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Chapter 1: Arrival at Singing Cove – The First Inspection

The warm tropical sun kissed my skin as I stepped onto the soft, pearl-white sand of Singing Cove. Crystal-clear waves lapped gently at the shore, their turquoise surface shimmering like liquid gemstones under the bright sky of Lustopia. My heart hammered in my chest, a potent mix of scholarly excitement and raw, aching lust. As Dickard Brieder, twenty-five-year-old monster researcher, I had traveled far for this assignment, but nothing could have prepared me for the vision that awaited me.
 
Arielle.
 
She emerged from the gentle surf like a living dream, water cascading down her flawless form in rivulets that caught the sunlight. At twenty-seven, she was in the prime of her fertile years, and every inch of her screamed breathtaking beauty. Her upper body was pure feminine perfection—slim, athletic shoulders tapering to a tiny, toned waist that flared out into wide, child-bearing hips. Her breasts were heavy, full, and perfectly shaped, easily double-Ds, sitting high and proud on her chest with large, sensitive-looking pink nipples already stiff from the cool sea breeze. They swayed hypnotically with each graceful movement, the soft, glistening undersides catching droplets of seawater that made my mouth water.
 
Below her navel, her body transitioned into a long, powerful emerald-green fish tail, the scales shimmering with iridescent flecks of gold and turquoise. The tail was thick and muscular at the base, tapering elegantly into a broad, fan-like fin that flicked water playfully as she approached. Her skin above the scales was smooth, sun-kissed bronze, and she carried the unmistakable tone of a lifelong swimmer—lean, strong arms, defined abdominal lines, and thighs that promised incredible power even in her current form.
 
“Welcome, researcher,” she said, her voice a melodic, husky purr that sent a direct jolt straight to my cock. Her full lips curved into a knowing smile, emerald eyes sparkling with mischief and invitation. Long, wet strands of sea-green hair clung to her heavy breasts, partially hiding those erect nipples before she brushed them aside without shame.
 
I swallowed hard, notebook trembling slightly in my grip. “Arielle… it’s an honor. I’m here to study mermaid physiology, culture, and… anatomy. Thoroughly.”
 
Her laugh was like wind chimes mixed with pure seduction. “Then let us begin your research properly, Dickard. Come closer. Touch. I want you to learn everything.”
 
I set my pack down on the warm sand and approached, my cock already straining painfully against my trousers. Starting at her shoulders, I let my hands glide reverently over her slick skin. She was warm, almost feverish, and smelled of sea salt, sweet tropical flowers, and something deeper—feminine musk that made my head spin. My palms slid down her arms, then boldly cupped the sides of her massive breasts, feeling their incredible weight and softness. Her nipples hardened further under my thumbs as I circled them slowly, eliciting a soft, breathy moan from her lips.
 
“Sensitive here,” I murmured, voice thick.
 
“Very,” she whispered, arching her back to press those glorious tits more firmly into my hands. “Keep going lower, researcher. Don’t be shy.”
 
My hands traveled down her toned belly, tracing the subtle muscle definition earned from endless swimming. Then I reached the transition point where smooth skin met scales. They were cool, glossy, and incredibly smooth under my fingertips, like polished jade. I stroked along the powerful curve of her tail, feeling the dense muscle beneath. Arielle shivered, her tail flicking excitedly, sending a spray of seawater across my chest.
 
After several long minutes of exploration, she bit her lower lip and looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes. “There is something you should know about us mermaids… a secret that makes research much more… enjoyable.”
 
With a soft, shimmering glow of pale blue magic that rippled across her scales, her tail began to transform. The emerald fin split smoothly down the middle, the scales rearranging themselves into two long, shapely human legs. The transformation was mesmerizing—her new limbs were toned and athletic, calves and thighs powerfully sculpted, yet still wrapped in those glossy, scale-patterned “stockings” that clung like a second skin all the way up to the very tops of her thighs. The stockings ended in a teasing V-shape high on her legs, leaving her most intimate areas completely, shamelessly exposed.
 
My breath caught in my throat.
 
Between those transformed thighs lay the most beautiful, inviting pussy I had ever seen. Her outer lips were smooth and puffy, glistening with a slick sheen of natural arousal that dripped slowly down toward her ass. The inner folds were a delicate, flushed pink, slightly parted to reveal the tight, glistening entrance to her channel. Above it, her clit peeked out, swollen and begging for attention. Just below her dripping pussy was her tight little anus—a perfect, pink rosebud that winked softly as her new legs shifted, framed beautifully by the glossy scale stockings that stopped just short of it. The contrast was obscenely erotic: powerful swimmer’s legs wrapped in shiny, kinky scale patterns, yet her cunt and asshole were fully bare, vulnerable, and visibly excited.
 
“Gods above…” I breathed, cock throbbing so hard it hurt.
 
Arielle spread her new legs wider, planting her scaled feet firmly in the sand. Her heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly with excited breaths, nipples rock-hard and begging to be sucked. A fresh trickle of her sweet pussy nectar slid down her inner thigh, catching the light.
 
“Do you like what you see, researcher?” she purred, voice dripping with lust. “This is how we mate on land. My pussy… my ass… completely open for your inspection. Look how wet I already am for you.”
 
I dropped to my knees in the sand before her like a man in worship. Up close, her scent was intoxicating—salty-sweet arousal mixed with clean ocean freshness. Her puffy pussy lips were plump and soft, the slit between them shiny and slick. I could see her inner walls fluttering with anticipation, tiny contractions that made more of her juices well up and drip. Her anus looked impossibly tight, the wrinkled ring twitching as I stared, framed so lewdly by those glossy scale stockings that ran right up to the crease of her ass and thighs.
 
My hands trembled as I placed them on her scaled thighs, feeling the cool, smooth texture against my heated palms. I slid them upward slowly, savoring every inch, until my thumbs brushed the bare, silky skin right beside her exposed pussy. Arielle moaned softly, hips rolling forward invitingly.
 
“For thorough research…” she whispered, voice husky and sweet, “you may touch anywhere, researcher. Everywhere.”
 
I leaned in closer, hot breath ghosting over her dripping cunt. My fingers finally moved forward, and the very tips brushed along her slick, heated outer lips for the first time. They were velvet-soft, burning hot, and coated in thick, sticky arousal. Arielle let out a long, sweet, needy moan that echoed beautifully across the cove as my fingers made contact with her wet slit, parting her puffy folds just slightly and feeling the incredible heat and wetness waiting inside.
 
The sound of her moan—pure pleasure and invitation—hung in the air as the warm sun continued to shine down on us, promising so much more to come in my research.




Chapter 2: Kisses and Curious Fingers

Arielle’s sweet, needy moan still echoed in my ears as I rose from my knees on the warm sand. My fingers glistened with her slick arousal, and my cock throbbed so hard it felt like it might tear through my trousers. She took my hand, her emerald eyes glowing with desire, and led me a short distance along the cove to a soft, thick mat of fresh green kelp that had been laid out like a natural bed right at the edge of the gentle waves. The sun-warmed kelp was spongy and cool beneath us as we sank down together, the sound of lapping water mixing with our heavy breathing.
 
“Come here, my handsome researcher,” she whispered, pulling me on top of her. Her transformed legs, still wrapped in those glossy scale-patterned stockings, parted invitingly around my hips. “I want to taste you while you taste me.”
 
I lowered myself onto her incredible body. Her massive, soft breasts cushioned my chest as our lips met for the first time. The kiss started slow and deep, but hunger quickly took over. Arielle’s full, plush lips were warm and salty-sweet from the sea. When her tongue slipped into my mouth, I groaned loudly — she tasted like ocean honey, a perfect blend of salty brine and sweet nectar that made my head spin. Our tongues danced hungrily, twisting and sucking, exploring each other with wet, obscene sounds. She moaned into my mouth, the vibration traveling straight down to my aching cock.
 
Her heavy tits pressed firmly against my chest, the hard pink nipples dragging across my skin with every breath. I cupped one massive breast in my hand, kneading the soft, heavy flesh while my thumb flicked her stiff nipple. Arielle arched her back, pushing more of her breast into my palm and deepening the kiss until we were practically devouring each other.
 
We kissed for long, breathless minutes — sloppy, passionate French kissing that left strands of saliva connecting our lips whenever we briefly parted. Her tongue was playful and eager, licking along mine, sucking on it gently, then plunging deep again. The taste of salt and honey grew stronger as our saliva mixed. My free hand roamed down her toned swimmer’s body, feeling the firm muscles of her waist and hips, before sliding between her spread thighs.
 
“Touch me,” she breathed against my lips, voice husky and trembling with need. “Research my pussy and my ass… please…”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice.
 
My fingers found her dripping slit again. She was soaked — hot, silky nectar coated my fingertips as I slowly traced her puffy outer lips. Arielle whimpered sweetly into my mouth. I pressed two thick fingers against her entrance and pushed inside her velvet heat in one smooth, sensual glide. Gods, she was tight and scorching hot inside. Her silky pussy walls clenched greedily around my invading fingers, sucking them deeper as fresh juices gushed out around them.
 
At the same time, I let my thumb find her swollen clit, circling the sensitive little pearl with slow, firm strokes. Arielle’s hips bucked hard, a loud, needy moan spilling from her lips.
 
“Ahh~! Yes… just like that, Dickard…”
 
While my fingers pumped slowly in and out of her dripping cunt, I let my middle finger from my other hand drift lower, teasing the tight little rosebud of her anus. It was incredibly soft and warm, twitching under my touch. I circled the puckered ring gently, coating it with the excess pussy juice dripping down from her slit, then slowly pressed the tip of my finger inside.
 
Arielle gasped sharply, her eyes fluttering. “Mmmh! Both holes… you’re so thorough~”
 
Her anus was deliciously tight, gripping my finger like a hot velvet vice as I worked it deeper, inch by inch. Soon I had two fingers buried in her silky pussy, curling them to stroke her sensitive inner walls, my thumb still rubbing steady circles on her throbbing clit, and one finger gently thrusting in and out of her tight ass.
 
The sounds were pure filth and music at the same time — wet, juicy squelching noises filled the cove every time my fingers pumped into her holes. Schlick… schlick… schlick… Her pussy was so wet that her arousal coated my entire hand and dripped down onto the kelp mat beneath her ass. The glossy scale stockings on her thighs shimmered with her juices.
 
Arielle rocked her strong hips in time with my fingers, grinding her dripping cunt against my hand while her tight anus pulsed rhythmically around my invading digit. Her massive breasts jiggled and bounced with every movement, nipples stiff and begging. We kept kissing the entire time — deep, messy, hungry kisses broken only by her sweet, desperate moans.
 
“It feels so good… your fingers in my pussy and my ass at the same time,” she whimpered between kisses, voice trembling. “Your research… it’s making me lose control… I’m going to cum so hard for you…”
 
I sped up slightly, fucking her pussy with two fingers faster while my thumb pressed firmer on her clit. At the same time I pushed my finger deeper into her clenching anus, curling it gently. The dual stimulation had her shaking.
 
Her moans grew louder, sweeter, more frantic. The wet squelching sounds became even louder and messier as her pussy gushed around my fingers. Her strong swimmer’s thighs trembled, the glossy scales on her “stockings” rubbing against my sides.
 
“I’m cumming…! Dickard… I’m cumming~!”
 
Arielle cried out in pure ecstasy as her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Her hot, silky pussy clamped down hard around my two fingers, spasming and rippling in powerful rhythmic contractions. At the exact same moment, her tight little anus squeezed my finger in quick, milking pulses. Fresh, hot girl-cum flooded out around my hand, squirting slightly and soaking my wrist and the kelp beneath her.
 
Her whole beautiful body arched and shook. Her heavy breasts heaved wildly, nipples rock-hard. Her head fell back, sea-green hair fanning out as she moaned loudly and sweetly, riding every wave of her intense climax. I kept fingering her through it, drawing out her pleasure, feeling both her pussy and ass clench and flutter deliciously around my fingers.
 
Juicy, wet, obscene sounds continued to echo through the sunny cove as her holes kept contracting rhythmically, milking my fingers like she never wanted to let them go. Her sweet, needy moans gradually softened into breathy whimpers of bliss as the orgasm slowly faded, leaving her flushed, trembling, and even wetter than before.
 
I slowly withdrew my fingers from her spasming pussy and twitching anus, watching thick strands of her creamy arousal stretch between my hand and her glistening holes. Arielle looked up at me with heavy-lidded, loving eyes, her chest still rising and falling rapidly, those perfect breasts shining with a light sheen of sweat.
 
She licked her lips and smiled dreamily.
 
“That was… the best research I’ve ever experienced…”




Chapter 3: Oral Worship and Golden Gift

Arielle lay back on the soft kelp mat, her chest still heaving, her transformed legs spread wide and trembling from the powerful orgasm my fingers had just given her. Her puffy pussy glistened with a thick coating of her creamy juices, and her tight little anus still twitched invitingly between the glossy scale-patterned stockings. The sight made my cock throb painfully against my trousers.
 
She sat up slowly, her heavy breasts swaying, and gave me a sultry, loving smile. “Your fingers were wonderful, researcher… but I want to taste you now. Let me worship this big human cock properly.”
 
I stripped quickly, my thick, veiny erection springing free. Arielle’s emerald eyes widened with delight as she licked her full lips. She pushed me gently onto my back on the kelp mat and crawled between my legs like a hungry siren. Her massive, soft breasts hung heavily as she leaned down, the warm, pillowy flesh pressing against my thighs.
 
She started with slow, teasing kisses along my shaft, her warm breath ghosting over the sensitive skin. Then her tongue came out — long, wet, and incredibly skilled. She swirled it around the swollen head of my cock in lazy circles, tasting the bead of precum that had already leaked out. The sensation was electric.
 
“Mmm… salty and delicious,” she purred, her voice husky with lust. “Just like the sea.”
 
Arielle opened her plush lips and took me into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked gently at first, her tongue swirling around the head while her soft lips formed a perfect seal. Then she sank lower, taking more and more of my thick length until I felt the tight squeeze of her throat. She deep-throated me smoothly, her nose pressing against my pelvis as she swallowed around my cock. The wet, gagging sounds were obscene and beautiful.
 
While she bobbed her head in long, slow strokes, her heavy breasts cradled my balls. The soft, warm weight of those perfect tits pressed against my sack, her hard nipples dragging lightly over the sensitive skin as she worked. She hummed happily around my cock, the vibrations traveling straight down my shaft and making my toes curl.
 
“Fuck… Arielle… that feels incredible,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her sea-green hair.
 
She looked up at me with watery, adoring eyes, never breaking eye contact as she sucked me deeper, her tongue swirling and licking every inch. Saliva dripped messily down my shaft and over my balls, coating her breasts as she used them to massage me. The wet, slurping sounds of her loving blowjob mixed with the gentle waves lapping at the shore. She took her time, worshipping every vein, every ridge, sucking hard on the upstroke and swirling her tongue on the downstroke until my cock was glistening with her thick spit and my balls felt heavy and tight.
 
After several long, heavenly minutes, I gently pulled her off my throbbing cock. Strings of saliva connected her swollen lips to my glistening shaft.
 
“My turn,” I growled hungrily. “I need to taste that sweet mermaid pussy and ass.”
 
Arielle giggled and lay back, spreading her strong, scaled legs wide for me. I dove between her thighs like a starving man. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating — rich, salty-sweet, and purely feminine. I dragged my tongue slowly up her slick slit, savoring the thick, creamy nectar that coated her puffy lips. She tasted like honeyed seawater, sweet and addictive.
 
I buried my face in her cunt, licking and sucking her swollen clit before plunging my tongue deep inside her hot, silky channel. I tongue-fucked her with long, firm strokes, curling the tip to scoop out more of her delicious juices. Arielle moaned loudly, her hips rolling against my face as she ground her dripping pussy against my mouth.
 
“Yes… eat my pussy, Dickard… drink everything I give you~”
 
I moved lower, dragging my tongue over her perineum until I reached her tight little anus. The pink rosebud was still slightly relaxed from my earlier fingering. I circled it teasingly with the tip of my tongue, then pressed forward, licking and rimming her ass with hungry, passionate strokes. She tasted clean and slightly salty, the texture of her tight ring incredibly soft and responsive under my tongue. I pushed inside, tongue-fucking her ass while my nose pressed against her dripping pussy.
 
Arielle was shaking, her strong swimmer’s thighs trembling around my head. Her moans grew louder and sweeter as I alternated between her holes — long, deep licks into her pussy followed by passionate rimming of her anus, then sucking hard on her swollen clit. Her juices flowed freely, coating my chin and cheeks. I groaned into her cunt, completely lost in her taste and scent.
 
She was getting close again, her hips bucking wildly.
 
But then Arielle gently pushed my head back, her cheeks flushed with a shy, naughty smile.
 
“I have… one more special gift for my favorite researcher,” she whispered, voice trembling with both arousal and playful embarrassment. “If you want it…”
 
I nodded eagerly, lying flat on my back. “Give it to me, Arielle. Everything.”
 
She straddled my face gracefully, her glossy scale stockings framing my vision beautifully. Her dripping pussy hovered just above my mouth, and her tight anus winked inches from my nose. She looked down at me with heavy-lidded eyes and a sweet, shy smile.
 
“Drink me…”
 
A warm, golden stream began to flow from her. Her piss splashed directly onto my tongue — hot, salty, and strangely delicious in its intimate naughtiness. I groaned loudly and opened my mouth wider, drinking her warm nectar eagerly. The taste was strong, salty-sweet, with that unmistakable mermaid tang that made my cock twitch wildly beneath her. She controlled the flow perfectly, giving me long, steady streams that filled my mouth before I swallowed greedily, some of it splashing across my cheeks and chin.
 
Arielle giggled lovingly as she watched me drink from her, her fingers gently stroking my hair.
 
“You’re drinking my piss so eagerly… you’re such a perfect researcher. My perfect, dirty boy…”
 
I kept my mouth open, tongue extended, letting her golden stream wash over me. The warmth, the taste, the sheer lewd intimacy of the act made my head spin with lust. I swallowed again and again, savoring every drop she gave me until the stream finally slowed to a few last erotic spurts.
 
When she finished, Arielle slid back slightly, her soaked pussy lips brushing against my lips as she looked down at my glistening, piss-covered face with pure affection.
 
She leaned down and kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my tongue, then pulled back with a bright, loving giggle.
 
“You really are the best researcher I could have asked for, Dickard.”




Chapter 4: Vaginal Research – Every Position

Arielle’s loving giggle and the taste of her warm piss still lingered on my tongue as I pulled her down into another deep, hungry kiss. Our bodies were flushed and eager, the kelp mat beneath us already soaked with her juices. My cock was rock-hard, throbbing angrily between us, slick with her saliva from her earlier worship.
 
“I think it’s time for the main part of today’s research,” I said, voice thick with lust. “Full vaginal penetration. Every position. For science.”
 
Arielle’s emerald eyes sparkled with pure excitement. She lay back on the soft kelp, spreading her strong, scaled legs wide. Those glossy scale-patterned stockings gleamed in the sunlight as her puffy, dripping pussy opened invitingly for me.
 
“Then fill me, researcher. Study my cunt thoroughly.”
 
I positioned myself between her toned thighs and pressed the thick head of my cock against her slick entrance. She was incredibly wet and hot. With one smooth thrust, I sank halfway into her silky depths. Arielle moaned loudly, her back arching as her tight pussy stretched around my girth.
 
Missionary
 
We started in missionary so I could watch her beautiful face. I pushed deeper, burying every inch inside her until my balls rested against her ass. Her inner walls were velvet-soft, scorching hot, and rippling around me like they were trying to pull me even deeper. I began thrusting — long, deep strokes that made wet, obscene squelching sounds every time I bottomed out.
 
Arielle’s heavy breasts bounced beautifully with each thrust. I leaned down and captured one stiff pink nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while I fucked her. Our eyes stayed locked the entire time, intense and intimate. Her strong swimmer’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper with surprising power.
 
“Deeper… oh gods, you’re so thick,” she gasped, her voice sweet and needy. “I can feel you hitting the entrance to my womb…”
 
I pounded her harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing across the cove. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock, milking me with every stroke. After several intense minutes I felt my balls tighten. I buried myself to the hilt and unleashed the first thick creampie deep inside her, flooding her fertile cunt with rope after rope of hot cum. Arielle cried out in bliss as she felt me pulsing inside her.
 
“So warm… I feel so full already…”
 
Doggy Style
 
I didn’t pull out. Instead, I flipped her onto her hands and knees. Her toned, athletic ass was a masterpiece — firm from years of swimming, framed perfectly by those glossy scale stockings that stopped high on her thighs. I gripped her hips and slammed back into her cum-filled pussy in one powerful thrust. The new angle made her moan even louder.
 
Her scaly stockings rubbed deliciously against my hips and thighs with every deep thrust. I reached forward and grabbed two handfuls of her heavy swinging breasts, using them as handles while I pounded her hard. The wet slapping sounds were louder now, mixed with the constant squelch of my cock churning the cum already inside her.
 
“Harder, Dickard! Research me deeper!” she begged, pushing back against me with incredible strength.
 
I fucked her with raw power, watching her tight anus wink every time I bottomed out. Her pussy was a creamy, messy heaven now, white cum leaking out around my shaft with every stroke.
 
Cowgirl & Reverse Cowgirl
 
I lay back on the kelp mat and Arielle eagerly climbed on top. In cowgirl position she planted her scaled feet on either side of me and began riding me with athletic energy. Her powerful swimmer’s core and legs allowed her to slam down with breathtaking force. Her massive breasts bounced wildly, heavy and hypnotic, as she rode my cock like she was trying to break it.
 
The sight of my thick shaft disappearing into her puffy pink pussy again and again was mesmerizing. She leaned forward, letting her tits smother my face while she ground her clit against my pelvis on every downstroke.
 
Then she spun around into reverse cowgirl, giving me a perfect view of her toned ass and the way her scaly stockings stretched around her thighs. She rode even harder this way, athletic hips slamming down so forcefully that her ass rippled with each impact. Her pussy made loud, wet, filthy noises as it swallowed my cock over and over.
 
Standing, Against the Rocks, Spooning
 
We moved fluidly through more positions. I stood up, lifting her easily thanks to her lighter mermaid weight on land. Holding her against my body, I fucked her standing while her strong legs wrapped around my waist. Then I pressed her back against the smooth warm rocks at the edge of the cove, pounding her deep while the ocean spray cooled our overheated skin.
 
In spooning position we lay on our sides, my chest pressed to her back. I reached around to grope her breasts and rub her clit while my cock slid in and out of her creamy cunt at a slower, more sensual pace. Her powerful legs let her push back against me with just as much force as I gave.
 
No matter the position, Arielle’s swimmer’s body was a marvel. She never tired. Her stamina was endless — strong core, powerful thighs, and athletic hips allowing us to fuck for what felt like hours under the warm sun. We changed positions again and again, lost in pure pleasure.
 
By the fourth creampie, her pussy was a sloppy, cum-stuffed mess. Thick white seed leaked constantly from her stretched hole, running down her thighs and soaking the glossy scale stockings. Every time I came, her cunt would clamp down and milk me rhythmically, drawing out every last drop as if her body was greedy for my seed.
 
Arielle moaned sweetly with every load, her voice growing more affectionate and blissful each time.
 
“Mmmh… another one… I’m so full of your research cum… My womb feels so warm and heavy… I could let you do this forever, Dickard…”
 
We ended back in missionary, my body pressed tightly to hers. I gave her one final, deep, shuddering creampie, pumping the last thick ropes of cum directly against her cervix. Her pussy fluttered and spasmed around me in another powerful orgasm, milking me completely dry as she held me close, legs locked around my waist.
 
Her belly had the slightest, erotic swell from how much cum I had pumped into her. She stroked my cheek tenderly, still gently clenching around my softening cock, looking at me with pure, loving satisfaction.
 
“I’ve never felt so wonderfully full… Your research really is the best I’ve ever had.”




Chapter 5: Tight Anal Exploration

The warm afternoon sun still bathed Singing Cove as Arielle lay on her back on the soaked kelp mat, her legs spread, her cum-stuffed pussy gently leaking my earlier loads. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths, but her emerald eyes burned with fresh hunger as she looked up at me.
 
“You’ve studied my pussy so thoroughly,” she purred, voice low and teasing. “Now it’s time for the other hole, researcher. My tight little ass has been waiting for your attention.”
 
My cock, still slick with her pussy juices, twitched hard at her words. I knelt between her glossy scale-patterned thighs and ran my hands lovingly over her toned swimmer’s body.
 
“Dedicated anal research begins now,” I said, my voice thick with lust.
 
I started slow and reverent. First, I scooped up thick globs of the creamy cum that was still oozing from her well-fucked pussy and used it as natural lube, smearing it generously over her tiny pink rosebud. The tight ring winked at me as I circled it with my fingertip, applying steady pressure. Arielle moaned softly, her strong hips shifting.
 
I leaned down and dragged my tongue across her anus in long, wet licks. She tasted clean and slightly salty, with the faint musk of her earlier arousal. I pressed my tongue firmly against the tight ring, rimming her with slow, passionate circles before pushing the tip inside. Arielle gasped sharply, her hands flying to my hair.
 
“Ohhh~ Your tongue feels so naughty back there…”
 
I spent long minutes worshipping her ass — licking, sucking, and tongue-fucking the tight ring until it began to relax and soften under my devoted attention. At the same time, I slid two fingers back into her dripping pussy, scooping more creamy lube and spreading it over her anus. Slowly, I worked one thick finger into her ass, feeling the incredible heat and pressure as her ring squeezed around the intrusion.
 
“Mmmh… so tight,” I groaned against her skin.
 
Arielle’s breathing grew heavier. I added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching her velvet walls while my tongue continued to lick around my pumping digits. Her strong thighs trembled in the glossy scale stockings, and fresh nectar dripped steadily from her untouched pussy, running down to where my fingers worked her ass.
 
“I’m ready…” she whispered after many minutes of patient preparation. “Put your cock in my ass, Dickard. Research me deep.”
 
I coated my throbbing shaft thoroughly with her pussy cream and pressed the swollen head against her glistening, loosened rosebud. Arielle looked down between her heavy breasts, biting her lip in anticipation. I pushed forward gently but firmly. The tight ring resisted for a moment, then suddenly popped open, swallowing the head of my cock.
 
“Ahh~!” she gasped loudly, eyes widening. Her powerful legs tensed, but she pushed back against me eagerly, taking another inch, then another. The heat and pressure were insane — her ass gripped me like a silky vice, hotter and tighter than her pussy had been.
 
Inch by slow, delicious inch, I sank into her incredible ass until my hips finally pressed against her toned cheeks and the glossy scale stockings. Arielle’s chest heaved, her nipples rock-hard.
 
“So full… your cock is stretching my ass so much…”
 
I held still for a long moment, letting her adjust while savoring the rhythmic squeezing of her inner walls. Then I began to move — slow, steady thrusts that gradually grew deeper. The sensation was exquisite: her ass clenched and rippled around every inch of my shaft as I fucked her.
 
We moved through position after position, her swimmer’s strength making every one effortless and intense.
 
First, missionary again — her scaled legs wrapped high around my waist, pulling me deeper into her ass with every thrust. I watched her face twist in pleasure as I pumped steadily, her heavy breasts bouncing. Her pussy remained untouched, dripping constantly onto my balls as they slapped against her.
 
Then I flipped her into doggy style. Gripping her firm ass cheeks, I watched my thick cock disappear between them, stretching her tight pink ring. Her glossy scale stockings rubbed sensually against my thighs with every deep stroke. I reached under and rubbed her swollen clit lightly, but kept the main focus on her ass, pounding harder as she moaned louder.
 
“Harder… fuck my ass deeper!” she begged.
 
In cowgirl, Arielle took control, lowering herself onto my cock reverse-cowgirl so I could watch every inch sliding into her stretched anus. She rode me with powerful, athletic rolls of her hips, her toned ass rippling as she slammed down. Her dripping pussy lips hovered just above my shaft, untouched and leaking steadily.
 
We finished in a deep spooning position, my chest pressed to her back, one of her scaled legs lifted high. I fucked her ass with long, loving strokes while kissing her neck and groping her massive breasts. Her tight ring squeezed me rhythmically, milking my cock with incredible strength.
 
Arielle was shaking hard now, her moans turning into desperate, sweet cries.
 
“I’m going to cum… from my ass alone… oh gods, Dickard!”
 
Her entire body tensed. Her powerful swimmer’s core flexed as her orgasm crashed over her. Her ass clamped down like a hot, velvet fist, rippling and pulsing wildly around my cock in powerful spasms. At the same time, her untouched pussy gushed, squirting clear nectar across the kelp mat in rhythmic sprays. She cried out in pure ecstasy, her voice echoing beautifully across the cove as she came harder than I had ever seen.
 
The intense squeezing of her ass pushed me over the edge.
 
“Fill me!” she begged breathlessly, still cumming. “Fill my ass with your hot research seed! Please~!”
 
With a deep groan, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep inside her spasming ass, flooding her bowels with load after heavy load. Her tight ring milked me relentlessly, drawing out every drop as I pumped her full. The sensation was mind-melting — her ass squeezing and fluttering around my pulsing cock while she moaned sweetly about how warm and full she felt.
 
We stayed locked together for a long time afterward, my cock still buried deep in her cum-filled ass, both of us breathing hard and trembling with aftershocks. Arielle turned her head and kissed me deeply, her eyes full of affection and satisfaction.
 
“My perfect researcher… you’ve claimed every part of me now.”




Chapter 6: Breeding Experiment – Nonstop Creampies

Arielle’s tight ass was still gently pulsing around my spent cock, full of my cum, when she looked back at me with those glowing emerald eyes. Her voice was soft, husky, and full of raw need.
 
“We’ve studied pleasure long enough, my researcher… Now I want you to breed me. Really breed me. Fill this fertile mermaid womb with your human seed until it overflows.”
 
The words sent a fresh surge of blood straight to my cock. I pulled out of her ass with a wet pop, thick white cum immediately leaking from her stretched rosebud and running down to her puffy pussy. She rolled onto her back and spread her strong, scaled legs wide, those glossy scale-patterned stockings shining with sweat and fluids.
 
“This is no longer research,” I growled, lining my still-hard cock up with her cum-slick entrance. “This is a breeding experiment.”
 
I thrust forward hard, burying every inch into her hot, silky pussy in one smooth stroke. Arielle moaned loudly, her back arching as her inner walls welcomed me greedily.
 
“Yes! Breed me, Dickard… Fill your mermaid with your thick human seed!”
 
The Marathon Begins
 
I fucked her with purpose now — long, powerful strokes aimed straight at her cervix. Her pussy was even wetter than before, a sloppy mix of her juices and the cum I’d already pumped into her earlier. Wet, filthy squelching sounds filled the cove with every deep thrust.
 
Missionary first. I pinned her toned body beneath me, sucking hard on her bouncing breasts while I drove my cock into her fertile depths. Her strong swimmer’s legs locked around my waist, heels digging into my back as she pulled me deeper.
 
“Deeper… right against my womb… I want every drop inside me,” she panted, her voice sweet and filthy at the same time.
 
I felt my balls tighten again. With a deep groan I slammed home and unleashed the first fresh load of the breeding session. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted directly against her cervix. Arielle cried out in bliss, her pussy rippling and milking me rhythmically, sucking my seed straight into her womb.
 
“Mmmh~ I can feel it… so warm… so much…”
 
I didn’t pull out. Still buried to the hilt, I kept grinding against her as my cock stayed hard inside her cum-filled cunt. Within minutes I was thrusting again, churning my own load into a creamy mess.
 
We moved to doggy style. I gripped her firm, toned ass, the glossy scale stockings rubbing against my hips as I pounded her from behind. Her heavy breasts swung wildly beneath her while I railed her pussy with breeding-focused strokes. Every thrust made obscene wet sounds as cum was forced out around my shaft and ran down her thighs.
 
“Breed me harder! Put a baby in me, Dickard!” she moaned, pushing back with her powerful hips.
 
I gave her exactly what she begged for — another massive creampie pumped deep into her womb. Her pussy spasmed hard around me as she came, milking out every drop.
 
Cowgirl & Reverse Cowgirl
 
Arielle took control next, climbing on top in cowgirl. She planted her scaled feet on either side of me and rode me with ferocious athletic energy. Her strong core and powerful swimmer’s thighs allowed her to slam down repeatedly, taking my cock to the absolute bottom of her cunt on every bounce. Her massive breasts jiggled hypnotically as she rode.
 
“Look at my belly,” she whispered breathlessly, placing my hand on her lower abdomen. “It’s already starting to feel full of you…”
 
I could feel the slightest swell as I pumped another thick load into her. She ground down hard, keeping my cock buried while her pussy fluttered and drank it all in.
 
Then she spun into reverse cowgirl, giving me a perfect view of her toned ass and the way her puffy pussy stretched obscenely around my shaft. She rode even harder this way, athletic hips slamming down with loud, wet slaps. Cum from previous loads leaked out constantly, coating my balls and dripping onto the kelp mat.
 
Standing, Against the Rocks, Spooning, and More
 
We fucked standing up next, her back against my chest, one of her scaled legs lifted high as I thrust up into her. Then I pressed her against the smooth warm rocks at the edge of the cove, the sea spray cooling our overheated bodies while I bred her deep and hard.
 
In spooning position I held her close, one arm wrapped around her heaving breasts, the other rubbing her swollen clit as I pumped steadily into her sloppy cunt. Her powerful legs let her push back with equal force, taking everything I gave.
 
Position after position, load after thick load.
 
I lost count after the fifth creampie. Her once-flat, toned belly now had a noticeable, erotic swell — full of my cum. Thick white seed constantly leaked from her well-used, puffy pussy, running in messy rivers down her thighs and soaking the glossy scale stockings. Every time I pulled out even slightly, a gush of cum would spill out, only for me to slam back in and pump even more inside her.
 
Arielle’s sweet dirty talk grew more desperate and loving with every load.
 
“Fill me… Breed your mermaid wife… I want your human babies growing in my belly…”
 
“Gods, I’m so full… My womb is overflowing with your cum and I still want more…”
 
Her voice was breathy, blissful, and completely addicted. She came multiple times, her strong pussy clamping down and milking me through each orgasm, drawing my seed deeper into her fertile core.
 
By the time the sun began to dip toward the horizon, we had been fucking for hours. I gave her one final, massive creampie in deep missionary, pressing her knees to her shoulders so I could drive straight down into her womb. Arielle’s eyes rolled back in ecstasy as I flooded her yet again, her belly now visibly rounded and sloshing with my seed.
 
When I finally collapsed beside her, my cock slipped free with a wet gush. A thick waterfall of pearly cum poured from her stretched, gaping pussy, soaking the kelp beneath her. Her lower belly had a beautiful, heavy bulge from how much I had pumped into her. She gently rubbed it with both hands, smiling dreamily.
 
“I feel so full… so wonderfully bred,” she whispered, voice soft and loving. “Your warm seed is deep inside me. I can feel it settling in my womb.”
 
She pulled me into a slow, tender kiss, her heavy breasts pressing against my chest as cum continued to leak steadily from her well-bred cunt.
 
“This is only the beginning of our breeding experiment, my perfect researcher…”




Chapter 7: Extended Stay – Domestic Bliss & Kinky Survival

The days after our intense breeding session blurred together in the most blissful way. What was supposed to be a short research visit to Singing Cove had stretched into nearly two weeks, and neither of us had any desire to end it. Arielle’s cove became our little paradise — sun-drenched sand, gentle waves, and a loving mermaid who had completely stolen my heart.
 
Every morning, Arielle would slip into the sea at dawn, her powerful emerald tail flashing as she dove deep. She always returned with the freshest catch: glistening silver fish, plump oysters, juicy crabs, and sweet seaweed. She prepared them on flat rocks near our kelp bed, grilling some over a small driftwood fire while humming soft mermaid songs. The smell of fresh seafood filled the air as I watched her work, completely naked except for the glossy scale stockings that now felt as natural on her as her own skin.
 
One bright morning, as she crouched by the fire turning a fish, I came up behind her and slid my hands around her waist.
 
“Breakfast can wait a moment,” I murmured, kissing her neck.
 
Arielle giggled and arched her back, pushing her firm ass against my hardening cock. Without a word, I bent her slightly forward and slid into her warm, welcoming pussy in one smooth thrust. She was already wet. I fucked her with lazy, affectionate strokes while she continued cooking, her heavy breasts swaying over the flames and her sweet moans mixing with the crackle of the fire.
 
“Quick creampie for my hungry researcher,” she purred lovingly as I pumped faster. Within minutes I groaned and filled her with a thick morning load, my cum dripping down her thighs as she flipped the fish like nothing had happened. She turned her head for a deep kiss, smiling happily. “There… now you have something warm inside you too.”
 
Later that same day, after a swim, I grew thirsty. Arielle noticed immediately.
 
“Time for your hydration research?” she asked with a shy, playful smile.
 
I lay back on the soft kelp mat. She gracefully straddled my face, her strong scaled thighs framing my head, the glossy stockings cool against my cheeks. Her puffy pussy hovered inches above my mouth, already glistening. She looked down at me with affectionate eyes and gently lowered herself until her smooth folds pressed against my lips.
 
“Drink me, Dickard… all of it.”
 
A warm, golden stream began to flow. Her piss splashed directly onto my tongue — hot, salty, with that familiar sweet mermaid tang that I had grown addicted to. I groaned deeply and swallowed eagerly, drinking her warm gift like the finest nectar. The taste was strong, intimate, and deliciously naughty. She controlled the flow in steady pulses, filling my mouth again and again so I could gulp it down. Some of it spilled over my cheeks and chin, running down my neck as I drank with shameless hunger.
 
“Mmmh… you drink my piss so eagerly every day,” she whispered lovingly, gently grinding her pussy against my mouth as the last few spurts trickled out. “You really are mine now.”
 
I licked her clean afterward, savoring every drop until she shivered through a small, sweet orgasm on my tongue.
 
Our sex became wonderfully lazy and constant. Sleepy morning blowjobs were my favorite way to wake up. I would open my eyes to find Arielle under the thin kelp blanket, her warm mouth slowly sucking my morning wood. She took her time — long, wet licks along my shaft, gentle sucking on the head, and deep-throating me while her heavy breasts rested on my thighs. Many mornings I would fill her throat with cum before we even said good morning.
 
In the afternoons, when the sun was hottest, we often indulged in passionate anal. She loved being on her side, one scaled leg lifted high as I slowly worked my cock into her incredibly tight ass. We would fuck like that for a long time — deep, steady strokes while I kissed her neck and played with her swollen clit. Her ass squeezed me like a velvet fist, milking me until I pumped thick loads deep into her bowels while she moaned sweetly about how full and claimed she felt.
 
Evenings were for slow, affectionate pussy fucking. We would lie facing each other, her powerful leg draped over my hip as I thrust lazily into her cum-filled cunt, whispering between kisses.
 
As the days passed, our pillow talk grew deeper and more tender.
 
We lay together one golden evening, my head resting on her soft breasts while my hand gently rubbed her still-rounded belly, which had stayed slightly swollen from the constant creampies. Her fingers stroked my hair lovingly.
 
“I was only supposed to stay a few days,” I murmured against her skin. “Now I can’t imagine leaving.”
 
Arielle kissed the top of my head, her voice soft and full of emotion.
 
“Then don’t leave. Stay with me, Dickard. I hunt for you every day. I feed you. I give you my body, my piss, my love… everything. We could live like this forever. Just you and me in this cove.”
 
I looked up into her beautiful emerald eyes and felt my chest tighten with real affection.
 
“I think I’m falling in love with you, Arielle. Not just lust. Real love. The way you smile when you bring me fish, the way you moan my name when I’m inside you, the way you trust me with every filthy, beautiful part of you… I could live like this for the rest of my life.”
 
She smiled brightly, tears of joy glistening in her eyes as she pulled me up for a long, deep kiss. Our bodies pressed together, her heavy breasts soft against my chest, her scaled legs wrapping around me possessively.
 
“I already love you, my sweet researcher,” she whispered against my lips. “You’re not just studying me anymore. You’re my mate. My human. And I want you here, filling me, drinking me, loving me every single day.”
 
We made love again after that — slow, tender, and full of emotion. I slid into her creamy pussy and we rocked together gently, foreheads pressed together, breathing each other’s air. When I came, she held me tight, whispering how much she loved feeling me pulse inside her.
 
As the stars came out over Singing Cove, we lay tangled in each other’s arms, sticky, satisfied, and deeply in love. The sea whispered softly beside us, and for the first time in my life, I truly understood what it meant to have found home.




Chapter 8: Mermaid Spell & Underwater Public Sex

The morning light filtered through the clear water of Singing Cove as Arielle and I lay tangled together on our kelp bed. Her head rested on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles over my skin. After weeks of blissful domestic life, she finally asked the question I’d been hoping for.
 
“Would you like to see my real home, Dickard? Atalantis… beneath the waves?”
 
My heart raced with excitement. “More than anything.”
 
Arielle smiled lovingly and sat up, her heavy breasts swaying. She placed both hands on my chest, her palms glowing with soft turquoise magic. “This spell will let you breathe underwater as easily as on land. It will last many days. Stay close to me, my love.”
 
A warm, tingling sensation spread through my lungs and throat. I took a deep breath, and the air felt different — richer, wetter. Arielle took my hand and led me into the gentle surf. The water rose around us, cool and refreshing, until it closed over my head.
 
I breathed.
 
The sensation was incredible — smooth, natural, like breathing the thickest, most oxygen-rich air. Arielle grinned at my wide-eyed wonder and pulled me into a deep underwater kiss, her tongue tasting of salt and honey as bubbles danced around us.
 
Then she transformed. Her legs merged back into her powerful emerald fish tail, shimmering beautifully as she swam ahead, beckoning me to follow. I kicked after her, clumsy at first but quickly finding my rhythm as we descended into the deeper blue.
 
Atalantis unfolded before me like a living dream.
 
Towering structures of glowing coral rose in graceful spirals, pulsing with soft bioluminescent light in shades of pink, gold, and turquoise. Crystal-clear currents flowed between the buildings, carrying schools of vibrant fish — electric blue tangs, schools of golden angelfish, and shimmering rainbow schools that parted around us like living jewels. Merfolk swam gracefully in every direction, their tails flashing in brilliant colors as they went about their day. Some carried woven baskets of seaweed, others herded schools of fish, and many turned to smile curiously at the human swimming beside one of their own.
 
Arielle held my hand tightly, swimming close so our bodies brushed together. “This is my city,” she said, her voice carrying perfectly through the water. “And now it is yours too, my mate.”
 
We toured the grand plazas, passed through archways made of living coral that glowed brighter as we approached, and circled massive statues of ancient mermaid queens. Everywhere we went, other mermaids watched us with knowing, playful smiles. A few even waved, their eyes flicking down to where my naked cock floated half-hard between my legs.
 
After nearly an hour of wonder, Arielle led me into a quieter district. She pulled me into a narrow, secluded cave alley nestled between two glowing coral towers. The alley was semi-hidden — open to the main thoroughfare on one side, so anyone swimming past could glance in — but deep enough to feel intimate. Soft blue and pink light pulsed from the coral walls, illuminating the space beautifully.
 
Arielle turned to me, her emerald tail flicking excitedly. Her upper body pressed against mine, heavy breasts squishing warmly against my chest.
 
“I’ve wanted to fuck you here since the moment I brought you underwater,” she whispered, voice husky with desire. “Take me, Dickard. Right here. Where everyone can see how much I belong to you.”
 
Lust surged through me. I grabbed her by the waist and pushed her back against the smooth, glowing coral wall. She wrapped her powerful tail around my waist, the strong coils holding me tight as the tip flicked behind me. Her tail parted naturally at the base, revealing her smooth, puffy pussy already swollen and leaking a thin trail of nectar into the water.
 
I gripped my hard cock and rubbed the head along her slick folds before thrusting deep inside her in one powerful stroke.
 
Arielle moaned loudly, the sound echoing beautifully through the water. “Yes! Fill me!”
 
I began fucking her hard against the coral, long, deep strokes that made her massive breasts bounce and jiggle between us. The water around us swirled with our movements, tiny bubbles rising as I pounded her tight, silky pussy. Her inner walls clenched greedily around me, hotter than the surrounding sea.
 
Her tail squeezed my waist rhythmically, pulling me deeper with every thrust. I leaned down and sucked one of her stiff pink nipples into my mouth, biting gently as I railed her. Arielle’s head fell back against the glowing coral, her sea-green hair floating wildly around her face as she moaned my name.
 
“Dickard…! Oh gods, fuck me harder!”
 
We were not alone for long. Two curious mermaid passersby slowed at the entrance of the alley, their eyes widening then softening into knowing smiles as they watched me thrust into Arielle. Another pair joined them, floating lazily while observing our passionate mating. Their presence only made everything more thrilling.
 
Arielle noticed them too. Instead of embarrassment, she smiled and moaned louder, putting on a show for her fellow merfolk. She tightened her tail around me and rolled her hips, grinding her clit against my pelvis with every deep stroke.
 
I fucked her wildly now — powerful, possessive thrusts that made her breasts bounce and her body jolt against the coral. The wet, muffled sounds of our coupling carried through the water. Her pussy was incredibly slick, juices mixing with the sea as I drove into her again and again.
 
“Cum inside me,” she begged breathlessly, voice echoing. “Let them see you breed your mermaid!”
 
The thrill of the semi-public setting pushed me over the edge. I buried my cock as deep as possible and groaned her name as I came. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her womb in heavy pulses. Arielle cried out loudly in ecstasy, her pussy spasming and milking me rhythmically as she came with me. Her moans of “Dickard! Dickard~!” echoed through the underwater alley for everyone nearby to hear.
 
The watching mermaids smiled wider, some even clapping softly in approval before swimming on with satisfied expressions.
 
I kept pumping into her through both our orgasms, filling her until excess cum leaked out around my shaft and floated in pearly clouds in the water. Arielle held me tight with her tail, kissing me deeply as the last spurts filled her.
 
When we finally parted, a thick trail of my cum drifted from her well-fucked pussy. She looked radiant — flushed, glowing, and utterly happy.
 
Arielle stroked my cheek tenderly, her voice soft and full of love even as curious eyes still occasionally glanced our way.
 
“My perfect human… fucking me in front of my people like that. I’ve never been happier.”
 
We stayed floating together in the glowing alley for a long time, kissing slowly, my cum still leaking from her as the gentle currents of Atalantis swirled around us.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy, Egg-Laying & Celebratory Sex

Three months had passed since our underwater adventure in Atalantis, and life in Singing Cove had become pure paradise. Arielle’s belly had grown beautifully rounded — a smooth, firm swell that spoke of the life we had created together. Her already heavy breasts were even larger now, full and sensitive, with darker, thicker nipples that begged for attention. The glossy scale-patterned stockings still adorned her powerful thighs, but her once-toned abdomen now proudly displayed the erotic curve of pregnancy.
 
She had never looked more radiant or more fertile.
 
This morning, Arielle woke me with a soft, trembling moan. “Dickard… it’s time. Our eggs… they’re ready.”
 
My heart raced with a mixture of awe and intense arousal as I helped her settle onto a specially prepared soft kelp nest we had built together near the water’s edge. The nest was thick, cushioned, and lined with the finest seaweed. Arielle leaned back against a smooth rock, spreading her strong legs wide. Her rounded belly rose and fell with excited breaths, and her puffy pussy was already swollen, glistening with thick arousal that dripped slowly down toward her tight anus.
 
I knelt between her thighs, completely mesmerized.
 
“You’re so beautiful like this,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her swollen belly tenderly. My lips brushed over the warm, taut skin as I felt the subtle movements inside. “I want to watch every moment.”
 
Arielle smiled lovingly, one hand resting on her belly while the other stroked my hair. “Then watch, my love. Watch me lay our children for you.”
 
She began to push.
 
A low, sensual moan escaped her lips as her pussy lips slowly parted. The entrance to her cunt stretched gradually, opening wider with each careful contraction. I watched in rapt awe as the first small, pearly egg began to crown. It was beautifully iridescent — creamy white with faint hints of turquoise and gold, about the size of a large chicken egg but perfectly smooth and glistening with her natural fluids.
 
Arielle’s moans grew deeper, mixing pleasure and effort as she bore down. “Mmmhh… ahh~ It’s coming…”
 
I leaned closer and pressed soft, worshipful kisses directly onto her swollen clit, then trailed my lips over her stretched pussy lips and up to her rounded belly again. She shivered hard, her moans turning sweeter as my tongue flicked tenderly against her sensitive pearl while she pushed.
 
The first egg slid out slowly, stretching her pussy beautifully wide. The sight was incredibly erotic — her pink inner walls gripping the smooth, pearly surface as it emerged. Thick strands of her creamy arousal clung to the egg as it finally slipped free into my waiting hands. It was warm, slightly soft-shelled, and perfectly formed.
 
“So perfect…” I murmured, placing it gently into the kelp nest beside us before returning to kiss her clit again.
 
Arielle gasped and moaned, her hips rolling as another contraction built. “There’s more… keep kissing me, Dickard… it feels so good when you worship me like this.”
 
I licked and sucked her clit lovingly while she pushed out the second egg. This one came easier, sliding out with a wet, sensual sound as her stretched pussy lips closed slightly around it before releasing the glistening pearl. I kissed her belly repeatedly, murmuring praise against her skin as I watched her erotic, powerful body work.
 
One by one, the small pearly hybrid eggs emerged from her beautiful cunt. Each time she pushed, her moans filled the cove — long, throaty sounds of pleasure and maternal effort that made my cock throb painfully hard. Her pussy stretched obscenely around each egg before relaxing again, leaving her folds puffy, reddened, and dripping with thick, stringy nectar.
 
By the eighth egg, her moans had become almost constant. I alternated between sucking gently on her clit and kissing every inch of her rounded belly, tasting the faint salt of her sweat. Her strong swimmer’s thighs trembled in the glossy scale stockings as she bore down for the final two.
 
The last egg crowned slowly, stretching her pussy to its widest yet. Arielle cried out in ecstasy, her hands gripping the kelp tightly as the final pearly egg slid free from her pulsing cunt. Ten beautiful little eggs now rested safely in the soft nest beside us — small for now, but already glowing faintly with life. They would grow larger and stronger over the coming weeks.
 
Arielle was panting, flushed, and glowing with satisfaction. Her pussy remained slightly open, glistening and twitching from the intense experience.
 
Before she could even catch her breath, I moved over her.
 
“Now we celebrate,” I growled lovingly.
 
I slid my aching cock into her freshly-stretched, soaking pussy in one deep thrust. Arielle moaned loudly, wrapping her powerful legs around me as I began fucking her with passionate, possessive strokes. Her inner walls were incredibly hot and silky, still fluttering from the egg-laying.
 
“Yes! Fuck me, my love! Celebrate our babies!”
 
I drove into her with long, powerful thrusts, her rounded belly pressing against me as I pounded her fertile cunt. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly with every impact. I leaned down to suck hard on her sensitive nipples, tasting the first sweet drops of her milk as I railed her.
 
We changed positions fluidly — missionary to deep prone bone, then her riding me energetically despite her rounded belly. Her athletic hips slammed down, taking every inch while the ten pearly eggs rested safely in their nest just beside us.
 
I gave her the first celebratory creampie in missionary, groaning as I flooded her still-sensitive pussy with thick ropes of cum. Arielle cried out, her cunt milking me greedily as she came hard around my pulsing cock.
 
We didn’t stop there.
 
I flipped her onto her hands and knees and fucked her from behind, gripping her hips while her heavy breasts swayed and her belly hung beautifully beneath her. Another deep creampie followed, my cum mixing with her juices and leaking down her thighs onto the glossy scale stockings.
 
The final round was slow and intimate — spooning on our sides, my chest pressed to her back, one hand gently rubbing her cum-swollen belly while I thrust deeply into her creamy pussy. We kissed over her shoulder as I pumped the last massive load into her, filling her womb once again.
 
Arielle moaned my name sweetly through every orgasm, her body trembling with pleasure and love.
 
When we finally collapsed together, my cock still buried inside her cum-filled cunt, the ten small pearly eggs glowed softly in their kelp nest right beside us. Arielle turned her head and kissed me deeply, her voice full of emotion.
 
“Our family has begun… and I’ve never felt more loved.”
 
I held her close, my hand resting protectively on her rounded belly as my cum continued to leak slowly from her well-fucked pussy. The gentle waves lapped at the shore, and the future felt perfectly bright.




Chapter 10: Birth of Our Hybrids & Bittersweet Farewell

Two weeks after the egg-laying, the ten pearly hybrid eggs began to glow with a soft, rhythmic light in their carefully tended kelp nest. Arielle and I stayed close, watching with breathless anticipation as the first cracks appeared.
 
One by one, our children hatched.
 
They were far fewer than a pure mermaid’s hundreds, but each one was perfect. Tiny, beautiful hybrids — half-human, half-mermaid. Their upper bodies were soft and delicate like mine, while from the waist down they had small, shimmering emerald tails no longer than my hand. Most striking were their eyes — bright, curious versions of my own, mixed with Arielle’s vivid green. Tiny gills fluttered on their necks, and their little tails flicked weakly as they took their first breaths of water and air.
 
We gently moved them into the glowing cave nursery we had prepared — a protected underwater grotto just off the cove, lit by bioluminescent coral and soft kelp beds. The ten little ones quickly settled, nursing from Arielle’s swollen breasts and then falling into peaceful, exhausted sleep, their tiny tails curled together.
 
They were our family.
 
Later that evening, while the babies slept soundly in the nursery, Arielle took my hand and led me to a soft kelp mat just outside the cave entrance, close enough to watch over them but far enough for privacy. Moonlight filtered down through the shallow water, casting silver ripples across her beautifully rounded body. Her breasts were full and heavy with milk, her hips wide, and her pussy already glistening with fresh arousal.
 
“This is our last night together for now,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Love me one final time before you go, Dickard. Love every part of me.”
 
We came together slowly, tenderly, and deeply.
 
I laid her on her back and slid into her pussy in one long, smooth thrust. She was incredibly warm and wet, her inner walls embracing me like they never wanted to let go. We made love in slow, deep strokes, eyes locked, foreheads pressed together. Her strong legs wrapped around my waist, those glossy scale stockings rubbing sensually against my skin.
 
“I’ll always be your mermaid wife,” she breathed against my lips between kisses. “No matter how long you’re gone. This pussy, this ass, this heart… they belong to you.”
 
I savored every thrust, grinding deep so my cock kissed her cervix again and again. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest, leaking small drops of sweet milk as we rocked together. The wet, intimate sounds of our coupling were soft and loving in the quiet night.
 
After a long while in missionary, I turned her onto her side for deep spooning. I lifted one of her scaled legs high and slid back inside her creamy cunt, fucking her with slow, powerful strokes while kissing her neck and groping her milk-heavy breasts. Arielle moaned sweetly, pushing back against me, her voice full of love and need.
 
We moved again. I pulled out of her pussy and pressed the head of my cock against her tight anus. She relaxed for me instantly, pushing back as I sank slowly into her incredible ass. The heat and pressure were overwhelming. I fucked her ass with passionate, steady strokes — long and deep — while my fingers rubbed her swollen clit. Arielle’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her tail flicking with pleasure.
 
“Both holes tonight… claim all of me one last time,” she gasped.
 
I alternated between her pussy and ass, switching every few minutes, keeping her constantly filled. Her body trembled with pleasure as I loved her thoroughly. Finally, I returned to her silky pussy, fucking her harder now, driven by the bittersweet knowledge that this was our farewell for now.
 
Arielle came first, her cunt clamping down around me in powerful, rhythmic spasms as she cried out my name. The feeling pushed me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt and unleashed a massive, final creampie deep inside her womb. Thick, heavy ropes of cum flooded her, pulse after pulse, filling her until it overflowed and leaked down her thighs in warm rivers. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, pushing my seed as deep as possible while she moaned lovingly.
 
We stayed locked together for a long time afterward, my cock still buried inside her cum-filled pussy, kissing slowly and whispering promises.
 
“I love you, Arielle. You’re my mermaid wife. I’ll come back as soon as my duties allow. I swear it.”
 
She smiled, eyes shining with happy tears she refused to let fall. “And I’ll be waiting right here with our children. Come back to us, my love. Our home is always yours.”
 
No tears. Only sweet, tender smiles and soft kisses.
 
When the first light of dawn began to glow in the water, I dressed and we swam together into the nursery. The ten little hybrids were still sleeping peacefully, their tiny tails twitching occasionally in dreams. One by one, I gently kissed each of their foreheads, brushing a finger over their soft cheeks and tiny tails.
 
“Papa will be back soon,” I whispered to them. “Be good for your mother.”
 
Arielle watched with a radiant, loving smile, holding my hand tightly.
 
At the edge of Singing Cove, where the water met the sand, we shared one final deep kiss. Her body pressed against mine, her rounded breasts and cum-filled pussy still leaking my last load.
 
“I’ll return,” I promised again.
 
“I know you will,” she replied softly, smiling beautifully. “Go, my researcher. We’ll be here, waiting for you.”
 
With a heavy but hopeful heart, I turned and swam away from the cove, looking back one last time to see Arielle waving, glowing in the morning light. I carried the memory of her taste, her touch, and the sight of our ten perfect children with me as I left the sea.
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