
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Whisper on the Waves

The sea was a restless bitch that night, all churned up and spitting foam across the deck of the Saltreaver. I’d been a sailor long enough to know when the ocean was in a mood—waves slapping the hull like they had a grudge, wind howling through the rigging like a drunk bastard singing off-key. It was just past midnight, and the crew was mostly below, snoring off the rum they’d guzzled earlier. Me, I was on watch, leaning against the rail, staring out at the black water stretching endless under a sky smeared with stars.

I was a wiry fucker back then—twenty-eight, skin tanned to leather from years under the sun, arms roped with muscle from hauling lines and wrestling sails. My name’s Kael, not that it mattered much out here. The sea didn’t give a shit about names, only what you could do with your hands and how long you could hold your breath when she decided to drag you under.

It started soft, so faint I thought it was just the wind playing tricks. A sound—like a woman humming, low and throaty, curling through the air. I tilted my head, frowning, trying to pin it down. The Saltreaver creaked, the waves hissed, but there it was again, sharper this time, sliding over the noise like oil on water. My gut tightened. I’d heard stories—old salts spinning yarns about mermaids and their songs, how they’d lure a man to his doom with voices sweeter than a whore’s promise. I’d always laughed it off. Drunken bullshit, I’d figured.

But that hum—it wasn’t human. Too smooth, too deep, like it was coming from the sea itself. I gripped the rail, knuckles whitening, and scanned the water. Nothing but shadows and ripples, the moonlight cutting jagged lines across the surface. The sound grew, weaving through my skull, tugging at something primal. My chest felt heavy, my breath hitching like I’d just hauled a full net aboard. I shook my head, muttering, “Get a grip, Kael, you dumb bastard,” but my eyes stayed locked on the waves.

Then I saw her. Just a flicker at first—a shape breaking the surface, too sleek to be a fish, too curved to be a seal. She was maybe fifty yards out, half-submerged, her head tilted back so the moonlight caught her face. Pale skin, sharp cheekbones, eyes like black glass glinting in the dark. Her hair fanned out around her, long and slick, shimmering green-black like wet kelp. She didn’t move, just floated there, watching me. That hum pulsed louder, sinking into my bones, and I swear my cock twitched before my brain even caught up.

I stood there, frozen, heart hammering against my ribs. She didn’t call out, didn’t wave—just stared, her lips parted slightly, that sound pouring from her throat. It wasn’t words, but it didn’t need to be. It was hunger, raw and unfiltered, promising shit I couldn’t even name yet. My hands flexed on the rail, itching to do something—jump, swim, anything to get closer. But I wasn’t that stupid. Not yet.

The ship rocked under me, and I tore my eyes away, sucking in a ragged breath. When I looked back, she was gone, the water smooth as if she’d never been there. The hum faded, leaving me hard as iron and cursing under my breath. I adjusted myself, gritting my teeth, and spat into the sea. “Fucking hell,” I growled, half to myself, half to whatever she was. I didn’t know it then, but that was the start—the slow burn of her hooking me, reeling me in like a fish too dumb to see the line.


Chapter 2: The Pull Beneath the Surface

The next day dragged on like a hangover after a three-day bender. The sun beat down relentless, turning the deck of the Saltreaver into a frying pan, the air thick with salt and sweat. I went through the motions—hauling lines, scrubbing planks, trading gruff jabs with the crew—but my head wasn’t in it. That hum from the night before lingered, a ghost of a sound rattling around my skull. Every creak of the ship, every splash against the hull, had me twitching, half-expecting to hear it again. My cock hadn’t fully settled either, a dull ache keeping me on edge, like my body knew something my brain was too thick to figure out.

The crew didn’t notice. They were a rough lot—scarred-up bastards with missing teeth and stories twice as ugly. There was Tobin, the bosun, a barrel-chested ox with a laugh like a cannon blast; Skreech, the wiry little shit who climbed the rigging like a monkey; and Old Jorr, the cook, who’d lost an eye to a shark and claimed he’d fucked one once just to spite it. They jawed on about the usual—dice games, whores in the last port, how much rum was left in the hold. I nodded along, grunting when I had to, but my eyes kept drifting to the water.

It was calm today, a flat blue sheet stretching to the horizon, broken only by the occasional ripple of a fish or the shadow of a gull overhead. Too calm, maybe. I leaned on the rail during a break, wiping sweat off my brow with a rag, and let my gaze wander. Nothing. No pale face, no glinting eyes. Just the sea, endless and mocking. I spat into it, half a challenge, half a plea. “Show yourself, you slippery bitch,” I muttered, low enough the wind snatched it away.

Night came slow, the sky bleeding red then bruising purple before the stars punched through. I volunteered for watch again—didn’t trust myself to sleep, not with that hum still clawing at me. The crew shuffled below, their snores rumbling up through the planks, leaving me alone with the dark and the waves. I paced the deck, boots thudding soft, my hands restless. The air was cooler now, sharp with salt, and the ship rocked gentle, a steady sway that should’ve lulled me. It didn’t.

I was mid-step when it hit again—that sound. Stronger this time, a low, throaty pulse that sank straight into my gut. I stopped dead, head snapping toward the port side. There she was, closer now, maybe thirty yards off. The moonlight painted her sharp—those high cheekbones, that slick hair fanning out like ink spilled in water. She floated on her back, arms drifting lazy, her tail breaking the surface in a slow, deliberate flick. Yeah, a tail—long and muscled, scales catching the light in greens and silvers, tapering to a wide, flaring fin. No legs, just that sinuous length, and fuck if it didn’t make my blood run hotter.

Her eyes locked on mine, black and unblinking, and that hum shifted—deeper, insistent, vibrating through my chest like a drumbeat. My mouth went dry, my tongue sticking to the roof, and I felt my cock swell against the rough fabric of my trousers. She rolled onto her side, one arm trailing through the water, and I saw the curve of her torso—smooth, pale skin blending into scales below her hips, her breasts full and high, nipples dark against the moonlight. She didn’t hide it, didn’t play coy. Just floated there, letting me drink her in, that sound pulling at me like a rope around my neck.

I gripped the rail, nails digging into the wood, fighting the urge to vault over and swim to her. My breath came fast, shallow, my chest heaving like I’d run a mile. “What the fuck are you?” I rasped, voice rough as gravel. She didn’t answer—not in words. Her lips parted wider, and the hum turned into a moan, long and low, sliding over me like a hand down my spine. My knees buckled, just for a second, and I caught myself, swearing under my breath.

She moved then, slow and deliberate, cutting through the water toward the ship. My heart slammed against my ribs, every nerve lit up, screaming at me to do something—jump, run, anything. She stopped maybe ten yards out, close enough I could see the faint shimmer of her scales, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath. That moan kept going, weaving through the air, and I felt it in my balls, a tight, pulsing heat that made me grit my teeth. My hands flexed, aching to touch her, to feel that slick skin, those curves, that tail wrapping around me.

I didn’t move. Not yet. But she smiled—sharp, knowing, like she could see the war in my head and knew she’d already won half of it. She sank below the surface, slow, her tail flicking up last, a final tease that left me panting. The sound cut off, sharp as a blade, and I was alone again, hard as a fucking mast and trembling like a green boy. I stumbled back, collapsing against a crate, and ran a shaky hand through my hair. “Holy shit,” I breathed, staring at the empty water. Whatever she was, she wasn’t done with me—and I wasn’t sure I wanted her to be.


Chapter 3: The Siren’s Noose Tightens

The dawn cracked open slow and ugly, a gray smear across the sky that looked like the sea had spat it up in disgust. The Saltreaver lumbered through the swells, her hull groaning under the weight of the wind, sails snapping taut as we carved a path through water that seemed too damn still after the night I’d had. I hadn’t slept a wink—not a chance, not with that mermaid’s hum still clawing its way through my head, a relentless echo that wouldn’t let go. My cock was a traitor, half-hard all night, pulsing with an ache that kept me restless, and my nerves were frayed to threads, twitching at every shadow. The crew hauled themselves up from below as the first light bled through, a ragged bunch of bastards with sleep-crusted eyes and curses already spilling from their mouths. Their boots thudded on the deck, a dull rhythm that matched the pounding in my skull, and I threw myself into the day’s work, desperate to drown out the noise in my head.

I was a wreck, and I fucking knew it. My shirt clung to my back, soaked through with sweat before the sun even hit its stride, the coarse fabric chafing my skin raw. My hair—dark, tangled, too long from months at sea—stuck to my forehead in damp clumps, and I kept raking my hands through it, leaving it wilder each time. My eyes burned, red-rimmed and gritty, the whites shot through with veins from staring at the water too long, waiting for her. I’d always been built for this life—twenty-eight years old, lean and tough, shoulders broad from wrestling sails, arms thick with muscle from hauling nets and lines, legs braced steady even when the deck heaved like a drunk. But now I felt off-balance, like the ship was tilting under me even when it wasn’t, my body buzzing with something I couldn’t shake.

The crew was the usual pack of hard cases, each one uglier than the last. Tobin, the bosun, was a hulking brute, chest like a barrel, arms like tree trunks, his laugh a booming roar that rattled the planks. He’d lost a finger to a snapped line years back and wore the stump like a badge, waving it in your face when he got pissed. Skreech was the opposite—small and wiry, a rat-faced little shit who scurried up the rigging faster than anyone, his hands always moving, picking at knots or his own scabby skin. Then there was Old Jorr, the cook, a grizzled relic with a face like weathered driftwood, one eye gone to a shark he swore he’d killed with his bare hands. He shuffled around the galley, muttering to himself, his good eye glinting with something sharp and knowing. They went about their business—coiling ropes, checking the sails, bitching about the heat—and I moved among them, grunting responses when they spoke, but my mind was elsewhere, tethered to the sea.

The day stretched out, endless and brutal. The sun climbed high, a white-hot bastard that turned the deck into a griddle, the air thick with salt and the sour tang of unwashed bodies. I threw myself into the work harder than I needed to—scrubbing the planks until my hands bled, the rough bristles of the brush tearing at my knuckles, climbing the mast to fiddle with lines that were already tight, hauling buckets of seawater to douse the deck and keep it from cracking. Anything to keep my hands busy, my thoughts from circling back to her. The sea mocked me, lying flat and blue under the glare, not a ripple out of place, like it was daring me to look closer. I did, every chance I got, leaning on the rail during breaks, wiping sweat off my face with a rag that stank of mildew, my eyes raking the water for any sign of her. Nothing. Just the endless stretch of blue, glinting like a knife in the sun.

The crew noticed I was off, naturally. Mid-afternoon, Tobin lumbered over, his shadow falling across me as I wrestled with a tangled net. “What’s eating you, Kael?” he rumbled, clapping a hand on my shoulder hard enough to make my knees buckle. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost—or fucked one and didn’t pay her.” He threw his head back, laughing loud enough to scare off a gull perched on the rigging, his gap-toothed grin splitting his face. I managed a smirk, short and tight, brushing him off with a shrug. “Rough night,” I said, voice clipped, and turned back to the net, yanking at the knots like they’d personally insulted me. He snorted, muttered something about me needing a drink, and stomped off to bellow at Skreech, who’d been caught napping in the shade of a sail.

Old Jorr was harder to shake. I ran into him later by the galley, the air thick with the stench of his cooking—fish stew, slimy and gray, bubbling in a dented pot over a fire that smoked more than it burned. He was stirring it with a wooden spoon, his one good eye fixed on me as I passed, the other socket a puckered scar under his brow. “You’ve got the look, boy,” he said, his voice a low rasp, rough as sand on steel. I froze, halfway past the door, my hand tightening on the frame. “What look?” I shot back, sharper than I meant, my jaw tight. He didn’t flinch, just kept stirring, the spoon scraping the pot’s bottom in a slow, deliberate rhythm. “The sea’s got her claws in you,” he said, matter-of-fact, like he was talking about the weather. “Seen it before, on greener lads than you. She’s singin’, ain’t she? And you’re listenin’.”

I bristled, heat creeping up my neck. “Don’t know what you’re yammering about, old man,” I snapped, turning to go, but his hand shot out, gnarled fingers clamping my arm like a vice. For a half-blind relic, he was strong, his grip digging into my muscle. “She’ll call again,” he said, quieter now, his eye boring into me. “And you’ll go. They always do. Ain’t no fightin’ it once she’s got her hooks in deep.” I yanked free, swearing loud enough to echo off the hull, and stormed off, his words trailing me like a bad smell. They stuck, though, burrowing under my skin, gnawing at me as the day wore on.

By dusk, I was unraveling. The sky turned a sickly orange, the sun sinking slow and fat, bleeding across the water in streaks of fire that looked like spilled guts. The crew gathered on deck, a rough circle of them passing a jug of rum, their voices rising in a shanty—some old tune about a ship lost to a storm, the captain’s widow weeping on the shore. It was a ragged sound, off-key and raw, but it filled the air, bouncing off the sails. I stayed apart, planted at the starboard rail, my hands restless on the wood, my chest tight with a mix of dread and something hotter, something that made my blood hum. The sea was dead calm now, a glassy mirror reflecting the fading light, and it felt wrong—too still, too quiet, like it was holding its breath for what came next.

That’s when it hit. Her hum, soft at first, a whisper threading through the shanty’s drone, so faint I thought I’d imagined it. My head snapped up, every muscle locking tight, my breath catching in my throat. The crew kept singing, oblivious, their voices a dull roar, but I heard it clear as day—that low, throaty pulse, sinking into me like a blade. I scanned the water, heart slamming against my ribs, and there she was, breaking the surface maybe forty yards out, her silhouette sharp against the dying red glow. She floated on her back, slow and lazy, her tail swaying beneath the waves, a faint ripple trailing her. That hair—long, slick, green-black like wet kelp—fanned out around her, catching the last light, and her skin shone wet, pale as moonstone, stark against the dark water.

Her arms drifted at her sides, fingers trailing through the surface, and her breasts rose with each breath, full and high, the dark circles of her nipples standing out like targets in the dusk. She turned her head, and her eyes found mine—black as pitch, endless, pulling me in like a tide I couldn’t fight. That hum grew, sliding up my spine, coiling tight in my gut, and I felt my cock stiffen, straining against the rough weave of my trousers. I gripped the rail, wood groaning under my hands, my nails digging in deep enough to splinter it, fighting the urge to vault over and swim to her. She rolled onto her side, slow as sin, letting me see the sweep of her body—smooth, pale skin blending into scales below her hips, the muscled length of her tail flexing as she moved, green and silver catching the light in flashes.

Her lips parted, and the hum turned into a moan, long and deep, vibrating through me until my teeth ached. My breath came fast, shallow, my chest heaving like I’d been hauling anchor solo. The heat pooled low, my balls tightening, my whole body straining toward her like a dog on a leash. She swam closer—thirty yards, twenty, fifteen—cutting through the water with that tail, sleek and powerful, leaving barely a wake. The crew’s shanty faded to a dull hum in my ears, drowned out by her call, and I didn’t give a shit if they saw me standing there, rigid and panting, one hand white-knuckling the rail, the other twitching at my side.

She stopped just off the hull, so close I could’ve tossed a stone and hit her square. Her head tilted back, throat bared, pale and smooth, and that moan sharpened, piercing me clean through. My knees buckled, just for a heartbeat, and I caught myself, swearing under my breath, my voice a ragged growl. Her eyes never left mine, and she smiled—sharp, wicked, lips curling to show a flash of teeth, too pointed to be human, too perfect to be anything else. She sank lower, water lapping at her chin, then rose just enough to let her breasts break the surface again, glistening wet, the curve of them taunting me, begging to be touched.

That moan kept going, relentless, and I felt it everywhere—in my bones, my blood, my cock throbbing with every note, hard enough to hurt. My hands moved on their own—one sliding down, fumbling at my trousers, gripping myself through the fabric, squeezing hard to ease the pressure. It didn’t fucking help—only made it worse, the ache flaring hot and urgent, a pulse that matched her call. My vision blurred at the edges, my breath hitching, and I bit my lip, tasting blood, trying to anchor myself to something real. She dove then, sudden and smooth, her tail flipping up—a flash of scales, wide fins flaring like a fan before she vanished beneath the black water.

The sound cut off, sharp as a snapped line, leaving me gasping, doubled over the rail, one hand still clutching myself, the other braced on the wood to keep me upright. My heart pounded, a frantic drumbeat, my skin slick with sweat, my shirt sticking to me like a second skin. I could barely stand, legs trembling, chest burning as I sucked in air. The crew’s shanty rolled on behind me, rough and loud, but I didn’t care—they hadn’t seen, hadn’t heard, didn’t know. I straightened, slow, dragging a hand across my face, my palm coming away wet with sweat and salt. My trousers were tight, damp with more than just sweat, and I cursed, long and vicious, spitting into the sea.

“You’re gonna kill me, aren’t you?” I muttered to the empty water, half a threat, half a plea, my voice hoarse. The sea stayed silent, but I felt her out there, lurking, waiting. My body was a live wire, every nerve lit up, every muscle coiled tight. I stumbled back, collapsing against a crate, my head tipping back to stare at the stars punching through the dark. She’d marked me, branded me with that call, and I knew it wasn’t over—not by a damn long shot. Next time, I wasn’t sure I’d stay on the ship, wasn’t sure I’d want to. The thought scared me as much as it set me on fire, and I sat there, panting, wondering how deep she’d drag me before I stopped fighting it.


Chapter 4: The Descent into the Deep

The night after that last sighting clung to me like damp rot, thick and suffocating, the air heavy with salt and the promise of something breaking. The Saltreaver rocked steady through the dark, her timbers creaking a low, mournful tune that blended with the slap of waves against her hull. The crew was below, sprawled out in their hammocks, snoring through the rum-soaked haze of another day done. I should’ve been with them, dead to the world, but sleep was a stranger now—chased off by that mermaid’s hum, her black eyes, the way she’d left me trembling and hard against the rail. I was on watch again, volunteered for it like a fool, my boots pacing the deck in a restless rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest.

I was a goddamn wreck, and I felt every inch of it. My shirt hung off me, soaked through with sweat, the coarse weave chafing my skin raw where it stuck to my back and chest. My hair—dark, tangled, too long from months at sea—clung to my forehead in damp, salty strands, and I kept raking my hands through it, leaving it a wild mess that caught the wind. My eyes burned, bloodshot and gritty, the whites veined red from staring at the water too long, waiting for her to show. I’d always been built for this life—twenty-eight, lean and tough, shoulders broad from wrestling sails, arms thick with muscle from hauling nets and lines, legs braced steady even when the deck pitched like a drunk. But now I was unraveling, my body buzzing with a heat I couldn’t shake, my cock half-hard all day, an ache that wouldn’t quit no matter how hard I worked to burn it off.

The crew had been on me all day, their rough voices cutting through the haze. Tobin, the bosun, had lumbered up mid-morning, his bulk casting a shadow as I scrubbed the deck, hands bleeding into the brush. “You’re twitchin’ like a fish on a hook, Kael,” he’d rumbled, clapping a meaty paw on my shoulder hard enough to make my knees buckle. “What’s got you? Ghost ship? Siren’s tits?” He’d roared at that, his gap-toothed grin splitting his face, and I’d forced a laugh, short and sharp, brushing him off with a grunt. “Bad dreams,” I’d muttered, turning back to the planks, scrubbing harder until the wood gleamed and my knuckles were raw. He’d snorted, muttered something about me needing a woman, and stomped off to yell at Skreech, who’d been caught napping again, curled up like a rat in the shade.

Old Jorr had been worse, cornering me by the galley as the sun climbed, the air thick with the stench of his fish stew—gray, slimy, bubbling in a pot that looked older than he was. He’d stirred it slow, his one good eye pinning me like a harpoon, the other socket a puckered scar under his brow. “She’s got you, boy,” he’d rasped, voice like rust on a blade, and I’d frozen, hand tight on the doorframe. “What’re you on about?” I’d snapped, sharper than I meant, my jaw clenched. He hadn’t flinched, just kept stirring, the spoon scraping in a deliberate rhythm. “The sea’s singin’ to you, ain’t she? Seen it before—lads with that look, all hollowed out and hungry. She’ll call again, and you’ll go.” I’d bristled, heat flaring up my neck. “You’re full of shit, old man,” I’d growled, yanking free when he grabbed my arm, his grip digging into my muscle. “They always go,” he’d called after me, low and certain, and I’d stormed off, his words sticking like tar, burrowing deep.

Now, alone on deck, I felt them festering. The sky was a bruise of purple and black, stars punching through like pinpricks, the moon a thin sliver casting weak light across the water. The sea was calm, too calm, a flat black mirror that reflected nothing but my own ragged shape leaning on the rail. My hands twitched, restless, my chest tight with a mix of dread and something hotter, something that made my blood hum and my skin prickle. I paced, boots thudding soft, my breath coming in short, sharp bursts. Every sound had me jumping—the creak of the rigging, the splash of a fish, the low groan of the wind through the sails. I was waiting, and I hated myself for it, hated how bad I wanted her to show again.

It started soft, that hum, sneaking up through the quiet like a whisper meant just for me. My head snapped up, every muscle locking tight, my breath catching in my throat. It was her—no mistaking it—that low, throaty pulse sinking into my gut, spreading heat through me like a slow fire. I scanned the water, heart slamming against my ribs, and there she was, breaking the surface maybe thirty yards out, her silhouette sharp against the moon’s faint glow. She floated on her back, slow and deliberate, her tail swaying beneath the waves, a faint ripple trailing her. That hair—long, slick, green-black like wet kelp—fanned out around her, shimmering in the dark, and her skin gleamed wet, pale as bone, stark against the black water.

Her arms drifted at her sides, fingers trailing through the surface, and her breasts rose with each breath, full and firm, the dark peaks of her nipples standing out like beacons. She turned her head, and her eyes found mine—black as the deep, endless, pulling me in like a riptide I couldn’t fight. That hum grew, sliding up my spine, coiling tight in my balls, and I felt my cock stiffen fully now, straining hard against my trousers, the fabric rough against the sensitive head. I gripped the rail, wood creaking under my hands, my nails digging in deep enough to splinter it, fighting the urge to vault over and swim to her. She rolled onto her side, slow as sin, letting me see the sweep of her body—smooth, pale skin blending into scales below her hips, the muscled length of her tail flexing as she moved, green and silver catching the light in flashes.

Her lips parted, and the hum turned into a moan, long and deep, vibrating through me until my teeth ached. My breath came fast, shallow, my chest heaving like I’d been running, the heat pooling low, my balls tightening, my whole body straining toward her. She swam closer—twenty yards, fifteen, ten—cutting through the water with that tail, sleek and powerful, leaving barely a wake. I didn’t care if the crew heard me now, didn’t care if they woke and saw me standing there, rigid and panting, one hand white-knuckling the rail, the other fumbling at my trousers, squeezing myself through the cloth to ease the pressure. It didn’t help—only made it worse, the ache flaring hot and urgent, a pulse that matched her call.

She stopped just off the hull, so close I could’ve jumped and landed on her. Her head tilted back, throat bared, pale and smooth, and that moan sharpened, piercing me clean through. My knees buckled, and I caught myself, swearing under my breath, my voice a ragged growl. Her eyes locked on mine, and she smiled—sharp, wicked, lips curling to show a flash of pointed teeth, too perfect to be human. She sank lower, water lapping at her chin, then rose just enough to let her breasts break the surface again, glistening wet, the curve of them taunting me, the nipples hard and dark against her pale flesh.

That moan kept going, relentless, and I felt it everywhere—in my bones, my blood, my cock throbbing with every note, hard enough to hurt, the tip leaking now, dampening the front of my trousers. I couldn’t fight it anymore. I let go of the rail, both hands moving to my waist, fumbling with the laces, yanking them open. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the cool night air hitting it like a shock, but it didn’t soften—only pulsed harder as her moan sank deeper. I gripped it, rough and desperate, my calloused hand sliding along the shaft, thumb brushing the slick head, and I groaned, low and guttural, my hips jerking forward.

She moved then, sudden and smooth, surging up out of the water, her hands gripping the hull just below me. Her tail flexed, holding her there, scales glinting as water streamed off her. She was close now—too close—her face inches from mine, those black eyes boring into me, her breath hot and briny against my skin. Her moan turned into a hiss, and she lunged, her hands—clawed, webbed—grabbing my thighs, pulling me half over the rail. I didn’t resist, couldn’t, my body hers now. Her tail lashed, wrapping around my legs, the scales cool and slick against my skin, coiling tight as she dragged me down.

I hit the water, cold and sharp, but her body was on me before I could sink, her tail pinning my legs, her hands tearing at my shirt, ripping it off in strips. Her skin was smooth, wet, pressing against my chest, her breasts sliding over me, nipples grazing my flesh. I grabbed her, hands sinking into her hair, pulling her mouth to mine. Her lips were soft, salty, her tongue darting out, long and forked, curling against mine in a kiss that was all hunger. My cock pressed against her scales, the texture rough and perfect, and I thrust, desperate, grinding into her.

She broke the kiss, her claws raking my chest, drawing thin lines of blood, and I hissed, the pain mixing with the heat. Her tail shifted, parting at the base, revealing a slit—wet, warm, pulsing—where her scales met flesh. She guided me there, her hands on my hips, and I thrust in, hard and deep, the tight heat of her enveloping me. She moaned again, louder, the sound vibrating through her body, through mine, and I fucked her, relentless, my hands gripping her waist, her tail thrashing against my legs, holding me under the water.

Her insides were slick, muscled, clenching around me with every thrust, pulling me deeper, and I felt her shudder, her claws digging into my back. My balls tightened, the pressure building, and I drove into her harder, faster, the water churning around us. She arched, her head thrown back, her moan rising to a scream, and I came, hot and violent, spilling into her, my body shaking as she clenched around me, milking every drop. I gasped, lungs burning, and she dragged me up, breaking the surface, her tail still wrapped around me as I sucked in air.

We floated there, tangled, my chest heaving, her eyes glinting in the dark. She smiled again, sharp and sated, and slipped free, her tail unwinding slow, leaving me drifting. I swam back to the ship, weak and trembling, hauling myself up the hull, collapsing on the deck. My trousers were gone, my shirt in tatters, my body marked with her claws, but I didn’t care. She’d taken me, and I’d gone willing, and as I lay there, panting, I knew I’d hear her call again—and I’d answer every fucking time.


Chapter 5: The Night of Unrelenting Union

The sea swallowed me whole that night, a black, endless maw that churned around us as she claimed me, her presence a force as undeniable as the tide. I’d barely caught my breath from that first frenzied coupling, sprawled naked and trembling on the Saltreaver’s deck, when her hum rose again—low, insistent, threading through the dark like a line cast straight into my soul. My body responded before my mind could catch up, cock twitching, hardening again despite the exhaustion, the salt-stung scratches on my chest and back flaring hot. I rolled to my knees, peering over the rail, and there she was—floating just off the hull, her slick form glinting in the moonlight, eyes black and hungry, calling me back.

I didn’t hesitate this time. I vaulted the rail, diving into the cold water, the shock of it biting my skin as I swam toward her. She met me halfway, her tail slicing through the waves, hands—clawed, webbed—grabbing my shoulders, pulling me under. The sea closed over my head, bubbles streaming from my nose, but she held me tight, her body pressed to mine, her scales cool and smooth against my thighs. Her tail coiled around my legs, locking me in place, and I felt her heat again—that pulsing slit at the base of her tail, already wet, already open, drawing me in like a magnet.

She guided me there, her claws digging into my hips, and I thrust into her, hard and deep, the tight, muscled warmth of her enveloping my cock in a grip that made my eyes roll back. Her insides were a marvel—slick with a briny fluid, walls rippling with bands of muscle that clenched and released in rhythmic waves, massaging my shaft from root to tip. I groaned, the sound lost in a burst of bubbles, my hands sinking into her hair, fingers tangling in the slick strands as I pulled her closer. Her lips found mine, soft and yielding, her tongue—long, forked, impossibly agile—darting into my mouth, curling around mine, tasting of salt and something sweeter, wilder.

I fucked her slow at first, savoring every inch—my cock sliding in to the hilt, the flared head scraping against her textured walls, then pulling back, her muscles sucking at me, reluctant to let go. Her tail flexed, tightening around my legs, the scales rasping my skin, a delicious friction that sent jolts up my spine. Her breasts pressed against my chest, full and firm, nipples hard as pebbles grazing my flesh, and I broke the kiss, dipping my head to take one in my mouth. I sucked hard, tongue flicking over the dark peak, teeth grazing just enough to make her shudder, her moan vibrating through the water, through me, straight to my balls.

She shifted, rolling us in the depths, her tail propelling us in a slow spin as she took control. Her hands slid down my back, claws raking thin, stinging lines, and she thrust against me, meeting my rhythm, her slit clenching tighter, hotter, the pressure building fast. I gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh above her scales, and pounded into her, water swirling around us, my cock throbbing with every stroke. Her walls pulsed, a steady beat that milked me, and I felt the first wave hit—her body seizing, her moan rising to a keening wail, her slit spasming around me as she came, the contractions so strong they nearly pulled me over the edge.

I held on, gritting my teeth, wanting more, and she didn’t stop. She flipped me onto my back—impossible in the water, but her tail made it so—pinning me against the sea’s embrace, her hands on my chest, claws pricking my skin. She rode me then, her tail flexing to lift her, then slamming her down, impaling herself on my cock with a force that made my vision blur. Her slit stretched around me, the lips of it—soft, fleshy, edged with fine scales—gripping my base, sliding up and down my shaft as she moved. I watched, mesmerized, as my cock disappeared into her, the pale skin of my groin stark against her shimmering scales, the heat of her searing me even through the cold water.

Her breasts bounced with each thrust, water streaming off them, and I reached up, cupping them, thumbs rolling her nipples, pinching until she hissed, her eyes narrowing to slits. Her tail loosened just enough to let me move, and I sat up, wrapping my arms around her, thrusting upward to meet her descent. Our bodies slapped together, the sound muffled by the sea, my cock driving deep, hitting a spot inside her that made her arch, her head thrown back, hair fanning out like a dark halo. Her slit pulsed again, another orgasm ripping through her, and this time I followed, my balls tightening, my cock jerking as I came, thick spurts flooding her, mixing with her own slickness, the heat of it overwhelming.

She didn’t let me rest. As I gasped, lungs burning, she dragged me to the surface, her tail keeping us afloat, and spun me around, pressing my back to her chest. Her hands roamed my body—one sliding down to grip my cock, still hard, slick with our combined release, the other clawing my thigh, spreading me open. Her tail slipped between my legs, the tip—wide, finned—brushing my balls, then higher, probing at my ass. I tensed, but she hummed, soothing and commanding, and I relaxed, letting her in. The fin pressed, slick and firm, stretching me slow, the sensation sharp and strange, then blooming into pleasure as she worked it deeper, rocking it in time with her hand stroking my cock.

I groaned, head falling back against her shoulder, and she kissed my neck, teeth grazing, tongue lapping at the salt on my skin. Her hand pumped me, rough and fast, fingers tightening around the head, thumb smearing the bead of precum that welled up. Her tail fucked me in sync, the fin flexing inside, pressing against nerves I didn’t know I had, and I bucked, trapped between her hand and her tail, the dual assault shredding my control. She came again, her slit—still pressed to my hip—spasming, soaking me with her release, and I lost it, shouting as I came, my cock pulsing in her grip, ropes of cum arcing into the water, my ass clenching around her fin.

We sank back under, tangled and relentless, and she flipped me again, face-to-face, her legs—her tail splitting now, parting into two muscled lengths—wrapping around my waist. She guided me back into her slit, still dripping, still hungry, and I thrust, slow and deep, her walls fluttering around me, tender from the night’s excess. Her claws dug into my shoulders, her tongue in my mouth, and we moved together, a steady, grinding rhythm, water swirling, our bodies locked in a dance that lasted hours. I came again, softer this time, a slow spill that left me trembling, and she held me through it, her own release a quiet shudder, her moan a whisper against my lips.

By dawn, we surfaced, exhausted, sated, my body marked—scratches crisscrossing my chest, thighs bruised from her tail, cock raw and spent. She kissed me once, slow and possessive, then slipped away, her tail flicking a final caress as she vanished into the deep. I swam back, hauling myself onto the deck, collapsing naked and dripping, the first light painting me gold. The crew would wake soon, but I didn’t care. She’d taken me all night, fucked me senseless, and as I lay there, chest heaving, I knew I’d dive in again the moment she called. The sea owned me now, and I was hers—body, soul, and every aching inch.


Chapter 6: The Frenzy of the Deep

The dawn barely kissed the horizon, a faint blush of gold bleeding into the black, when her hum hit me again—sharper this time, a jagged edge to it that sliced through the haze of exhaustion. I was still sprawled on the Saltreaver’s deck, naked, skin raw from the night’s marathon with her, my cock limp and aching, chest heaving with shallow breaths. The scratches she’d left on my torso stung with salt, my thighs bruised purple where her tail had gripped me, but that sound—fuck, it lit me up like a torch, my body snapping to attention despite the wear. I rolled to my knees, peering over the rail, and saw her, floating just off the hull, her green-black hair slick and shimmering, eyes glinting like obsidian. But she wasn’t alone.

Two more broke the surface beside her—mermaids, sleek and wild, their forms cutting through the water like blades. One had hair like molten copper, cascading in wet coils over her shoulders, her scales a burnished bronze that flared in the dawn light, tail long and whip-thin, fins jagged at the edges. The other was darker, skin a deep gray-blue, hair short and spiky, black as ink, her tail broader, muscled, shimmering with iridescent purples and blues, fins wide and serrated. Their eyes locked on me, black and fathomless, and their hums joined hers—a chorus of low, throaty pulses that sank into my bones, my cock twitching, hardening fast, the ache flaring into a desperate, primal need.

I didn’t think. I vaulted the rail, diving into the cold sea, the shock of it biting my skin as I swam toward them. They surged to meet me, a tangle of tails and claws, dragging me under before I could catch my breath. The first—my first—grabbed my face, her lips crashing into mine, tongue—forked, slick—plunging deep, tasting me with a hunger that made my head spin. Her tail coiled around my legs, scales rasping my thighs, pinning me as the copper-haired one slid behind me, her hands—clawed, webbed—raking down my back, drawing fresh lines of blood. The dark one circled, her tail brushing my hips, fins grazing my cock, sending a jolt through me that made me groan into the kiss.

They moved as one, a chaotic, relentless dance. My first broke away, her hands guiding my cock back to her slit—still wet, still hot from the night, pulsing with need. I thrust in, hard and deep, her walls clamping around me, rippling with muscle, slick with her briny fluid. She moaned, the sound vibrating through the water, through me, and I fucked her, my hips snapping forward, the tight heat of her sucking at my shaft. The copper-haired one pressed against my back, her breasts—full, nipples sharp—sliding over my skin, her tail wrapping around my waist, the tip probing my ass. She pushed in, slow and firm, her finned end stretching me wide, the burn morphing into a dark, throbbing pleasure as she rocked it deep.

The dark one darted in, her hands gripping my shoulders, claws digging in as she straddled my chest, her slit—smaller, tighter—hovering over my face. I grabbed her hips, pulling her down, my tongue plunging into her, tasting salt and musk, her walls quivering as I licked, sucked, fucked her with my mouth. She thrashed, her tail lashing the water, fins cutting my sides, and I felt her come fast, her slit spasming, flooding my tongue with her release. My first clenched around my cock, her orgasm hitting hard, her moan a scream that shook the sea, and I thrust deeper, riding her through it, my balls tightening.

The copper-haired one fucked me harder, her tail pumping in my ass, the fin flexing against nerves that made my vision white out, and I came, roaring bubbles, my cock pulsing inside my first, spilling thick and hot, her walls milking me dry. But they weren’t done. The dark one slid down, her slit replacing my first’s, tighter, hotter, gripping my still-hard cock like a vice as she rode me, her tail coiling around my arm, pinning it. My first moved to my face, her slit dripping as she pressed it to my mouth, and I ate her out, tongue plunging deep, teeth grazing the fleshy lips, her moans blending with the others’.

The copper-haired one shifted, her tail pulling out, replaced by her slit as she straddled my hips from behind, impaling herself on my cock alongside the dark one. They stretched me, their slits rubbing together, my shaft buried in a slick, pulsing vise of heat, and I bucked, fucking them both, the friction insane, their tails thrashing, wrapping me in a cage of scales and fins. My first came again, soaking my face, her claws raking my scalp, and I sucked harder, tongue flicking her sensitive core, drawing out every shudder.

The water churned, a maelstrom of limbs and tails, their hums rising to a fevered pitch. The dark one leaned forward, her tongue—longer, thinner—darting into my mouth, coiling around mine, while the copper-haired one clawed my chest, her slit clenching as she came, triggering the dark one, their spasms syncing, squeezing my cock until I erupted again, a violent, wrenching release that left me shaking, cum mixing with their fluids, clouding the water. They didn’t stop—flipped me, spun me, took turns, their slits trading places, their tails probing every inch of me.

One rode my face, another my cock, the third my ass, then switched—copper hair on my tongue, dark scales on my shaft, my first’s fin deep inside, rocking me to another peak. Hours bled together, the sea a blur of sensation: their claws tearing my skin, their slits gripping, pulsing, their tails fucking me in ways I couldn’t fathom. I came again and again, each time harder, rawer, my body a furnace, my cock a steel rod they wouldn’t let soften, their hums driving me past exhaustion into madness.

By the time the sky lightened, I was a wreck—skin shredded, cock swollen and tender, ass bruised, lungs burning as they dragged me to the surface. They swarmed me one last time, a frenzied pile—my first’s slit on my cock, copper hair’s on my face, dark one’s tail in my ass—fucking me senseless, their orgasms crashing like waves, pulling one final, ragged release from me, my scream lost in the water. They released me then, tails flicking as they vanished into the deep, leaving me floating, spent, a tangle of flesh and salt.

I hauled myself back to the ship, collapsing on the deck, naked and bleeding, the dawn painting me red. The crew would wake soon, find me like this—marked, fucked beyond reason—but I didn’t care. Three mermaids had taken me, turned the night into a fevered orgy of scales and claws, and as I lay there, panting, I knew they’d call again. I’d dive in, every damn time, lost to their wild, insatiable deep.


Chapter 7: The Final Claim of the Abyss

The sun was a faint smear on the horizon, barely clawing its way up from the sea’s grip, when the hum hit me one last time. It was different now—lower, slower, a guttural thrum that sank into my marrow and dragged me back from the edge of collapse. I’d been lying on the Saltreaver’s deck since the trio of mermaids had left me, a broken heap of flesh and salt, my body a map of their frenzy—chest crisscrossed with claw marks, thighs bruised black and purple from their tails, cock raw and swollen, skin stinging with the bite of seawater on fresh wounds. I was naked, shivering despite the dawn’s creeping warmth, my breath ragged, my muscles trembling from the night’s relentless mating. The crew still slept below, oblivious to the chaos I’d drowned in, their snores a dull rumble through the planks. I should’ve been dead to the world, spent beyond reason, but that sound—fuck, it was a summons I couldn’t ignore.

I rolled to my side, groaning as every joint protested, and peered over the rail. There they were—all three, floating just off the hull, their forms cutting sharp silhouettes against the pale light. My first—the one who’d started it all—led them, her green-black hair slick and fanning out like ink, her pale skin gleaming wet, tail swaying slow, scales glinting green and silver. Beside her, the copper-haired one, her bronze scales catching the dawn in fiery flashes, her whip-thin tail flexing, fins jagged and restless. The dark one flanked her, gray-blue skin stark against the water, short black hair spiked, her broad tail shimmering with purples and blues, fins wide and serrated. Their eyes—black, endless—locked on me, and their hums wove together, a chorus of primal need that hit me like a fist, my cock twitching, hardening despite the ache, my blood roaring back to life.

I didn’t have the strength to jump this time, but I didn’t need to. They surged forward, tails slicing the water, and climbed the hull—claws digging into the wood, scales rasping as they hauled themselves aboard. The deck creaked under their weight, water streaming off them, pooling around me as they surrounded me, a ring of slick, muscled bodies and hungry eyes. My first knelt before me, her hands—clawed, webbed—grabbing my face, pulling me into a kiss that was all teeth and tongue, her forked length plunging deep, curling around mine, tasting the salt and blood on my lips. The copper-haired one slid behind me, her tail wrapping my waist, her breasts—full, nipples hard—pressing into my back, claws raking my shoulders. The dark one straddled my thighs, her broad tail coiling around my legs, fins brushing my cock, sending a jolt through me that made me gasp into the kiss.

They didn’t waste time. My first broke away, her hands sliding down my chest, claws tracing the scratches she’d already left, drawing fresh beads of blood as she gripped my hips. She shifted, her tail parting at the base, revealing that slit—wet, warm, pulsing with need—and guided me in, slow and deliberate, her walls stretching around my cock, slick with her briny fluid, clamping tight as I sank to the hilt. I groaned, head falling back, the heat of her enveloping me, her muscles rippling in waves that massaged my shaft from root to tip, the flared head scraping against her textured insides. She rocked against me, slow at first, her tail flexing to lift her, then slamming her down, impaling herself with a force that made my vision blur.

The copper-haired one moved in sync, her hands roaming my chest, thumbs rolling my nipples, pinching until I hissed, her tail tightening around my waist, the tip—finned, firm—probing my ass again. She pushed in, stretching me wide, the burn sharp and immediate, then melting into a deep, throbbing pleasure as she worked it deeper, rocking it in time with my first’s thrusts. Her slit pressed against my lower back, wet and hot, rubbing against me as she moved, her moans a low counterpoint to the hum, her claws digging into my sides, anchoring her as she fucked me from behind.

The dark one leaned in, her hands gripping my shoulders, claws sinking into my flesh as she straddled my chest, her slit—smaller, tighter—hovering over my face. I grabbed her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh above her scales, and pulled her down, my tongue plunging into her, tasting the sharp musk of her, her walls quivering as I licked, sucked, fucked her with my mouth. She thrashed, her tail lashing the deck, fins cutting shallow grooves in the wood, and I felt her come fast, her slit spasming, flooding my tongue with her release, a briny sweetness that made me groan against her. I sucked harder, tongue flicking her sensitive core, drawing out every shudder, her claws raking my scalp as she rode my face.

My first picked up her pace, her slit clenching around my cock, her moans rising, vibrating through her body, through me, straight to my balls. She leaned forward, her breasts brushing my chest, nipples grazing my skin, and I grabbed one, sucking hard, teeth grazing the dark peak, rolling it with my tongue until she shuddered, her walls pulsing with another orgasm, the contractions so strong they nearly pulled me over the edge. I held on, gritting my teeth, thrusting up to meet her, my cock throbbing, the slick heat of her sucking at me with every stroke. The copper-haired one matched her, her tail pumping in my ass, the fin flexing against nerves that made my spine arch, my breath hitching, the dual assault shredding my control.

They flipped me then, a coordinated move that left me dizzy—my first sliding beneath me, her slit still gripping my cock as I landed on my back, her tail coiling around my legs to hold me. The copper-haired one straddled my hips from above, her slit joining my first’s, stretching over my shaft alongside her, the two of them rubbing together, a slick, pulsing vise of heat that made me shout, my hips bucking up, fucking them both. The dark one moved to my face, her slit pressing to my mouth again, and I ate her out, tongue plunging deep, teeth grazing the fleshy lips, her moans blending with the others’ as I worked her, my hands gripping her thighs, pulling her closer.

The deck was a mess—water pooling, wood groaning under our weight, their tails thrashing, scales glinting as they moved. My first’s hands roamed my chest, claws tracing my ribs, while the copper-haired one clawed my thighs, her tail slipping out of my ass only to probe again, deeper, the fin rocking against my core. The dark one leaned forward, her tongue—longer, thinner—darting into my mouth as I licked her, coiling around mine, a wet, wild kiss that broke only when she came again, soaking my face, her slit spasming against my lips. I sucked her through it, relentless, my cock driving into the other two, the friction insane, their slits clenching, pulsing, their fluids mixing with my precum, dripping down my thighs.

They shifted again—my first rolling me onto my side, her slit still impaled on my cock, the copper-haired one sliding behind, her tail splitting now, parting into two muscled lengths that wrapped my waist, her slit taking my ass instead, stretching me wider, the heat of her searing me. The dark one straddled my chest, her tail coiling around my arm, pinning it as she pressed her slit to my mouth, riding my tongue, her claws digging into my shoulders. I fucked them all—cock in my first, ass filled by the copper-haired one, tongue in the dark one—my body a conduit for their hunger, their hums rising to a fevered pitch that shook the air, the deck, my bones.

Hours bled together, the sun climbing slow, painting us gold as we mated, a tangle of flesh and scales. My first came again, her slit spasming, pulling a ragged release from me, my cock pulsing inside her, spilling thick and hot, her walls milking me dry. The copper-haired one followed, her slit clenching around my ass, her tail flexing inside me, triggering another wave, my body shaking as I came again, a dry, wrenching orgasm that left me gasping. The dark one finished on my tongue, her release flooding my mouth, and I swallowed, sucking her clean, her claws raking my chest as she shuddered.

They didn’t stop—spun me, took turns, their slits trading places, their tails probing every inch. My first rode my face, copper hair on my cock, dark one in my ass, then switched—dark scales on my tongue, my first’s slit on my shaft, copper hair’s tail deep inside, rocking me to another peak. I lost count of the orgasms, each one harder, rawer, my cock a steel rod they wouldn’t let soften, their hums driving me past exhaustion into a trance. The deck was slick with water and fluids, their scales leaving trails, my skin shredded, blood mixing with sweat and cum.

By midday, they slowed, sated at last, their hums fading to a soft murmur. My first kissed me, slow and possessive, her tongue lingering, tasting the mess of us. The copper-haired one clawed my chest one last time, her tail unwinding, her slit brushing my hip as she slid off. The dark one nipped my neck, her fins grazing my thighs, then slipped away, her tail flicking a final caress. They dove back into the sea, vanishing into the deep, leaving me sprawled on the deck—naked, bleeding, cock tender and spent, body marked beyond recognition.

I lay there, chest heaving, the sun beating down, the crew’s snores still rumbling below. They’d wake soon, find me like this—fucked to ruin by three mermaids, claimed in a night and day of insane, relentless mating—but I didn’t care. They’d taken me, owned me, dragged me into their abyss, and as I stared at the sky, panting, I knew it was over. No more calls, no more summons—their hunger was spent, and so was I. The sea had had its fill, and I was left a shell, alive but forever theirs, etched with the memory of their wild passion.
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