure through Bolt.
She was wet all over between her tentacles, and he wasn’t familiar enough with the octopus anatomy to find her pussy right away, so he just licked at her, enjoying the way she gasped and groaned at the light, teasing touches of his tongue. Her tentacles kept working on him, pulling his body closer to hers all the while.
Her tentacles around his upper cock moved slightly, holding it at the base. She moved her lower half and there was her pussy, folds rubbing against his cock as she pushed forward and slid onto his shaft.
Bolt let out a noise somewhere between a moan and a groan as he felt more suckers inside her pussy, clinging to him and actually pulling him deeper inside. Her tentacles stayed wrapped around his other cock, stroking it in tandem with how her body moved.
She used the suckers in her pussy to grip at different parts of Bolt’s shaft as she moved along it, changing up the sensations so frequently he couldn’t get used to any of it. She moved her tentacles, slithering them around his other cock, a different sensation that had his head spinning.
Two tentacles were wrapped around his knots as well, squeezing rhythmically as her pussy moved on his shaft, as she jerked off his second cock. It felt like he was fully within the tightest pussy he’d ever felt, every part of him sucked and rubbed and stimulated all at once.
It was so much – too much – and he came, his cocks flexing as cum shot out from both of them, filling up the mermaid’s womb and coating her tentacles with a layer of white.
But she didn’t stop. His cocks were so sensitive, and instead of pulling away, she kept sucking at his cocks with her pussy and tentacles, kept sucking at his knots, squeezing and rubbing and fucking herself on him.
He was hyper aware of her pussy gliding against him, the internal suckers clinging to his cock as she moved, fucking herself on his cock. He could feel the tentacle wrapping around his second cock, now lubricated with his cum, slick coils sliding up and down his shaft. He felt every individual sucker on his knots, sucking gently at the swollen orbs, gentle suction from every angle.
And through it all, she kept kissing him, kept rubbing her other tentacles over his body, kept wrapping his body in sensations of sucking and rubbing and so good, pleasure building up to another peak.
Bolt leaned his head back, crying out in pleasure as he reached a second orgasm. As his cum pumped into the mermaid, he was dimly aware of her pussy fluttering, spasming with her own orgasm, all her tentacles impossibly tightening around him.
And then she pulled away, leaving him panting, oversensitive and still trembling slightly. He was definitely satisfied, but he had to check he’d done his job. “How are you feeling?” he asked.
“Wonderful,” she replied, leaning close to press a soft kiss to his lips. “I will keep an eye out for you next time you come to the beach.”
Bolt grinned. “I’ll be looking forward to it. Uh – my name’s Bolt, by the way.”
“Cecelia,” she said, giving him a wave. “Thank you again, Bolt!”
With that, she headed back into the sea, satisfied and not giving the thoroughly satisfied dragon a second thought.
