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Having survived fierce tides, the crew of
 Haste
 continue toward the island of legend. Captain Anne and her first mate Marie must pass through the deadly territories of the Siren in The Sea of Lust volume two, Song of the Deep. Will our heroines be able to resist their desire, and escape the power of the enchantress’ spell?







Tags: Siren, hypnosis, erotica, lesbian, harpy, sailor, pirate, fantasy, adventure, orgy, magic, enchantress, hypno sex







Word Count: 4500














[image: ]







“Just keep your eyes ahead!” Anne whispered harshly to the grumbling pirates, who all huddled at one end of the tiny shallop. There was room enough for them, but the captain and her first mate Maria had seized control of the back half of the ship for their activity.



Anne was reclined at the stern, her legs spread and rested on the backmost benches as Maria kissed her thighs with stifled giggles.



“If anyone turns and looks, I will throw them to the see,” Anne promised aggressively, before sweetening her tone as her attention fell to Maria again. “Go on,” she encouraged, reaching out to take hold of the curly locks of the blonde first mate, and guide her in.



As the vessel drifted through the still waters and fog, Maria licked Anne’s sex, eating her out to the backs of the crew. They had afforded the two this privacy, as the small shallop prevented anything more discrete, and Anne could not focus without some manner of carnal relief.



Maria was a sweet thing to her; she was a true loyalist. And her soft blue eyes, tousled golden hair, and dark but spare freckles appeased the captains sensibilities of home, and the common look of familiar folk. She was tough, too, and not particularly shy. Still, she knew there was more to Anne’s sudden sexual request.



Anne swept her black locks over a shoulder and leaned back as comfortably as she was able, although she did not go so far as to risk slipping off the hind of the boat. Her mind was, in secret, preoccupied by the images of someone else. The mermaid, who had shared with her sweet tenderness and momentarily drawn her away from her quest, now consumed her thoughts and desires, and weighed against her as she carried on toward her goal. Alas, she could not go back.



But the sweetness of her companion was a cool comfort on the see, and it was not in jest or irony that she made the request to be pleasured, even as the crew rowed hurriedly onward into the unknown.



The first mate let her tongue drag up against Anne’s lower lips, repeatedly licking along their length as she returned warmth to where had been exposed, and distracted Anne, as best as she was able, from these horrid circumstances. She leaned in with delight to kiss the other openly below, and suck and slurp as she pleasured her. The stirred waters could only overly the sounds the captain produced, as her pleasured cries carried over the still surface of the water, into foggy planes of sea unseen.



“Perhaps this is not how I envisioned our first time” Anne confessed to the woman serving her, gently scratching at her head with the nails of her fingers, and shifting a thigh against her cheek.



Maria drew away with a cheeky grin, spittle and fluid from Anne’s sex wet her chin and strands of it connected her lips. “Aye, me neither, but we might be right short on time,” Maria said, casting a glance behind herself at the crew and the wall of white before them. “We might not have got another chance.”



“Aye, Maria. It is not my way to mix up romance in such a thing, but our story would be incomplete if we did not.”



The first-mate returned to her oral service, working her tongue into the captain’s slit as though she experienced the sense of urgency described, and wanted now to cherish this special moment between them. Only then could she immerse in the work.



Anne unbuckled her coat-jacket from the neck to the naval, and moved aside the heavy cloth to show Maria her breast. She began to rub at it with a finger, and stimulate herself as she observed the other woman’s eyes directed upon her.



The crew were willing to tolerate this sort of distraction, as all were quite convinced that Anne had some true sense of what she was doing. Her return to them, stranded upon the rocks, had been a sight to elevate her from misguided youth to true fated captain. The sea forgave little, and spat up few who were swallowed in such a way. Still, one dared to speak when she needed to. “More rocks ahead,” she declared, coaxing an annoyed grown out of Anne.


“So then sail by them, the water is calm,” she replied harshly, displeased to have been distracted from her joy. The rocky crags that jutted from the water on either side of the side seemed to narrow as they made way.



“We must be getting close,” another pirate said, her voice uneasy, as though she was attempting to disperse the awkward air.



“Hush!” Anne raised her voice. “
 I’m
 getting close,” she corrected, determined to make this happen. The tension she felt welling inside of her was enormous, as though she had not been pleasured in ages.



Maria stifled a giggle and encircled Anne’s clit with her lips, slicking on it and often opening her mouth wide to drag the softness of her lower lip against Anne’s petals, as though to draw pleasure up into her focus.



Huffing heavily, Anna felt the first pulsations of the orgasm washing over her. The sharp sensation of pleasure was momentarily overwhelming, as she grunted and squealed, an energy washing over her body and mind. Then came release, and her legs trembled as euphoria floated through her, and she was left tender to the others kiss.



Maria continued to lick gently for a time, and then, with a grin, used her teeth to drag Anne’s panties back in place, although she required a bit of help from the other for it. “Did that do you right?” Maria asked, although Anne’s gasping wordless state was answer enough. “On the island… there will be somewhere we can rest,” Maria supposed, and Anne nodded gently to her, and then aided her in getting back to her seat.


“Can we look now?” One of the ex-pirates asked, inciting a chuckle from the others.



“What’s there to look at?” Anne huffed aggressively. The crew began to assume their proper seats, now that the extra space was not needed. For the most part, they knew better than to continue to pester the captain, or tease her over this. She was known to bite if she’d already barked.



Then, deep from the fog ahead, a soft humming sound presented itself. It was so soft, that for a moment, the sailors looked to each other as to find the source, and then stared confoundedly forward again. It was music, distant and subtle, which somehow pierced the fog to sound so sweetly upon them.



“Someone in the water? Or singing from the islands?” Maria inquired allowed, seeing that the others could hear the sound as well.



Anna narrowed her eyes and stared into the fog, although little was revealed. As the ship drifted forward another few yards, the sound began to transform from a soft humming, to a more clearly cut song, from a single voice. Euphoria came with it, as it was a divine sound such as could not exist in ordinary places of the world.



“Enchanting…” Anne said softly, although the word did not come with joy, but with tense uncertainty.



“It’s so sweet. Who could make such a noise? I’ve got to see,” one sailor said, leaning forward on the bench so as to be the first to lay an eye on the source.



“Crew,” Anna began sternly, raising her voice to gather the attention of those present. “Listen to my order carefully. Find something to plug your ears with from our supplies - anything you can.”



“You two gonna go again and we’re not even allowed to listen?” One of the sailors asked, protesting.



“No!” Anna was red in the face with restrained fury. “This song is dark magic. It is the voice of a siren!”



Maria gasped, and the crew knew to take the threat seriously. They began to scramble amidst their possessions for anything that might drown out the sound, despite how heavenly it was to hear. Some foolishly opted to merely hold their hands over their ears.



Anne strood to the edge of the shallop and stooped down near the water. She took up water in both palms and stuck her hands to the side of her head, working the water into her ears until she felt the world muted.



Still they carried on forward, knowing that there was no way to evade this threat and still make way to the island. Those that turned and fled now would find the current shredding their boat against the rocks, as this place was a natural trial, without tolerance for cowardice.



The song rose as the drifted forward, until at last they could see the outline of a large stone ahead, and there the sound seemed to erupt out of a reclined finger. She lay on the rock, relaxed and posed with her belly facing the vessel in the water. She sang out with vivacious energy, and the song pulsated through any makeshift ear protection, and instilled a deep sense of longing.



“Forward!” Anne raised her voice loudly. “Let nothing distract you, row on!” There was a clear way for the vessel beyond that rock where the siren reclined and emitted her magical sound. One among the crew removed her hands from her head to try to stuff her ears instead with a bit of cotton, but halted before placing the piece to her ear, as though unable to commit to drowning the noise once she had a momentary taste. She looked slowly to the source, and then stood, and walked to the edge of the shallop aimlessly, scooting past her fellow sailors with distracted disregard.



Maria rushed to grab her, but the sailor strode to the end of the shallop and fell into the water. She then thrashed in the sea and came up with a grasp, reaching up to grab for Maria’s hands, as the fall had granted her momentary clarity. Even as Maria hoisted her onto the ship, she began to resist the first-mate’s hold, and tried to return to the water again. She slipped from Maria’s hands and began to swim away, now keeping her head above the water.



A piercing screech erupted from the sky above, as a large winged being descended from the clouds. She was humanoid, feathered, and fearsome to behold, with sharp teeth and ancient markings inscribed upon her feathered body. Claws came from her hands and feet and she was clothed in only a loincloth.



As the harpy descended through the mists, three more joined her, and the four of them set upon the ship without regard for the siren’s music, working in cooperation with the enchantress to tear apart the crew.



Anne held her hands to her ears as a harpy landed on the ship beside her, although the water inside had muted the sound well enough for her. She fainted, so that the creature might perceive her as an easy target, and then moved her hand away from her ear to quickly punch the harpy in the face, which concussed her, and allowed for Anne to forcefully kick her off of the boat and into the water.



Two of the harpies then descended upon the crew who had gone overboard, and swooped down at her. Both grabbed her with their claws and lifted the bewitched sailor from the waters, carrying her over to a rock near the siren.



The fourth siren landed upon the ship, and ripped a sailors hands from his ears. He immediately became enthralled, and the harpy hurled him from the ship with disregard. She moved toward one of the rowers who had clogged their ears in a different fashion and tried to rip away the ore from them, but Maria intercepted, and battered the harpy back with her fists until she flew away.



Anne glared with dismay as she observed the captured crew-mate upon the rocks. The siren’s spell made her feeble before the harpies, who ripped her clothes off, and mocked her as she mindlessly obeyed them. She was too entranced by the music to resist the creatures, and soon began to serve for their pleasure, caught up in a passion of magic instilled lust. The captain grimace, knowing that these monsters would only toy with their prey for a time. She moved swiftly to Audrey, speaking loudly to get her attention.



“I will go for the enchantress! Defend the crew!” she said, and sprinted to the bow of the ship, and took her hands from her ears again to dive forward into the water.



She held her breath, swimming forward without hesitance. She swam as quickly as she was able and tried to stay away the shock of the cold, focusing on her task. As she neared the stone ahead, where the siren reclined, she felt the power of the music seeping even below the waves. She groaned and resisted the desire for the sound just as she resisted the desire for air, carrying on until she felt the black rock beneath her hands.


Then, Anne put her feet to the rock and placed her hands over her ears again. She leapt out from the water, using her legs and elbows to climb rapidly toward the woman reclined upon the rock. With each step, she could hear the piercing and beautiful song more clearly. It reverberated through her mind and slowed her, until she felt as though her body began to ignore her control, and her hands slipped away from her ears despite her will.



She felt the entirety of her mind captivated by the song, which shuck her mind and shattered any rising thought. She found herself walking toward her, and observing her with wonder and uncertainty. The fear in the back of her mind was repressed to a distant concern, as all that seemed important was the song and the one who produced it. The siren was a brunette woman adorned in fine robes of silken white cloth, unstained and unwetted by the ocean spray, and adorned with gold filigree and lace. A necklace of pearls adorned her cleavage, and she glowed, without blemish, as though ethereal. Anna could envision the magic of the song that escaped her soft lips, each note moving from her mouth as an aura of power and magic. It worked through the captain intensely, massaging every molecule of her form and alleviating the tension of her body and soul. Strong though she was, she could only succumb.



She now gave no mind to the crew behind her, with slowly lost the fight to the harpy swarm. They were seperated and dragged off by their captors, and soon subjected to humiliation as the harpies made thralls of them, and took them for their pleasure. So lost were the crew in the magic that they engaged with each other and the harpies alike, performing the acts of sex without regard for decency or restraint. The magic created among them an orgy without barriers.



Anne’s own euphoria was transforming into an intense lust. Her mind was filled with images of the mermaid in the cavern, Sona, who had captivated her passions even as Maria pleasured her earlier. Anne had thought much of this encounter with the magical woman of the sea, and now she beheld the siren with a delusional perception of desire, wherein she imagined that the siren, too, would be a comfort on the long journey, and a fond memory thereafter.



She strode nearer, and tried to speak, although she found the words coming from her mouth slurring and jumbling together, as she could not make any coherent retort or comment. So too did it feel taboo, now, to interrupt the song. The siren would surely not respond to Anne, regardless of what was said, and so the captain said nothing, but stooped forward in such a way that made her interest clear.



Magnificent and lax was the siren, so reclined and at ease. She lifted her leg with gentle disregard, halting Anne’s path as the captain found a foot in her way. She beheld it, and with little inner debate, drifted forward still. Anne’s face pressed against the sole of the siren’s foot, and she began to dote upon it, planting small kisses and breathing deeply of the siren’s immaculate scent. She held the foot in hand and secured a small kiss onto the enchantress’ perfect skin, and soon fell to her knees as she became immersed in the service. It seemed to her to be her ultimate duty, in that moment, to treat the other in exchange for the glorious gift of her voice. Her mind could not sustain any doubt as desire welled up more deeply inside of her with each passing moment.



“Weary soul of the sea,” the Siren sang to her, the words becoming clear through the magic, when all other notes of her song were beyond direct comprehension. Anne felt as though the voice interjected itself into her thoughts, resounding as clearly in her mind as though it were her own voice, momentarily syncing with the song. The words called her down into a deep relaxation, as the Siren seemed to dote on her with such tenderness. “Let us be still,” she cooed, her notes reverberating unnaturally. The Siren moved her foot down from Anne, and beaconed the captain forward. Anne found her hands moving up from the foot to the ankle and then the calves, where they began to massage the enchantress’ thighs, seemingly by their own accord. “So rare is tender company,” she mirthfully hummed, “let us do what we will.”



The song moved with such clarity through Anne’s mind, and she recognized her own deep desire to give in to every word of its truth, and concede herself entirely to a moment of pleasure without any regard for what came after. Her confliction presented itself as its own sort of music, but the Siren’s song swallowed it as she continued to sing. Anne’s hands gently attended to the soft calves of the enchantress, and the smooth texture of the warm skin beneath her touch sent waves of desire through Anne, who could not help but advance with her hands. “Do not worry of a thing,” the Siren softly implored, seeing how Anne’s eyes tried to flee her task, and look to see the state of her crew. “They, just like you,” the Siren begins with a pause and a soft breath of relaxation. “Know of what I sing, and choose as you do.”



Anne realized that that each of the crew had undergone the same mental struggle as she had. They would truly be able to refuse the magic if their will was firmly placed, but without the threat of imminent danger, each had merely relaxed into the strange and unworldly moment, taking in the pleasure of a circumstance beyond their understanding or control. Still, Anne knew not if any could break out of the spell, when these beings grew bored of the game. Her mind could not distance itself from the moment enough to plan.



Her silken robes, likely made damp by the spray of the ocean, were translucent in the faint light, and displayed the Siren’s form, which was pale and without blemish in the way of a woman of the highest class, who had known leisure all her life. She had a softness that was elegant, and a charm that exemplified her simple confidence. The song unwavering, The siren’s expression knowing and wise. Now, as the words became knowable through the magic of the song, Anne felt compelled to serve.



Her hands moved down from the Siren’s calves, sliding onto the softness of her thighs. Anne’s fingers moved smoothly over the unblemished flesh, pressing tenderly as she stroked and began a massage there. As she moved her touch back and forth, she gradually progressed along the thigh, feeling the increasing tenderness of each inch. So too was the Siren’s sensitivity evident, as her song fluctuated so gently, and a small gasp escaped her between a verse. The song urged Anne on, and she moved her palms firmly against the softness of the Siren’s upper thigh, and let her fingers advance beneath the silken cloth that adorned the regal enchantress’ hips.



A psychosis was upon Anne, wherein all things began to present themselves as objects of serenity, perfect and fantastical in their color and warmth. The sea spray sparkled like a dusting of diamonds cast upon the rock, which was black and glossy like mirrored silver chunks. The sky and the ocean reverberated with waves of subtle color, the song emitting breaths of blue and crimson to lay themselves upon the horizon. The enchantress was unworldly and divine, her skin aglow with light, he song captivating all things. The language that escaped her soft lips was a incantation of true bliss and pleasure, and stirred in Anne the carnal truth.



She trembled with desire. There was an urgency behind how the captain fell to her knees and lowered her face before the Enchantress, offering herself for her pleasure. She pleaded, with her eyes, to be permitted to contribute a verse of gratitude to this moment.



The music in Anne’s mind was a sweet surrender, and she breathed out softly as her mouth came to hover near the enchantress lower form. The siren moved her silken garbs for her, and was bare beneath them, and wet with anticipation. The warmth of her distracted from the worldly chill, and Anne felt herself drawn into the comfort of of a soft embrace, as the Siren’s thighs pressed gently against her, and Anne’s mouth drifted in toward the Siren’s low lips.



The expression of the enchantress confessed such tender compassion. It was not the look of a predatory being claiming her reward, but rather of a superior being accepting the submission of a weary sole, and offering her a sort of kindness. She allowed her eyes to flutter shut, her song becoming soft and anticipatory, as the lyrics told of a relaxation comparable to the one Anne had experienced in her own mind.



Extending her tongue out, Anne allowed the soft wet muscle to loll and drift across the Siren’s slit, tasting her skin and lathering her tender vulva with warm spittle. Her eyes became unfocused, and she experienced such immersion in her task that she had not a thought to distract from the taste of the Siren’s sex. The music encompassed her mind, and seemed to come as much from within as from without. Her tongue moved gradually against the other’s slit, making several passes as she heard the pleasure begin to seep into the enchanting song. Anne’s own body as filled with pleasure as the music titillated her senses in a way she had never experienced.



She advances with her tongue, pressing in between the folds of flesh as the siren’s thighs squeezed gently against her. She felt the sweet honey of the enchantress dripping down her chin as she worked her tongue deep into the other’s sex, and began to massage her inner walls with it. The clitoris of the siren nuzzled against Anne’s nose, rubbing against the little nub of soft flesh as Anne was encouraged to press deeper still. So sweet it was, that Anne lost herself to bliss in tasting her, and licked repeatedly within her, so as to take up all that she would provide.



Now the harpies brought Marie over to the island, carrying her by her arms through the air, and laid her nearby. She was lost to the siren’s music and beyond the point of struggling, and now laughed a bizarre and unabashed laugh as she reached up for the feathered thighs of the winged humanoids and squeezed there, teasing and coaxing the savage women to get on with it, as they prepared to relish in the pleasure of the music themselves. She acted, Anne saw, like how she had behaved one evening in a tavern, when bliss and beer had filled her to the brim, and the tender touch of a lady came to either hand. She guffawed and, without trepidation, tugged a harpy woman down over her face and began to eat her pussy with ferocity. The other winged human lay by them and pecked kisses upon Marie’s stomach, embracing the vivacious manner the first-mate had assumed, as the music worked its way through her.



Anne looked away from her, and affixed her eyes up at the siren’s relaxed face, staring at her with calm gentleness as she worked her tongue as deeply as it could be extended within, and licked upward gently against her most tender spot. Pressed between the siren’s inner walls, her tongue felt itself being squeezed and massaged by her sex. The feedback to the pleasure provided sent
 waves of arousal
 through the siren’s body. Soon, it became clear that a climax was approaching for her. So too did the song build to this point of ecstacy.



When the Siren began to orgasm, her high notes were a little off, and the song did not seem quite as perfect and ethereal as it had been the moment before. Anne felt her tongue being squeezed deep inside of the other’s sex as she convulsed, and a large wave sent the spray of the sea over both of them. She slurped and licked and kissed even then as her mind began to return, and she became more aware of the bizarre circumstances of her position. She drew back away with the Siren’s fluids still dripping down her chin, and looked to her first mate.



Marie had fallen momentarily free of the spell. As her face had disappeared beneath the feathery butt of one of the harpies, and the wavering in the song permitted her momentary clarity. She kicked one of the harpies off, who squawked and landed in the water beside the rock before flying away. The other she kept held down over her face for a moment while she planned what to do, using the bird-girl’s ass like ear protection. Then she threw up her legs and wrapped them around the harpy’s torso and then threw her off of the rock too. Anne went back to licking and slurping at the Siren’s sex to try to make her song a little bit less effective, finding the enchantress to be in such a state of sensitivity that the gentle licking of the captain’s tongue overstimulated her and coaxed a squeal amidst the song.



The Siren squirmed away from Anne in time, seeing that her power was wearing off, as the captain began to assert dominance through her sexual stimulation, and the control could not be reasserted. She sung a hymn about how she would remember them, and then slipped into the ocean. With her gone, the harpies ascended into the sky and swarmed, laughing with delight, before they would disperse, leaving the crew to collect themselves off the rocks with the shallop. They spoke not of what occured, and made swiftly on their way in good spirits.
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