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Prologue

My shackles lay at my feet. Tentacles surrounded the cool night air and caressed my cheek and arms. Red eyes that shouldn’t have cared were filled with worry as claws pulled me over the edge. Despite his king’s order, the kraken still thought it too risky and couldn’t deny his instincts. Cold tips curled into my skin, but his power was unmatched. Yanked from his tentacles, I almost laughed as the kraken pleaded with his king to stop. His pleas fell on deaf ears. Yet it wasn’t the thought of drowning that scared me. Hours, days with them, and no matter what they did to me, being pulled into the deep sea was still my biggest fear. Moments from death, I sucked in a lungful of air before the merman once again dragged me beneath the surface.

Swallowed whole by ice-cold water sent my body into shock. Deeper, deeper still, we plummeted into the ocean until the twinkling stars disappeared. He pulled me down like a rag doll. My lungs threatened to give out, and I pursed my lips to keep the water out until I couldn’t. My chest squeezed. The alarms went off in my head. Inhaling, salt rushed in until I was twirled around, and I stared into a blackness that outmatched the sea.

A webbed hand fisted my hair; claws dug into my scalp as I was forced to look up at him. The devil had my life in his hands. We didn’t need to dive this deep to test it, but he enjoyed my suffering. Cold, bored eyes glared at me. My human troubles and lack of oxygen so far beneath him disgusted him. I clawed at his chest. It was useless, but this thing between us was nothing without pain. Yanking me up to him, he pressed his lips to mine. Turning my head from him, it was forced back with a flick of his wrist. I opened for him as my lungs constricted. My eyes felt like they would pop with the pressure, but his forked tongue dove into my mouth. His chest vibrated beneath my hands as something like elastic wrapped around me before it snapped into place.

Everyone knew of the three kingdoms that ruled over the human realm: the Dragons, the Wolves, and the Bears. We had done everything we could—my parents paid their taxes, gave our monthly offerings, and stayed away from the monsters. But none of it mattered because no one told us about him—them. How could they? None of us knew of the kingdom beneath the sea.

I was more than ready to welcome death. My chest expanded, but as water filled my lungs, I didn’t die. Exhaling, bubbles floated out and toward the surface, only to be replaced by water. The King’s theory had been right. As my eyes flickered up to the horned prince, the smug smirk on his face proved he’d confirmed this. Without a word—I don’t know if he could talk down here—he wrapped his arm around my waist tightly and dove.

With one last glance toward the surface, I hated that I hoped they would come too.


Chapter 1

Amora

My mother fluffed her hair and stared at her reflection in the mirror. Puckering her lips, hollowing out her cheeks to highlight cheekbones, she lifted her chin to check her neck for wrinkles. The woman who birthed me was the most caring person I knew, but with each blessing came a curse. Hers? Vanity. She needed to be perfect, beautiful, without flaw at every moment of the day.

This wasn’t the time to be going on vacation, but, being that my father was a renowned scientist, he rarely had time away from his work. This was one of those times, and we were going as a family. It didn’t matter what I wanted or what I needed. I’d been lucky enough to be underage when the Handlers came. All women of marital age were to go. I didn’t know which kingdom needed a queen then, and I didn’t care. We paid our taxes, made our offerings on time, and my father had connections. I’d dodged that bullet, but the same couldn’t be said for my best friend. They took her, and I’d been powerless to do anything to stop it.

It was the way things were. My mother’s words had played on repeat for the last 48 hours. I could barely stand to look at her as she sat in the passenger’s seat. Usually, they kept the hood down on these trips, but the weather forecast predicted the possibility of rain. Heaven forbid she ruined her makeup.

As the clouds rumbled above our heads, followed by a clash of lightning, I expected more than a light shower. My leg bounced anxiously until my father noticed and told me to stop fidgeting because I was moving the car. I gripped my knees so tightly my hands shook. Of course, I was nervous. They were taking me to an island. You know, those things surrounded by water?

Rain and what suspiciously sounded like hail slapped against the glass. My chest tightened, and sweat beaded along my temple as all the worst possible scenarios played through my head. I was two seconds from having an anxiety attack—the very last thing I wanted to happen since they didn’t believe in them and told me I was too old to throw fits.

They were the adults, yet I was the one who was more alert, more cautious about what was going on around her. Why wasn’t anyone else freaking out about flying amid a storm?

“I wish you wouldn’t be so selfish, darling.”

“I’m not. I love you guys for wanting to take me with you, but I didn’t want to go. I still don’t. What surrounds an island, Veronica? Water. I didn’t want to go. Please, please, for the love of gods, let me stay.”

I was begging, but that only proved how desperate I was. I knew I sounded like an ungrateful brat because what newly turned eighteen-year-old wouldn’t want to go on vacation the summer before her last year of high school? Me. I wouldn’t, and for good reason. I was scared out of my mind. Not, oh-I’m-worried-scared, no, I was in a full-blown panic. I didn’t have time or the mental capacity to care about how spoiled I was.

I had Thalassophobia. I was literally afraid of the sea. Not water. Just the sea. Everyone who knew me knew this. My parents knew this. Yet they insisted on taking me to the Bahamas! I got that we were rich, but that didn’t mean we should be celebrating while women were being carted off like cattle.

“We swear on the kings, not the gods, honey. None of this pagan talk, please. You read way too many of those books, and I blame myself for encouraging you as a child,” Veronica sighed.

“That’s not the problem here,” I lamented.

“What’s more important than the kings?” Veronica asked.

Father remained silent, swaying his head side to side as he danced to a song in his head. I let out a frustrated sigh, crossed my arms, and resigned myself from our battle of words. I couldn’t talk to her. As if to confirm my fears, the rain pelted the window loudly as he sped to the little airport where our private plane waited.

It hadn’t even been 24 hours since I got out of school. I had planned to rot in bed today and guilt-trip myself about my best friend. I had a box of books coming in that I wouldn’t be able to touch until we came back.

“Don’t you guys want to have some… alone time?”

I cringed, and a shiver ran down my spine. Gross. I couldn’t understand why they were forcing me to go with them. Don’t most parents complain about not getting any time for themselves? What happened to the treat-yourself era? They could go on a couple’s vacation. Most parents would do anything to get away from their kids. Mine were probably the only exception. They refused to go anywhere without me, and now that I had just graduated, they were acting more clingy than usual.

This would be my last summer until I entered the “real world” of adulting. Flying to Italy to try “real” pizza and then to France to eat those cute little pastries you find in quaint little cafes over my spring break had been fun. But it was tiring, and I hadn’t had a day where I could sleep in since last summer.

“We have more than enough time later for that. We won’t have you around for long, so give us this one thing,” Veronica said.

I wanted to scream. She was making this out to be a family trip while completely disregarding my fear. As much as I wanted to lash out and call her on what I knew this was about, I was too old to be throwing fits. Keeping the lid tight on my anger, I held my breath as the car rolled to a stop. My heart raced a mile a minute, my palms were sweaty, and yes, my leg was bouncing again because it was time to get on the plane.


Chapter 2

Amora

I’d been unable to enjoy the palm trees and island music playing as we checked in. For the first couple of days, I was still freaking out. The waves crashed in the distance, and even though I turned from it, it didn’t assuage the knowledge that I was surrounded by water. Kicking myself, I wondered if putting up more of a fight would have made them relent and left me back home.

My eyes stayed trained on the waters beyond the open double doors that led out to the beach. I had big plans to hide until we left, but my parents refused to let me hide in peace. There were signs everywhere for sea creatures, and I thought it was funny. For a moment, my gaze darted over the cluster of people who tanned on the beach and played in the water.

My parents had been after me to venture out and put my toes in the water, but I’d barely made it near the shore. I hadn’t missed the determined gleam in my mother’s eyes. That only meant one thing for me—trouble. Whenever she concocted a plan, she would stop at nothing. I wouldn’t be surprised if she dragged me down the beach and pushed me into the water.

A shiver ran down my spine at the thought. The door flew open, and I jumped three feet into the air. My mother stood in the doorway, her hand on her hip, and her brown hair up in a bun. My father stood behind her, his blue eyes downcast, and I knew shit was officially hitting the fan. Whatever she had planned, it was happening now. And there would be no escaping.

“Amora.”

“Mother.”

She stormed in with a purposeful stride, and my father followed, close on her tail. This was it. I watched as she stood in front of the doors. The two of them blocked my view of the beach.

“We’re going sailing today. Let’s go.” My mother was throwing orders now. Weren’t we here so they could spend time together? This obsession with my fear was getting out of hand.

“Like hell we are,” I laughed.

“Watch it, young lady.” My father was finally taking a stand. Against me. But I wasn’t a child anymore, even if I felt like it.

“Why are you doing this?”

He huffed; his chest dropped as he stared at me.

“Don’t look at him. He won’t help you. This was my idea. I’ve had enough of your skulking around. We’re on a beautiful vacation, and we can’t do anything because of your refusal to go anywhere near the water!”

“Gee, I’m so sorry my fear is getting in the way of you having fun,” I snorted.

“You will not speak to your mother like that,” my father snapped.

My eyes filled with water. His words were a betrayal. I can’t, and I quote, disrespect her, but she can play with me and my fear to her heart’s content.

“I’m not skulking around. I’m relaxing, and I haven’t been cooped up in my room. I go out! I’m not the one who told you to drag me along on this trip! Stop pushing me!”

I was yelling, and a few heads turned toward my room. I was angry, and the gates I’d held closed finally broke. I was legally an adult now and didn’t have to put up with their shit. My chest squeezed, and my throat tightened at just the thought of going near the sea.

“While you live under my roof, eat my food, and spend my money, you will do as I say. Babe, grab her.”

My father advanced forward at her order, and I shifted back on the couch, pure panic bubbling up as I shook my head.

“If you would get up, I wouldn’t have to drag you out of here,” my father said.

“Daddy, please,” I whispered.

His steps faltered, but when he looked at my mother and saw the resolve there, he turned back to me. The care I’d seen there fleeting, already replaced by determination. Tears rolled down my cheeks as I realized I had no choice. There was no way I would get out of this.

“Don’t make this any harder than it needs to be.” Biting into the inside of my cheeks, I pushed off the couch. I had two choices: get up myself or wait for him to carry me. At least this way, I could make a run for it.

“Amora.” My mother’s voice was a low warning.

My fingers trembled as I walked past my father and out onto the deck. When the wood gave to sand, my steps faltered, and I came to a stop. This was my chance. My gaze darted as I tried to find somewhere to hide. An arm looped with mine. I could brush her off, but as my father stepped up behind me, I knew I wouldn’t get away. I looked at my mother; she smiled, but her eyes were firm.

“The boat is ours,” she sang happily.

As if I cared. She pointed, and I couldn’t help but look. A black sailing boat near the boat launch loomed closer than I would have liked. She led me toward it, but when we got to the boat launch, I couldn’t bring myself to take another step. No matter how hard I tried, my feet wouldn’t budge. My father gripped my shoulder and lifted me up bridal style. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and held on for dear life.

I squeezed my eyes shut as my mother spoke to the captain. Being taken by the Handlers didn’t sound so bad now. He gripped me tight, and when he jumped, my stomach churned. When we dropped, we swayed. My lungs squeezed, limiting my air intake. I screamed, repelling all the oxygen. Although my eyes were closed, I was surrounded by the deep blue.

“Put her down,” my mother’s cold voice demanded. I clawed at my father as he attempted to lower me.

“No, no, no,” I pleaded.

“We’re already on the boat,” my mother sighed, as if I were inconveniencing her.

“Put your two feet on the ground and know that you aren’t in the water,” my father said encouragingly. He lowered me and put my hand on the wall. I kept my eyes shut as I repeated his words like a mantra.

Not in the water.

Not in the water.

Not in the water.

Not in the water.

Not in the water.

And then we were moving.


Chapter 3

Riftan

When the sun set on my fun, I would have no other choice than to take the daughter of the North Seas as my mate; officially uniting the two kingdoms. Damn Lucien for setting this up. I would give her my knot and breed her until she created the offspring that would one day rule in our place. The tentative treaty that kept the two kingdoms from war was finicky at best. Just one misstep, and there would be blood. I couldn’t be the reason for our downfall, or my temperamental godfather would declare me unfit and hand my birthright to my cousin. So until I was forced to hand my balls over, I had lurked beneath the waves and seized my rewards.

As of recent, that was. Lately, nothing had caught my eye. My tastes ran warmer and on two legs. My spoils came from the surface. Years ago, I came across a human woman. My internal hate screamed I tear her apart, but when she smiled at me, I held back. Not for interest, but curiosity. She’d told me my horns were ‘radical’ and she loved my costume. It wasn’t until she joined me in the waters that she began to scream. I covered her mouth and stuffed her cunt.

The first time was an accident. All the ones that followed were not.

The waters rippled as if they heard my thoughts or the traitorous direction they were going. My godfather was acting king for seven more days unless I didn’t do my duty. All the creatures in the sea bowed to him. My fin cut through the waters as I failed to keep a lid on my irritation. I didn’t see why he could decide my fate, my queen, and that of the kingdom. If not for his failure as my father’s right hand, he wouldn’t even be king. I would abide by the laws only to honor my parents.

If he hadn’t followed me, he wouldn’t have discovered my darkest secrets. I had the sneaking suspicion this alliance idea was born from him finding my last prey. It forced me to lie low for a while, but now that the sands of time were in play, adrenaline pumped through my veins at knowing she was near. Knowing what came as soon as I had her in my clutches was enough to keep me searching. The thrill had my knot tingling.

As soon as I found her, I could drag her to the hideout. The previous one didn’t last long. I’d been forced to end her when Lucien found out. No, I needed someone who could take us. I wanted a gem. A jewel I could keep for myself. One I could keep longer than the others. She would please me and my brothers. She needed to be perfect to hold us together. She had to last.

The guys had failed, and I refused to sit back and let them waste more time. The women they’d picked before had been too loud and made the most awful sound. They failed to satisfy me and were of no use. I craved her fight. I needed excitement. What was fun about a woman wailing and begging for dear life? No thanks. My horns poked through the surface, followed by my head. My powerful fin slashed as water dripped down the side of my face. My gaze cut through the scattered humans on the beach to the large figures just out of their view. The sun was setting—the perfect time to snatch someone. If I could just find her, we could all go home.

I scoffed when my gaze locked on the sly sea sprite, Rowan, deep-throating Hexon against a jumping rock. His tentacles pushed Rowan up and down his slippery length. I was surprised the humans hadn’t caught on to them, as obvious as those two were. Unlike me, my chosen pack could not camouflage as well as I could. Being the Prince of the South Sea had nothing to do with my skills. I was able to change my skin into liquid form, so when I wished it, I could avoid the eyes of not only humans but other creatures of the deep.

Movement yanked me from my thoughts as I watched Hexon hold Rowan’s blue hair down, forcing him to take more. The normally silver scales on his shoulders were an ominous blue. I’d known him long enough to know that meant he was turned on. Hexon’s nether tentacles wrapped around the sea sprite’s slender face before lifting and suctioning his cheek. Two others slid down his jaw, secreting slime, before slipping into his mouth. I watched as the tingling between my thighs caused my tip to jut out of its cock pocket. That was when I heard the kraken’s voice in my head.

Like what you see?

Mm…

Come and join us, Rift.

Unlike you two, I was trying to find her.

We’re taking a break.

I could see that.

You’re no fun.

Hex… We’ll have fun when we get back with our new toy in hand.

Rowan’s lips were too tempting to resist… fuck.

Cutting the line mid-moan, I turned from their spectacle to make sure they hadn’t been spotted by the humans. They played a risky game, but that only turned the fiends on more. I wasn’t the only one who was irritable and tired of this fruitless hunt. They’d given in to each other, unable to keep their cocks to themselves. As kids, we’d agreed to remain loyal to each other, swore to refuse any advances from our kind. Mixing was frowned upon. This might have been our very last chance to hunt together. An involuntary growl fell from my lips.

Literal seconds before I was about to turn from shore, a boat launched from land. There wasn’t much daylight left, so this one would be out late. Unable to deny the magnetic pull, I dived beneath the surface. In seconds, I was beside the catamaran. I swam alongside the two parallel hulls as they ventured further into the sea. The waves pushed them forward as if telling me this was the one. I tried not to get too excited. I’d been disappointed time and time again. What felt like hours later, the boat finally stalled, and I ventured higher. Twinkling lights lit up the sky. A female voice moaned as a male seductively murmured into her ear. I was not interested in snatching males, and his partner was not to my liking. Resigned to the fact this venture was useless, I turned when a female voice cut through the dark sky.

“Can we go back to shore now?” she pleaded, her voice full of raw fear.

Before I knew what was happening, I had climbed up the side of the boat. Unable to fight the urge to see her, I peeked over the deck, and my gaze froze on her. She stood at the top of the stairs. Her thick body shielded in a thin white material over her breasts, and a skirt that hugged her hips fell loosely around her. Two large braids ran down her back. The color reminded me of seahorses and turtle shells. Standing at the top of the steps, she held onto the railing for dear life. The older woman laughed.

“If we’ve seen one wave, we’ve seen them all.” Her melodic voice called to something buried deep within me. Before I could analyze it, it happened. The itch. My black claws danced along the glinting metal. I couldn’t look away.

“I’m proud of you for facing your fears, but read the room, darling.” The woman laughed before continuing below deck. Their loud footfalls echoed as the couple disappeared.

“As if I had a damn choice. You literally carried me onto this damn boat. If you actually cared, you would have left me home.” A tear strayed down her cheek before she turned and faced the ocean. She batted her tear away and took one shaky step after the other until she came to a halt. Grasping her chest, she gasped and fell to the floor. Tucking her legs into her chest, her slender arms wrapped around them as she buried her head.

I watched her with rapt fascination. Unable to stay away, I moved up, only to bump my horns against the railing with a clang. She looked over her shoulder, and I froze. I could have dipped into the sea to hide myself, but that would have been counterproductive. Instead, I held her gaze as her eyes widened. Two different colored gems—one a blue sapphire and the other a smoky quartz. The Gods smiled on me that day. I’d gone in search of a gem, and two stared back at me.

I found her.


Chapter 4

Amora

One minute, I shivered from fear; my body shook as the surrounding blue rocked us back and forth. Squeezing my arms tighter around my knees, I failed to remain calm. I refused to stare at anything outside of this boat. I didn’t need to see the powerful waves to know what they could do to this small boat. A clinking sound cut through my thoughts. I swiveled around so fast; I was sure I’d have whip lash. The pain was forgotten when my gaze locked with a striking blue.

The color reminded me of the sky on a bright, cloudless day, paired with cheekbones and a chiseled jaw. My jaw dropped when I realized he was on the other side of the boat. Pushing off the wood floor, I walked toward him on shaky legs. When I made it across the deck, I stood a few feet away when it hit me. He wasn’t human. I don’t know how I missed the large black horns that sat proudly atop his beautiful black hair. They curved inward before heading up and then curling out. That should have been the first thing I saw, but of course, it wasn’t.

Searching the rest of his features, my eyes dropped to his ears, or what should have been his ears as they jutted out from his head. Ear fins. He had ear fins. My focus dropped to his neck where gills widened and closed, as if he were breathing through them. Oh my gods. He had gills. Was this a mermaid? No, I think the right term was merman. He wasn’t singing a song, though, nor was he trying to lure me to my death. I must have hit my head because this wasn’t happening.

Would he have a beautiful voice? I shook my head as a smile tugged at the corner of my lips because I was probably out cold on the floor, but all I could think about was the beautiful… merman staring at me. I had zero preservation skills. None. But if this was a dream, it didn’t really matter, did it?

I knew one thing for sure: the locals had been right; there were sea creatures. All it would take was a closer look to confirm what kind. Were there tentacles holding him up? Did he have a tail? Did he have scales? Were they blue, like his eyes? As if enchanted, my feet took me closer. That’s when I realized he was ogling me as much as I’d been him. His gaze roamed over me; his eyes held me captive, even as they trailed down my body approvingly. My cheeks heated and a warmth spread through me. Before I knew what was happening, I stood in front of the rail. Years of being afraid of the water and I didn’t even blink before finding myself inches from it. I was close, really close, but all I could focus on was the two-horned man in front of me. He was within arm’s reach. Was this a dream? I pinched myself and cried out from the pain. Yeah, I’m awake.

“You’re… beautiful.”

The words were out before I could stop them. I flushed with embarrassment. I hoped to the gods he couldn’t understand me, but I also hoped he could. If he did, he didn’t show it. Maybe he was used to compliments?

“I’ve seen the signs the locals have up, but I didn’t believe you were real. Are there more of you?” He didn’t say a word, and I took that as he couldn’t understand a thing I’d said. Trust me to try and speak to a sea creature. My eyes drifted to his chest, and my lips parted. His nipples were pierced with gold, and from what I knew of mermaids from lore, they loved treasure. That could be a stereotype, but I was going on limited, very hypothetical information.

“That’s… hot,” I whispered.

But how did he get them pierced? Could he walk on land, or was there an underwater city with shops? I giggled at that. Sneaking a peek, I couldn’t see anything below as his rib cage was pressed against the rail. I’d go with merman until I saw any tentacles. His chest gave way to dark gray scales. Reaching out, my fingers hovered just above them. Lightly, I touched him, and his nipples hardened. Good gods. All thoughts of anything beneath the sea evaporated as I squeezed my thighs together. His chest rose and fell as a low growl reverberated in his chest. Looking up past my lashes at him, he stared down at me with a hooded gaze. Oh.

“Try not to turn on the merman,” I chastised myself. He couldn’t understand me, but from the way the corner of his lips lifted, I knew he was amused by my mumbling.

“I didn’t know mermen had horns. I was literally just laughing about the fear the locals have about you. Do you have magical powers? Can you control the s-s-sea?” I asked. Closing my eyes, I refused to look behind him. My lashes fluttered open and I focused on him, and him alone. Luckily, it wasn’t a difficult task. His massive frame blocked it from my line of sight.

“At first, I thought you were in trouble, and I was going to help you because I thought you were a man. Well… I guess that part’s right. You are a man; you’re just not… human. Can you shift? Like the stories say?”

I was still talking to him like he could understand me, but I was curious. Could he walk on land?

“Are you more man, or more creature?”

The god of a man tilted his head to the side, a small smile on his lips as he watched me. The sound of footfalls echoed up the hallway. My parents were coming back, and my eyes widened as he realized it too. Did that mean he would disappear now? What if I never saw him again? His smile didn’t disappear, but his eyes flashed.

I’d been foolish. How was I supposed to know he had no plans of leaving empty-handed? Webbed fingers wrapped around my wrist, and before I knew it, he yanked me over the edge. Clawing around me, I tried to grab something—anything. Desperation mixed with fear filled me, and the last of my old life I saw before I toppled over the edge was my mother’s brown eyes. My worst fears came to life as my gaze lowered and I took in the deep blue as I hurled toward it.

Before we hit the water, I found myself clutching to him. My legs wrapped around something hard. I’d been wrong. So fucking wrong. He wasn’t like a normal man; now that my cheek crashed against his abdomen, he had to be over seven feet tall. And his tail wasn’t blue like I’d assumed; it was black. It was at this moment I knew I was going to die. The water swallowed me whole seconds before darkness took me.


Chapter 5

Riftan

My Gem still hadn’t woken—not when I pulled her from the sea, nor when I placed her on the cave floor. I had a kingdom under my thumb and a princess I would soon take as my queen, yet a single touch from one little human made me want to give it all to her and fill her belly with my seed. As if she could hear my thoughts, she shivered, and I watched as goosebumps broke out along her skin. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin material. Tearing my eyes from her, my gaze slid over the hideout. It was my little escape from the crushing weight of my responsibilities, the sea, and my godfather. However, it wouldn’t be for long because keeping away from her was impossible—my gaze, even more so.

Not even five minutes here with her and things were already going awry. I hovered over the tiny human as I grabbed the chains. Locking her up should have been the first thing I did, yet I’d already made a mistake. Lifting her leg, I took in every inch of bare skin. Lowering my head, I couldn’t help but run my tongue up the smooth flesh. I swallowed, releasing her before I took a bite. Brown ringlets fell from her head in droves. Water dripped from them, demanding I grab a handful. My eyes narrowed at the thought.

These thoughts were foreign, but they didn’t stop the influx of unusual thoughts. When I removed my mask, would she like what she saw underneath? I hissed, banishing them. It was dangerous—forbidden to think this way. She wouldn’t be here long. My human was on borrowed time. I clung to the reminder; that’s why I hadn’t already left. I’d waited what felt like a millennia for her, but she refused to bless me with her jewels. I was already out of patience. I couldn’t wait a second more. Not for her, and not for the others to catch up and figure out why I was still here. I usually gave them the first taste, but that wouldn’t be the case this time.

When it came to her, I was greedy.

I’d known the moment we touched—no, even before that—that this one was different. I’d been drawn to her long before she turned around and our eyes locked. Was it when I heard her? Or was it when I saw the boat leaving the dock? It changed nothing. She was temporary. Making up my mind, I secured the shackle around her ankle, before doing the same with the other. Now that I was back on track, I could feel myself relax.

It was a precaution. The others hadn’t been able to escape, and she wouldn’t either. I was curious to see how she’d handle this. Would she wake up and beg as they did? Or would she dive into the waters in a feeble attempt to flee? The urge to take her below the waves, into the deep, and show her the cave meant to be my mate’s—her cave—washed over me. Something had clicked into place in my chest, and I didn’t like it. Uncertainty clung to me like birds to the dead. I couldn’t look away from the light dusting of freckles that danced over her nose and cheeks. It didn’t go unnoticed that I hadn’t even thought of what she’d taste like.

Apparently, I didn’t want to eat her. I wanted to take her home with me and fill her with my cock. This was a first. I couldn’t deny it. She was nothing like the others.

Her lips parted as I dragged her bottom lip down with one sharp, black claw. I cursed myself for my inability to keep my hands from her. The pink of her tongue had my hardness swelling and jutting out from its pocket. I craved the feel of her warm lips around it. Just the thought of it had my tip leaking and the sucker above my cock, my pulsr, vibrating. The need to attach to her clit and suck while vibrating until she gushed all over my cock drove me closer. My shadow darkened her features. The image of her belly full with my cum stayed at the forefront of my mind.

My eyes swept over the delicious rolls of her stomach to her voluptuous, soft thighs. I needed to see my spunk oozing—no, gushing—from her pussy. She was so much smaller than I. More so than any that came before her, but there was no comparison. She was in a league of her own. My brows furrowed as, for the first time since I brought a female here, I worried if I would fit. I scoffed.

It was already ingrained in me that she would be kept in one piece.

How off-putting.

Carefully, I dragged my claws down her hips. I could destroy her right now and avoid whatever hell she would bring me. It would be easy. I’d never wanted to be gentle with a human before. A low groan ripped from my throat. And I wouldn’t start now. I tore through the flimsy white material that kept her cunt hidden from me. My movements halted as a growl rumbled in my chest at the sight of her being revealed to me. Was it possible she could be this perfect? Pink, glistening lips had my mouth watering. I spread her thighs to get a better look, and she bloomed for me. I needed to remind myself of what she was: a fuck. And eventually, a meal.

Black claws dug into her hips, and perfectly arched brows furrowed before meeting in a kiss. Driven by her sweet cunt, I lifted her until her head hovered above the floor, her hair dangling below. Her wet heat called to me, and I would implode if I didn’t answer. Pushing my hips forward, I closed her thighs as my cock slid between her soft thickness. Angling it lower, I watched as it slid up her belly and landed between her breasts—a reminder of our size difference. She would take all of me. The fabric clung to her body, doing a pathetic job of hiding her curves.

I would have her.

With still too much on, I used one claw and sliced the thin strap holding her breasts together. It snapped and fell, releasing her supple mounds. She had called me beautiful despite the hideous, jagged scar that ran down the side of my face and continued down my body. It was laughable. Yet as I stared down at her, something furrowed deep in my chest. I wanted her approval. I bit into my bottom lip as my pulsr vibrated with the need to please, demanding to latch onto her beautiful little nub.

She was the most mesmerizing creature I had ever seen. The image of her seated upon a throne flashed across my mind, and I growled. Women threw themselves at me. I had no place in my life for a weak human who had nothing to offer me. I wouldn’t give her anything but cock. Soft, tan, supple skin bounced, distracting me from my inner turmoil. I wanted her in my mouth. Moving her, I used her to tug on my cock. Her smooth skin squeezed around my girth, and her backside bounced against my scales—it felt amazing. Liquid pooled at my tip and dribbled between her breasts, marking her as mine. It wasn’t enough. I needed every inch of her body covered in my seed.

I’d waited long enough to claim my prize.

And I waited for no one.

I took what I wanted.

And I wanted her.

Shifting back, my claws pierced skin as I spread her thighs. Once again, I opened her up for me. I groaned when pink, wet heat opened. My cock was so hard it was painful, my tongues whirred as I gripped her hips. Ignoring the need to sink into her, I brought her cunt to my mouth. Dropping my lips to her, I feasted upon her. My tongues merged together as I speared through her. Her head swiveled left and right as they split and darted into her simultaneously. Her lips parted, forming an “o.” Gods. She tasted extraordinary. All thoughts vanished as I tasted her sweet nectar.

At the sound of my brother’s arrival, I burrowed further. Touching, tasting, feeling, feeding. If the gods took me now, I would fight them to the death. It wasn’t enough. There was a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach and a voice that whispered it never would be. Her leg twitched, and I ignored Hex as he sauntered around us. His purple tentacles flickered, tasting the air as he took in what I was doing. I felt one slide up my back and growled.

Hexon smirked at me, aware of my unusual behavior. Rowan couldn’t care less. He hummed as he strutted right up to us. He was nothing if not graceful. The gray scales on his jaw and neck were quickly turning blue; he was enjoying the view. If not for the scales, he might pass as a human—an ethereal human. His eyes were green now, and they were leveled with her breasts. His tongue darted out and dragged along his bottom lip.

Mine.

Look who’s showing an interest.

We always get her first, Hex.

Not today. Rift started without us, and he has no plans on sharing just yet.

“Is that true, my king?” Rowan teased.

Ignoring him, I focused on lapping up my prize’s wetness. My appetite was nowhere near sated as I suckled on her as if she were the sweetest fruit. She produced more for me by the second, and I was intoxicated. One tongue dove into her while the other flicked her clit. My pulsr vibrated violently, and I lowered her until her pussy lined up with my tip. She stirred, a muffled sound escaping her lips as I eased forward, but I didn’t breach her.

“Row, come.” Hexon’s voice was low, and I hummed at the knowledge he wasn’t unaffected.

“What for?” Rowan murmured. His eyes were big, round, and filled with awe as he watched her wetness lather my tip.

“I need you to sit on my cock,” Hexon growled.

“Mm… why didn’t you say so?” Rowan teased.

Finally, I glanced at my brother. His flowing silver hair stuck out in different directions, his red eyes filled with lust, his signature smirk missing. His eyes were glued to our prize. One tentacle wrapped around his tentacle-like cock. Slime secreted from the suckers, coating his length.

“Here. Now,” Hexon ordered.


Chapter 6

Riftan

His legs were bent, so his knees pressed against his chest, and I watched as Hexon’s cock flicked back and forth, prodding Rowan’s hole. Hexon’s eyes glazed over, and now that my audience was ready, I pushed in to the tip and watched as Hexon did the same with Rowan. I groaned. She already felt amazing—warm and wet—inviting. Just as I knew she would. I planned to give as much as I received. My human would feel so good once I was buried deep. I could feel myself about to come at the thought of her hot cunt fluttering as she took every fucking inch of me.

“Hurry,” Rowan whined.

I fed her more of my cock, and Hexon lowered Rowan, mirroring me. The deeper I pushed into her, the further his slithering cock went. Rowan’s jaw dropped; the more he took, the thicker the girth. Hexon had two tentacles simultaneously twisting in different directions around Rowan’s cock. Another pushed into his floral opening tip as he wriggled, desperate for more. The kraken’s red eyes held my gaze as his lips murmured sinful promises into his ear. It felt right—the three of us, together, enjoying her. I continued staring as I slid into her, eliciting an enticing gasp from her lips that went straight to my pulsr, but still I held my best friend’s gaze as he dropped Rowan down until he took every slimy inch. He arched a brow, daring me to do the same. I wouldn’t bite. Impaling her on my cock would be easy, but taking my time, savoring her? Priceless.

I pushed an inch, then another into her. The feel of her spreading for me had my knot swelling. A sinful cry fell from her sinful lips, and her call was too strong to ignore. I turned to her, her lips parted, a look of euphoria splashed across her beautiful face. Her shoulders moved left and right in an attempt to get away, and yet her eyes remained closed. My gaze darted to where Hexon bounced Rowan on his cock. His eel-like cock was visible every time Rowan was pulled off. The sea sprite whined.

“Fuck. She’s tight,” I hissed.

It was only when I was met with resistance that I froze. My gaze was forced back to the human who hadn’t even taken half of me yet. Surprise filled me as understanding dawned.

Shit.

Hexon halted his movements.

“What?” he growled.

“No, please, don’t stop,” Rowan begged.

“Shh, baby,” Hexon chuckled. The tentacles wrapped around Rowan’s thighs and waist lifted him and dropped him on his cock, giving the sprite exactly what he wanted. Returning my gaze back to the pearl beneath me, I hummed.

“She’s… pure,” I murmured, not bothering to hide the awe from my tone.

“Fuck.”

I rolled my head to the left and stared at my brothers. Hexon smirked as he shook his head.

“Poor girl,” Rowan groaned as his hips gyrated and his body bounced. He was close. Hexon sighed as he switched up the speed at which he jerked Rowan, stopping him from coming.

“No,” Rowan whined.

Sh. Sh. Sh, Row. I’ve got you.

I loved that she hadn’t been with anyone else, but it didn’t make sense. She was beautiful. How hadn’t she been with anyone yet? I teased the barrier standing in the way of her being mine and mine alone. I needed to claim her.

“Hurry. Pierce her, claim what no one else has.” I didn’t have to say anything for him to know what I was thinking. I could tell by his tone that he was desperate for it. He needed this as much as I did. I slammed into her, tearing through that little barrier, taking her purity and claiming her. A sound between a moan and a scream pierced the air as my tip rested between her ribs. The outline of my cock inside her could be seen.

I was pleased.

And finally, those lashes fluttered, and glossed over jewels filled with panic, shot open. Lowering her until her head touched the ground, I released her thigh. Holding her hips with both hands, my claws pierced deeper as I withdrew every inch from her, and she rasped. My gaze lowered, and I stared between us as her virgin blood mixed with her wetness, painting my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I hissed.

She made a choking sound as I thrust into her. Her mouth fell open, and two different colored, pain-filled gems stared up at me. Tears filled her eyes as she became more alert and lifted off the ground. Curled fingers scratched at me, but when I shot Hexon a glance, he chuckled moments before tentacles darted out and wrapped around her arms and neck, pulling her down until her back was flat against the floor. I pulled out of her and thrust back in, loving the way I had to force myself in almost as much as the way she hugged my cock.

My pulsr latched onto her clit, and this time, she bucked against me. It vibrated violently and pulsed around her. She moaned as her hips twitched and her sweet nectar dripped down my cock. Her breasts lifted a fraction of an inch as she tried and failed to arch her back. My pulsr wasn’t going to let go of her little pearl anytime soon. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as it kicked up speed, and her thighs fell open.

“Wh-wh-oh.”

She enjoyed this as much as I did. I knew she would, but watching it happen did things to me. Rowan’s hips jerked with Hexon’s continual torture on his cock. His mouth hung open as he greedily chased the pleasure Hexon so often gave.

“Oh, fuck, Hex. Please,” he begged.

Her eyes were shut tight as she moaned. She screamed as her body convulsed around me. Something in me snapped, and I fucked her mercilessly. Her juices squelched from her body as I pounded her. Those jewels finally opened and trained on me, her mouth open in a silent scream.

“That’s my girl,” I growled.

My eyes trailed down her body, and I watched as my cock pulled out and rearranged her guts as I plummeted into her. Her belly being stretched taut as I filled her turned me on like no other had before. My cock thickened; my pulsr vibrated around her clit, sucking. We were greedy for more. Everything she had to give, we would take. My knot hit repeatedly against her ass and pussy. It was wet with her slick, and she was ready.

“You’re going to take my knot.”


Chapter 7

Amora

Pleasure.

Pain.

Confusion.

When I finally broke free of the chains that held me under, familiar, almost transparent blue eyes stared down at me. Relief quickly turned into confusion as his lips parted and he spoke for the first time. He called me a good girl, and the praise caused my nipples to harden, making me start to pant. Pain filled me, and when my gaze lowered, I watched as he withdrew from me. My jaw dropped as it just kept going. How in the gods’ name was that inside of me? My heart dropped as I realized what was happening, but before my emotions could catch up with me, before I could even think or say anything, he sheathed himself in me.

A large bulge pushed against my opening. It hit over and over again. I didn’t know what it was, but it was something human men did not have. The merman told me I would take his knot. Whatever that was. I didn’t know. I shook my head, reached for him, and grasped onto his arms. The scales were smooth beneath my fingers. The last thing I remembered was thinking how beautiful he was. He’d almost looked like an angel, but now, beneath him, I realized how wrong I was. Not about his beauty. He was the most beautiful man I’d ever seen, but so was Lucifer. No, he was no angel. The size difference was overwhelming. He was at least twice my size. He held me in a vice grip, and I knew without a doubt that there would be no escaping.

“Do you still think me beautiful, little human?” Goosebumps broke out across my body. His words were nothing more than a taunt, but the reaction I had was real.

The monster of a man took me harshly. His movements were rough as he chased the pleasure my body gave him. I clawed at him, but when I realized I wasn’t even grazing his skin, I resorted to hitting. From this angle, I couldn’t reach his face, but my fists connected with every surface I could. I hadn’t taken into account the marble-like skin. With every punch, I did more damage to myself than him. His movements stopped. Tears rolled down my cheeks, and for the first time since the Handlers knocked on my door, I was forced to face my reality: I was utterly powerless. Weak to stop anything this monster wanted to do to me.

Our eyes locked, and an understanding passed between us. He knew I was done fighting. Still, he grabbed my wrists, holding them above my head with one clawed hand. My gaze trailed down his defined chest and abs that looked as if the gods themselves carved them by hand. My cheeks flushed as shame filled me. Squeezing my eyes shut, I turned my head until my cheek hit the cool floor. His free hand grabbed my chin, but his fingers were so long they dug into my scalp before he forced me to look back at him. Only when I opened my eyes did his hand disappear.

The thing above his cock was still doing that sucking thing, and my body jerked without my permission. He pulled out of me. My mouth fell open as he thrust into me, filling me until there was nothing but him. The sound of muffled moaning reached my ears, but the merman held me in a trance. He lowered himself, his muscular shoulders flexing and dipping as he propped himself up on his elbow. Closing my mouth, I swallowed as I came face to face with the monster who dragged me into the sea. It was only at this moment that I remembered, but I couldn’t find it in me to blame him. If my mother hadn’t dragged me out there, he wouldn’t have found me.

Something slimy gripped my hip, but I couldn’t look to see what it was because he pulled out of me. The suctioning demon from hell pulled on my clit, and against my will, I moaned. Damn him. His hips moved, and I fell apart. With every breath, his chest rubbed against my sensitive one. My nails dug into my palms as he found a rhythm that sent my heart racing and my blood pounding loudly in my ears. With every thrust of his hips, he elicited a treacherous moan from my lips. Light blue eyes watched every facial expression while betraying none. The only signs he was enjoying himself were the way his rhythm picked up, and what felt impossible to me was the thickening of his cock.

With every orgasm he wrung from my body, the wetter it became down there. Juices clung to my thighs. What felt like snakes gripped my thighs and wrapped them around his cold tail. I cried out as that large bulge pushed against my opening. I shook my head and choked on my words. His gaze lowered between us, and I couldn’t help but follow to see what was happening. There was nothing between us, not an inch, and definitely not air. He withdrew, and I gasped as blood and slick coated his cock. I was reeling when he once again thrust inside me, applying more pressure as he tried to push the massive bulge into my small hole.

“It’s not going to fit,” I rasped. He raised his eyes to mine.

“It will.” He tried again, and I cried.

“It won’t,” I whined.

“You will take my knot,” he growled.

The monstrous bulge was called a knot.

“I ca—ah,” I half-moaned, half-cried as his powerful hips thrust again. This time, he inched deeper. Releasing my wrists, he pulled me up with him as he sat up. I grabbed onto his shoulders and held on for dear life. My breasts pushed against his ribs, my face against his pierced nipple. The new position made him feel deeper, and it hurt. Claws pierced my skin as he lifted me by my hips, withdrawing from me, the suction pulling off with a pop before dragging me back down around his girth, filling me until my eyes rolled into the back of my head. The suction cup wrapped around my clit and pulsed.

He repeated the motion, and my body wound up tight. He grunted, and I couldn’t help it. My hips moved on their own accord as he used me for his pleasure. But I wouldn’t let him be the only one to benefit from this experience. I would as well. Every time he dragged me down on his thickness, I gyrated my hips. Moans fell from my lips as I chased whatever awaited me on the other side of this.

“Riftan,” he grunted harshly.

“What?” I moaned.

“My name is Riftan.”

Everything clenched. His name was Riftan. My fingers slid up his neck and brushed against silky soft hair before I was dragged down his chest and took more of him. He’d touched every inch inside of me. That mixed with the pulsing, vibrating motion drove me over the edge.

And that’s when it happened.

It felt like something had gone off, but if he felt it, he didn’t show any signs. Fireworks went off as wetness seeped out of me, but he wasn’t done. Of course, he wasn’t. He pushed and pushed, and this time, I opened for him. I screamed as his knot stretched me open and pushed inside. I’d been wrong yet again. I wasn’t as full as I thought I’d been. I was so unbelievably full. I didn’t know if I liked it or hated it, but none of that mattered because I was riding the high. He cursed.

“So tight,” he rasped as he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked so I was forced to look up at him. Barely able to peer at him through the haze of my orgasm, he leaned down so his nose pressed against mine.

“I’m going to breed you now, Gem.” His voice reverberated in his chest and vibrated against mine as he lifted me once more. I cried out as the pressure of his knot locking on the inside of me had me seeing stars. I thought he’d been rough with me before, but now that he was knot deep inside me, it was… more. So much more. He drove into me, and when he withdrew, his knot blocked him from going anywhere.

“I’m going to fill you with my seed,” he growled as he thrust up into me.

“Oh,” I whimpered.

“And you’re going to take it. Every single drop. Say it,” he ordered.

“Every. single. drop,” I whispered.

“Claim you as mine before all others,” he promised. His knot expanded, and I felt like I was moments away from passing out. But then he filled me. I could feel ropes of come shooting from his tip, dripping into every nook and crevice, pumping me until I was full.

“Oh, gods,” I moaned as that feeling returned.

“That’s my girl. Come all over my cock; keep squeezing my cock. Milk me for everything I have.”

I couldn’t disobey even if I wanted to. There was no shame in this moment. I was too far gone, too lost to the sensations this monster of a man was giving me. I collapsed into his embrace, his hands holding me steady as he continued to pump into me. It was only then, as his chest lifted and dropped against my cheek as the aftershock of my orgasm rippled through me, that I got to look around.

That’s when I realized we weren’t alone.


Chapter 8

Amora

Maybe I’ve gone mad. My gaze returns to the two men who can’t be more than a few feet away. I mean, I’m questioning whatever I’m seeing, but I didn’t bat an eye at the merman god that just claimed my virginity. Without even asking. I clenched around him and blushed. If I were in a horror movie, I’d be the first one to die because I got taken without permission, and my whole body lights up at the memory.

Idiot.

As if it can hear me, the sucker above his very large appendage sucks harder, still refusing to let me go. Almost as if in an attempt to draw out my pleasure for as long as possible. My eyes cross, and at least a dozen snake-like things multiply as my vision blurs. When it clears, I watch as they cage in a cute blue-haired man with bluish-green eyes. He is held so tightly he can’t move.

Did they drag him here too?

Drool dribbles from his chin, and my brows jump as I shake my head. Those aren’t snakes, but tentacles. A couple hold his legs open, some caress his thighs, and when my eyes trail a little higher, I notice they’re also squeezing his, well, balls. I’m already warm, cheeks heated, body sensitive as I watch. I couldn’t look away even if I wanted to. He’s so beautiful. One arm wrapped around his waist as a large hand gripped his cock. It almost looks like a flower. My lips parted as light blue liquid drips from his tip and down his thighs.

Definitely not just a man then.

I’m more calm about this than I should be. This has to be a dream or a hallucination. I get a better look at the man. He’s slender, closer to my size than the other two. But he’s muscular, like a fit male cheerleader. My gaze trails past him and stops on the man holding him. If he can even be called that. The tentacles are coming from him. Large purple things with pink suckers on the underside.

Suckers.

My toes curl at the thought. Raising my eyes, I note the long silver hair that clings to his body. The noises the smaller man makes are erotic. I know what he is. My gaze drops, taking in his bottom half. There are no legs there, only a mess of tentacles—large ones.

He’s a kraken.

I remember reading about them in storybooks as a child. Large, monstrous things that sank ships, but those were only lore. At least, that’s what I’d believed. I almost laugh. Of course, we can have dragons, wolves, and bears ruling, but not krakens. He’s not like the ones from the stories. From what I can see, his top half is all man. And although his hair color is odd… it doesn’t negate the truth.

He’s hot.

I seriously have a death wish. Once again, I shake my head at my thoughts. My body bounces lightly with each thrust of the merman’s hips. Does he even have those? I’m already warm, my cheeks heated, as I take in his red glowing eyes. They’re not looking at me, though. They watch where Riftan still moves in and out of me. Now, I’m flushing for a whole other reason. Embarrassment. They’re getting off on us, at our… at my… I push my chest as close as possible to Riftan, but we’re angled so they get a perfect view.

“They’re watching,” I rasp.

“My brothers enjoy a show. Normally, they don’t just watch.”

I gasp.

“Fret not. They’ll get a taste soon enough.” Riftan’s chest rumbled against my cheek. My eyes rounded as I jerked my chin up to look at him. Why did I think he’d have my back? Of course, he doesn’t. He kidnapped me. My brows melded.

“You can’t be…” I move my hips in an attempt to get away from his sucker, but he growls. Yep, actually growls.

“Gods, you’re so fucking tight.”

As if sharing me with his brothers is the most natural thing. He thrusts into me, and when he withdraws, his knot pulls out of me with a pop. I winced as he thrust it back inside.

“You’re done,” a voice snarled. My gaze darted to the blue-haired man as more of the liquid shoots from his floral tip. My brows rise again. Liquid also drips from his nipples. I should look away, but once again, I can’t.

I wonder if it hurts?

“I’m nowhere near done with her,” Riftan huffed.

“Your knot slipped out. You are for now.” The kraken slowly withdraws from the man and presses a kiss to his temple.

“Rowan is wrecked,” he chuckled behind me.

“He is.” Tentacles lifted the man I now know was named Rowan and placed him on a bed of—I leaned forward.

“Is that seaweed?” Two sets of eyes find me. I look at the kraken before I look up at Riftan.

“Yes,” the kraken answered. There’s a gleam in his eyes.

“You sleep on seaweed?” I asked.

“No, you sleep on seaweed,” Riftan chuckled.

“This one’s… odd.” Tentacles wrapped around my ankles, and the kraken moved closer.

“I’m not the odd one here. The three of you aren’t human,” I snapped.

“She’s annoyed that I called her odd…” the kraken started.

“But not angry that she’s a prisoner here,” Riftan finished.

“And you’re the only human here. I’d say you’re the weird one,” the kraken pointed out. That stumped me because he was right. This wasn’t going the way it was supposed to.

“Hex?” Riftan asked.

“Yes?”

“Why isn’t she screaming?” The merman hummed. His claws inched up my sides like spider legs. Each moving together, one at a time.

“I thought you hated when they did that,” Hex, the kraken, answered.

“Excuse me. Even if I were screaming, I’d have every right. You kidnapped me,” I yelled, slapping his chest.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy it,” Riftan teased.

“You don’t know anything about me, and definitely not what I like.”

Then he descends upon me. He was always above me, but now he towers above me, glaring down at me.

“What I know is that you are mine. It matters not what you like. I know what you want and what you will get,” Riftan snarled. My gaze darts to the horns sitting on his head like a crown.

“And what is that?” I spit back, refusing to cower beneath him. I don’t know where it comes from, but I do know I won’t sit by and let them knock me around. Just like when I was riding him, I took. Maybe not as much as I was given, but I still took. I won’t let him, or anyone else here, use me and take from me until I’m nothing but trash they can toss into the sea. I’ll use them right back.

My vision blurs, but this time with unshed tears. This is my only option. Anything else, and I might crumble. I can’t, won’t break in front of them. His eyes darkened. You wouldn’t think they could, what with how light they were, but they did. In their darkened state, they were a breathtaking baby blue. He lowered himself until his lips were by my ear.

“You’ve fought for control with your parents—”

“What do you know of them? You don’t know anything!” I hissed through clenched teeth.

The balls on this man!

I hated thinking about my parents right now. Because even though they’d been cruel to me, even though they forced me onto the boat, and even though I knew why they did what they did—I couldn’t forgive them. I was here, with a merman, a kraken, and a whatever he is, because of them. None of this would have happened if they had left me at home.

“You acted like you wanted it. No, maybe you believed you did, but I know the truth, Gem. You never wanted to be in control. I felt it when I had you pinned beneath me. You put up a fight, but the way you relaxed around me said otherwise. Why? Because you wanted me to win. You wanted me inside you; you enjoyed it. You want me to do what I want with you. You want to be free of all these choices. Without the burden of decisions weighing you down.” His breath was warm on my skin.

“You’re insane,” I spat.

Half in and half out, his cock twitched. Note to self: try not to turn on the merman.

Riftan moved back. I had no choice but to lift my chin and tilt my head back to look at him. There was no smile on his lips, but I saw the light in his eyes. It was like he was laughing at me.

“Maybe, but I was right.”


Chapter 9

Amora

“C-can we just… rewind for a second?” I pushed against his chest, but of course, my efforts did nothing to force any distance between us. I might as well have tried to shove a brick wall away. The merman tilted his head and arched an oddly perfect brow. Of course, he found amusement in my struggles.

“You’re still grappling for control,” he murmured.

“I’ll never stop,” I hissed.

“The sooner you realize you have none, the easier it’ll be.” I couldn’t help but wonder who it would be easier for—him or me. Despite his words, my kidnapper didn’t sound like he wanted it easy. And I had a feeling I was right. I refused to make things easier for him.

“You couldn’t speak on the boat. Why?” Ignoring his stupid advice thrust me into uncharted territory. I didn’t know what would set him off, but I had to figure out where the lines were. It felt like a game, and I wasn’t going to lose.

“There’s nothing I can’t do. I chose not to,” Riftan corrected.

“You’re so co—”

“I bore of your antics. The two of you can argue about whether Riftan can or cannot speak later. I’ve better uses for her mouth.” The kraken sounded bored as his crass words rolled off his tongue.

Turning to him, I had full intention of leveling him with a look of pure disgust and telling him he could kiss my fat ass, but that’s not what happened. Instead, my throat went dry, my lips parted, and my mouth fell open. Because the kraken’s tentacle-like cock was hard and long. A purple tentacle was wrapped around the base, slowly twisting around his girth. Liquid pebbled and oozed down his tip; the miniature suction-like length made me wonder what it would feel like inside of me.

Would it be like Riftan’s sucker?

It was their cocks that were distracting me. That’s why I was thinking these ridiculous thoughts. I wasn’t focused on the right thing, and once again, I felt like I had to be dreaming. It was the odd shape. That’s why I couldn’t help but hyper-focus on it instead of reacting normally.

I blame them for my insanity.

Feeling better about my mental state, I squeaked as Hex floated toward me. No, that wasn’t right. He wasn’t floating. The way his tentacles moved below him only made it look like he was. I wanted to run, but I knew there was nowhere to go. I felt trapped, and there wasn’t much I could do. So I resorted to my only option. I turned to Riftan, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was watching his brother. Hex came to a stop behind me, and I was almost thankful that Riftan was still inside of me.

They couldn’t both fuck me.

“I’m going to stretch your other hole,” Hex murmured.

“Excuse me?” I rasped.

My eyes darted toward the man lying down, but he was out cold. Focusing on Hex, his tentacles twisted and rotated in the air, but they didn’t touch me. A growling sound rumbled behind me. It was unfair, but the idea of Riftan being possessive of me was a relief. I might not have to worry about anal right now. It was ridiculous because the merman said he was going to share me with his brothers, but from what he said since I woke up, it didn’t sound like he would let them touch me today.

I’m banking on him.

“You’ll do no such thing,” Riftan growled.

I was about to cry out in relief when the kraken sighed as if he was being inconvenienced. My toes curled, and I scoffed as I clenched around Riftan. Not because I was turned on. There was no way. It was due to my relief. Hex must have noticed the look on my face because he inched forward. He was so close I could feel the coolness radiating off his skin.

“I’ll be claiming that hole first.” Riftan’s words caused a blanket of dread to fall over me.

The tip of Hex’s tentacle probed at my sensitive heat wrapped around Riftan’s cock. I whimpered, but Hex made a gargling sound. It almost sounded like he was cooing. My thighs shook.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make this good for you, little pretty.” His voice was gravelly—seductive.

“I’m all worn out,” I whispered—a feeble attempt to dissuade him.

“Not from where I’m standing, but fret not. I’ll move you to my liking. You won’t have to do a thing. And this isn’t my fault. You see, I’m loyal to Riftan.”

Lifting my eyes to his, I knew he could see the clear confusion splashed across my features. His gaze darted up to Riftan’s, and I could see the gleam in his eyes.

“I wouldn’t want to upset my king,” he taunted.

Riftan sucked his teeth, making a noise of irritation.

“Hurry before I change my mind.” Riftan’s warning hung in the air, and I couldn’t ignore the tingling sensation that started at the base of my neck and coursed through my body. Thoughts of what Hex had planned for me had my nipples hardening. And I hoped Riftan couldn’t tell. I waited for him to pull out, but he didn’t.

My brows kissed as moist tentacles slid up my backside. I swallowed to wet my palate as another tentacle pressed against my back, pushing me until my breasts were flushed with Riftan’s. My eyes widened as he hardened inside of me. Lifting my chin to look up at him, he stared down his nose at me. The tentacle on the back of my thigh trailed higher until—“Riftan is still inside of me,” I whispered.

“Oh, human,” Hex chuckled.

“You can’t fit.” I reached down and tried to grab at the tentacle pushing into me. Another wrapped around my hand and held it behind my back. The kraken was at my back, his lips beside my ear.

“But I can,” he murmured. Then he nipped at my earlobe, and a shudder ran through me at what he was implying. I shook my head but arched my back as he fed more of his tentacle to me. I was already full. This was too much. There was a pinch as I miraculously took more of him.

“Wait.” The word was a plea on my lips. He made no signs of hearing me. The slimy tentacle grew thicker as it slid in and out of me along Riftan’s cock. The merman didn’t move, but I couldn’t do the same. I jerked forward, but hands gripped my waist, and claws gently pressed into flesh as Riftan held me still for his brother.

“I can’t,” I cried.

“Look how she takes us,” Hex murmured reverently as he ignored me.

“Pull that out. Give her your cock,” Riftan ordered.

“Already close?” Hex teased. Before Riftan could deny his accusation, his hips thrust upward, and my breasts bounced against his flesh. A moan bubbled up, but a tentacle slipped past my lips and filled my throat. The tentacle inside my pussy slipped out and was replaced by something thicker, harder, wetter. I shook my head and jerked my shoulders as I tried to get away. He was still pushing into me, spreading me, and I had the scariest thought.

What if I tear?

Then the merman’s sucker latched onto my clit, and I came. Gods, I came and I came and I came. But the guys didn’t stop there. No, this was only the beginning. They were just getting started. The tentacle in my mouth darted further into my mouth. It tickled the back of my throat before slipping out and thrusting back in. Deeper than the last. Saliva leaked from the corners of my lips as the suction cups on his cock pulled on my insides as he moved. Everything clenched, my toes curled, and my mouth fell slack.

Oh.

“Fuck,” Riftan growled. The tentacle in my mouth matched the same rhythm as Hex’s cock. The obscene squelching noises were lewd and were gasoline to the flames of my arousal. My eyes crossed as they both filled me. Stretching me, filling me. Gods, I felt so full. Tears blurred my vision and threatened to fall.

“I can feel you, brother. You feel so good,” Hex grunted.

In.

Out.

In.

Out.

I suckled on his tentacle, and Hex hissed. As he pulled out, his suction cups pulled at me until they popped and released me, only for Riftan to thrust into me. When he slammed into me from behind, Riftan pulled out. They took turns, using my body for their pleasure, but just like earlier with Riftan, I wanted to take as well. This time, I had no choice but to hold on tighter to my merman and take what they both gave.

In.

Out.

In.

Out.

Both together.

I was there again.

“Just like that,” Hex snarled.

“Tug on our cocks,” Riftan growled, his grip on my hips painful as he drove into me.

My body lit up the night sky like fireworks on festival days. I gasped as Riftan’s sucker greedily pulled at my clit, and I came again. The tentacle in my mouth slowly pulled out, pushed between Riftan’s and my chest, only to tweak my right nipple. Saliva dribbled from my lip and chin. My body convulsed. It just kept coming. Clenching around them, Riftan growled and fucked me harder, faster. Hex matched his rhythm.

“Oh, please,” I whimpered.

“Just like that, human, just like that,” Hex hissed.

“I’m going to fill your sweet little cunt again!” Riftan promised.

I nodded, unable to say any more. Then I felt it. Arching my back, my eyes met the cave ceiling as they filled me. Ropes of cum splashed, filled, and seeped from me. I bounced on them, unable to stop myself, unable to control myself. I was utterly lost to euphoria. Hex wrapped his arm around my throat and continued rutting into me as Riftan leaned back. He held me against his chest as my body bounced with each thrust of Hex’s hips. I nuzzled closer.

I didn’t know how long I lay in his arms, but I startled when Hexon pulled me back onto his lap. Riftan withdrew from me first. My body was sore, but I didn’t have time to complain as liquid dripped from me like a faucet and my cheeks flushed. It dribbled down my thighs. I wasn’t empty, but I felt like there was something missing. He didn’t give me his knot this time, and it felt like a small mercy. He caressed my cheek with his knuckles. It was gentle, and my eyes fluttered open as I stared up at him. He looked conflicted. I must be confused because there was no way he regretted what had just happened.

“I’ll take my leave first.”

I had no right feeling so disappointed, but I did. Those were the merman’s last words before he dove into the sea. The sound of water sloshed against the cave. My fingers trembled because I was alone with Hexon. Looking up at him, I held his gaze, refusing to look away.

“That was…” I jumped because I had completely forgotten about the third man. He was sitting, legs crossed, as he watched us with rapt fascination.

“Leave, Row,” Hex ordered.

“No,” he rumbled stubbornly.

The lithe man folded his arms in front of his chest. His lip jutted out as he gave the kraken a glare. If looks could kill, Hex would be filleted calamari.

“Rowan.”

“Gods. What slithered up your ass?” Rowan scoffed.

“Now.”

The sea faerie made a sound that resembled a snarl, then practically flew toward me. His hands were oddly warm as they gripped mine. He gave me a wink before turning toward the sea and disappeared without another glance at Hex. He jerked within me, and I gasped.

How was he still hard?

“Damned minx. He knows I love it when he ignores me.”

“I don’t care what you love. I want you to leave,” I spat.

Tentacles slid up my thighs while another tipped my chin up.

“Careful, human. I’m not supposed to break our toys on the first day. Especially after you took both our cocks in your tight little orifice.” He was taunting me. I knew I shouldn’t take the bait, but I so badly wanted to slap him.

“I am no one’s toy,” I seethed.

“That’s the first lesson you’ll have to learn.”

“Oh?” I asked with false bravado.

“You’re ours. Ours to play with, ours to fuck, ours to do with as we please.” His eyes were on my lips as he growled the words. Pulling out of me harshly, his gaze lowered and watched as cum leaked from me. He made a content sound, then made his way to the sea. I was glad he didn’t look back at me because my knees wobbled and I fell to the ground. I flipped him off as he walked into the sea until he disappeared.


Chapter 10

Riftan

As I neared my destination, the kingdom guards stationed outside the wall came into view. Their bodies were protected by silver, and their helmets were branded with my family crest: the trident. Their lackluster glow meant they were not embedded with the crown’s power like the palace guards. These were the soldiers on the front lines. In other words, they would die first. And yet, as I showed myself, the sentries bowed and cleared a path.

It was abnormal for royalty and common merfolk to come into contact. We kept our distance from each other, but with my frequent outings, I had come face-to-face with these mermen on multiple occasions. When news of my whereabouts remained under wraps, I began giving them coin for their silence and loyalty. Once in, I hid, removing myself from the common eye, swimming through the towns and past the palace guards until I arrived in my quarters.

My bed called to me, but when I glanced over, all I could imagine was her waiting there for me. Her luscious hair floating around her, her voluptuous curves teasing me, and her defiant multicolored gaze daring me to stay away. Refusing to give in, I floated over to my circular window set into the black coral wall and peered out. The city lights lit up the kingdom. Merfolk meandered through the cobblestone streets; merchildren, who from this height resembled the size of lantern fish, chased and fought; dolphins swam above the homes; and schools of fish flitted left and right. Their curiosity and attraction to light made it impossible to stay away.

My kingdom was bursting with life and the food plentiful. My eyes slid over a cluster of mermaids grooming each other with coral combs, sea sponges, and seaweed. I was reminded I needed to bathe. Luckily for me, I didn’t have to go to the common cleaning areas. Moving away from the window, I swam through a number of rooms before I made it to my own personal grooming room.

Live coral reef ran along the wall, and a variety of small fish popped in and swam out. Sitting, I grabbed my favorite mixture of mashed sea plants and minerals. Misery, my catshark, swam in through the window. Her biofluorescent sleek skin glowed a bright green, lighting up the dark shade of her patterns. The sly thing only came in when it needed something. She gave me a mischievous side glance before rubbing up against my arm and then back. I petted her head before she scuttled out of the window. She feared my godfather, and that was the telltale sign that he was coming. Sighing, I dropped my potion and turned to face my guest.

“Lucien,” I said in greeting.

“My Prince.” He wore a smile, but it didn’t meet his eyes. My godfather wore a crown, and I wondered if the need to do so was due to his lack of horns. The lower half of his face was covered by his long white beard that swayed in front of his chest. His deep green tail matched his eyes, and he held the gold trident, the symbol of the king, proudly by his side.

“What brings you here at this hour?” My black tail swished left and right.

“You’ve been gone for eons,” Lucien muttered.

“I didn’t know you tracked my whereabouts. Had you linked me, I could have assuaged your worry, dear godfather.” I was taunting him, throwing out the bait for him to reveal what we both knew: he’d linked me multiple times over the last eight human days. I ignored the mental knocking.

“I’m here to once again remind you of your duties and your responsibility to the throne…” Lucien didn’t take the bait, and I blocked him out as he rattled on. This wasn’t the first time we’d had this conversation, and I had grown bored of it. My thoughts revolved around two cursed gems and the woman who had clawed her way beneath my skin in the short amount of time I’d known her. Instead of salivating at the thought of biting into flesh, I salivated at the thought of spreading her thick thighs and watching our juices as they dripped from her hole.

“Your presence was required, and your absence did not go unnoticed. Instead of entertaining her, you were off playing with… are you listening to me?” Lucien ran his hand through his beard. It was a habit of his when he was irritated. I’d caught onto the last bit. Processing the information, I now knew that Prem, the North Sea’s Princess, was here.

“Yes, Lucien. My apologies. I’m tired from my… trip. I’m here now and need no further reminders,” I said dismissively. He may be king, but he was only standing in for me. I’d never bowed to him, but I was openly hostile and too tired to deal with this. Taking my hint, he made to leave but stopped and looked over his shoulder once more.

“I will take no more of this playing you’ve got on the side. Do as your king commands, give your kingdom what it needs, or I’ll have to step in.”

“I said I’d perform my duty. I’ll bed her, and she’ll grow round with my seed.”

He smiled then.

“But tread carefully, godfather. For soon, I will be your king,” I warned.

Our eyes locked briefly. Then he turned and left.

Your king.

I scoffed.

The nerve.


Chapter 11

Amora

Shaking my head, I moved to stand, but didn’t get far. It took me a few tries to get up, but eventually, I did. And when I was standing on two feet without wobbling, gravity went into effect, and I felt everything. My pussy hurt like a motherfucker, and I cursed the men who were at fault to trip. If that were even possible underwater. The mixture of their seed seeped down my thighs.

Avoiding the edges of the cave, I ventured through my little prison. I needed to know what I was working with, and as I walked, I found it wasn’t much. There was light throughout and a stone table and chairs in the next room. This place would serve as shelter from the weather. As I meandered lower, I came upon a small cave spring. After further inspection, I confirmed there wasn’t some unknown opening to the sea. The urge to fall to my knees and thank the gods was strong, but instead, I stripped naked and walked into the cool waters.

I expected the disgust or emotional distress to hit, but it never came. I’d done enough fighting and screaming that day. Shame, on the other hand, wasn’t far behind. I liked being with Riftan and Hex more than I should. What was worrying was the fact it was this easy to fall for my captors, yet here I was actually wondering how long they’d be gone. When I reached the other side of the spring, I folded my arms on the stone and laid my head down, allowing my legs to float behind me. I cringed to think what I would have done without the waters. There was no way I would have bathed in the ocean. I would have been doomed to sleep in a puddle.

After bathing, I grabbed my clothes and made my way back up. First, I hung my clothes over the stone table and then made myself comfortable on the bed of seaweed. I drifted off beneath the bright stars. There wasn’t a single chilly wind or cloud in sight. If anything, it was warm. The sound of the waves lulled me to sleep, but I wasn’t free of them even in my sleep. Dreams of a horned demon, tentacles that did wicked things to me, and a kind smile found me.
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My nipples strained, and my toes curled. My body was warm, and my breathing was fast. Wetness coated my skin, and I jerked, needing the pressure. My eyes flew open as realization dawned. I had my hand between my thighs. I yanked it away so fast. Sitting up, I looked around. I cringed at the ocean, then noted the cave, and my bare legs spread open in front of me. The heat of the sun kissed my naked skin, and I turned from it until I felt it on my back.

Gathering up my long hair, I pulled it atop my head and twirled it round and round until I secured a tight bun. My brain wanted me to figure out the implications of my actions while asleep, but doing so first thing in the morning wasn’t something I could do. Especially without coffee. My stomach growled, and I groaned.Or food.

How did these men expect me to live here without eating?

Making my way to the table, I swiped my clothes and attempted to put on the torn material. I cursed Riftan for ripping my bikini top and did my best to tie the straps together. Just as I was about to pick up my beach cardigan, a splash sounded, and I rushed to it. Rowan. My shoulders relaxed as I took in the beautiful sea faerie at the cave’s edge.

Flowing—no, floating—blue hair like waves reached for the sky, gray scales glistened beneath the sun, and water dripped from his lean body. He held a net-like bag in his hand, and as my eyes lowered over his muscles, a material that looked as soft as silk covered his lower half. Blue eyes met brown, and he smiled. My cheeks heated because I’d been caught ogling him. He glided toward me, and I didn’t move back. There was something comforting about him. He stopped in front of me and handed me the bag.

“I thought you might need that.” His tone was low and cheerful. Not like someone who was in the same situation. But maybe we weren’t. I’d originally thought he was human, but I knew better now. Looking inside, I found an assortment of sea creatures. Some I could eat, and others I couldn’t without cooking first.

“I swear the gods have sent you! Thanks so much!” I sighed, not bothering to hide my relief.

“I aim to please,” he said teasingly, with a mock bow.

“Mm… so I’ve noticed,” I hummed. This time it was his cheeks that flushed.

“You know my name, but what’s yours?” he asked. My eyes widened as I realized I’d slept with two men, and they didn’t know my name.

“Amora,” I breathed.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

“Thanks.”

“I’m sorry for how roughly they handled you yesterday. It has been a long time since I’ve seen them both so passionate. How are you feeling?”

His question took me off guard. It was refreshing. I’d slept with both men, but not Rowan. I wasn’t sure what I expected, but being asked how I was feeling was not what I saw happening. He was handsome—hot even—and I chastised myself for assuming. This man had brought me food and checked on me.

“I’m surprisingly fine. Maybe if I wasn’t so afraid of the sea, I’d want to drown myself. I’m really hungry, so you’ve curbed that worry. Other than being kidnapped and held captive in the middle of the ocean, I’m just sore.” I shrugged nonchalantly.

His eyes were alight with laughter.

“You’re a funny one. Come, let’s sit.” He nodded toward the other room with the stone table, and I followed after. I took a seat on one of the stone chairs and placed the net down in front of me. Rowan sat on the table and watched me. I’d never been a huge fan of raw fish, but I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth—especially when I had no way of feeding myself.

Returning my focus to the bag, I found large clam shells. I didn’t even know if I could eat clam raw without getting sick, but when I opened the shells, I found a variety of fish. I couldn’t tell which was which. They’d already been filleted, and the guts removed from the fish. They sat prettily in little cubes.

“Thank you, Rowan.”

“Of course, Gem,” he murmured. I giggled at Riftan’s nickname for me on his tongue. Offering him one of the shells, he smiled and took it before he poured a few bites into his mouth. I watched him chew and grabbed a cube for myself.

“What does Riftan like?” I asked.

“He’s used to compliant women. It bores him, but from what I saw yesterday, I’d say he doesn’t have any complaints. Why? Did you have fun?” It was obvious he was being careful. I was in a precarious situation. There was no telling what Riftan’s intentions with me were, other than what had already gone down. I decided to be honest.

“I enjoyed myself more than I should have. Maybe you could help me?” I asked. I wasn’t sure what would happen to me. I wished I could say I was more focused on survival than holding the horned merman’s attention, but I couldn’t. Rowan ate the rest of his fish. I offered him more, but he declined it.

“You want me to help you?” he repeated.

“Yes. It sounds ridiculous, I know,” I said with a smile.

His face inched toward me, his thighs only a few inches away. He reached toward me, his hand inches from my forehead when he paused.

“May I?” he asked. I looked into his blue-green eyes and nodded. He touched my forehead.

“What is it?” I tilted my head curiously.

“I’m checking if you have one of those human illnesses,” he said seriously.

I laughed loudly, the sound bouncing off the walls.

“I don’t have a fever. I’m fine,” I said as I swiped at a tear.

“I’m not sure I believe you. I can hydrate you. It’s odd, but trust me.” Then Rowan did something I couldn’t have come up with in my wildest dreams. He grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet and toward his chest.

“What are you doing?” I laughed. I caught myself on the table, my body melded against his, my breasts pressed against his firm torso.

“You saw it yesterday. Liquid poured from my nipples. Think of it like coconut water. It’s hydrating. I was going to explain it to you after you ate, but I think you’re dehydrated.” He said it with such a serious expression that it only made it funnier.

“You want me to drink your titty milk?” I giggled.

He playfully slapped me.

“Yes, if you’d like to avoid getting dehydrated. It would be best if you drank whenever I visit.”

“Okay…” I trailed off. Breaking eye contact, I did the unthinkable. I took his nipple in my mouth. My pussy clenched, and I chastised myself for it. Here he was trying to make sure I didn’t die of thirst, and I was literally thirsting over him. I suckled from him, and my eyes widened as liquid came out. It tasted like sweet mango juice. It wasn’t thick, and I realized how thirsty I’d been. I sucked harder, and his grip tightened on my arm. His other hand held my hip. His breathing picked up, and something stirred between us. I don’t mean that figuratively—his cock shifted against my belly. Looking up through my lashes at him, I noticed his eyes were on me. His gray scales flashed blue. I drew a half circle along the bottom, and his lips parted. I took one more gulp and released him.

“That was easier than I thought it would be,” I admitted. His eyes watched my tongue as I licked up a stray drop.

“Sorry, it’s something usually done between mates. It turns me on,” he murmured gruffly. Moving back, I sat down and pressed my knees together. And now it was my turn to track his movements as he shifted his cock. I grabbed another cube and bit half.

“Thanks for the drink,” I winked.

“The pleasure was all mine,” he chuckled. His beautiful blue eyes twinkled. He was clearly amused. After yesterday, this was a breather.

“Does this mean you have kitchens under the sea?” I teased.

“We have ways of preserving our food and an area set aside for preparing meals. But, depending on the species, they might just prefer their food fresh. I know… you humans aren’t too keen on taking a bite from a full fish,” he said as he wagged his eyebrows.

“Definitely not. How did you know what a kitchen was?” I asked as I grabbed a cube and threw it in my mouth. “Wow,” I murmured. Looking up at him, he smiled smugly down at me.

“Other than us having our own kitchens, the ones before you mentioned it.” He avoided my gaze, and my stomach bottomed out. I’d assumed there had been others but never thought I’d have a conversation about it.

“So this isn’t the first time they’ve taken one of my kind?” I asked cautiously.

“No, it isn’t. My apologies. I shouldn’t have mentioned it.” Rowan crossed his arms in front of his chest.

“Did the guys like them as much as they like me?” It was a stupid thing to ask, but I couldn’t help it. I wanted to know—needed to know. He didn’t look like he wanted to answer, but he pushed off the table and sat next to me. It was at this moment that I realized he hadn’t touched me—not once since he’d arrived.

“No.”

“Will what happened to them happen to me?” I asked. I was afraid to ask what happened to them, but I needed to know if it would happen to me, too. He shook his head.

“There’s something about you… you’re different. They won’t admit it, but I can tell. They may think you’re the pebble that sends ripples through the water, but I think you’re the earthquake that creates tsunamis.”

“What does that even mean?” I murmured. He ran the back of his fingers against my cheek.

“I don’t think anything will ever be the same again. The guys just haven’t realized it yet.”

“And you have?” I asked. He didn’t say anything, but his eyes were answer enough.

“Can you tell me what happened to the others?”


Chapter 12

Amora

My unanswered question hung in the air between us. Sunlight filtered through Rowan’s hair, and flecks of gold I knew for a fact weren’t there before sparkled on his cheeks. I grabbed his hand and squeezed. It was then that I realized he hadn’t really answered my last few questions. He’d only responded with what he had to say. He hadn’t explained what he meant when he compared me to an earthquake, nor vocally admitted I was more. His throat bobbed as he swallowed. Green eyes took in where our hands connected. Taking a deep breath, he inched forward, and I leaned into him as his lips parted.

“In six days’ time, Riftan will become King of the South Seas, and playtime will be over,” a voice boomed. Both of us jolted, our spines straight as if we’d been caught with our hands in the cookie jar. Turning toward the sound, I saw flowing silver hair on a broad chiseled chest, a thick neck, followed by red glowing eyes. A god on a mass of tentacles made his way to where we sat.

“What happens to me then?” The kraken dragged his gaze from Rowan and focused on me.

“He’ll take his bride and dispose of you.” His words were blunt and clear-cut. They wouldn’t have use for me. I should feel relieved. There was a chance I would be returned. But I couldn’t kick the doubt churning in my belly.

“You said I was different.” Blue eyes locked with brown.

“I did,” Rowan said firmly.

Hexon looked between the both of us, his red eyes seeing more than just captive and captor.

“When did this happen?” A tentacle loomed above his shoulder as it pointed between me and Rowan. The sea faerie’s cheeks flushed.

“Why are you filling her mind with nonsense?” The kraken chuckled.

“Nothing about this is funny!” I snapped. Both men stared at me—Rowan in surprise and Hexon with a smile on his handsome face.

“The prey never finds death funny.” Hexon’s tentacles reached out to me. One gripped my shoulder, and another pushed my hair back.

“So I’m going to die.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.” Hexon’s word echoed in the cave.

Rowan had called me an earthquake. And now I knew time was ticking. Could I shake the ground beneath their feet? Could I raise up monstrous waves that would make these men want to spare me? I wanted to scream. I didn’t ask to be chosen, dragged, and chained for their pleasure. That’s what I should be focused on—mad about. Instead, there was only one thing playing on repeat.

Riftan was getting married.

“Are you sad because you’re on borrowed time? Or…” The kraken leaned forward, his lips on my ear. “Are you hurt because he’s not keeping you?” My teeth dug into my bottom lip as the kraken sat in one chair and pulled me down on his lap. I moved to get up, but tentacles held me down. Stupid octopus.

Stupid octopus.

“What have you been up to?” Hexon’s voice tapped on my shoulder, pulling me from my thoughts of the prince that caught me, only to kill me. Rowan gave me a pitying look.

“Oh, you know… loads of things,” I muttered sarcastically.

“Why does she smell like you?” The kraken asked. His voice was low and dangerous. He knew something, and by the way Rowan’s cheeks flushed, he had his confirmation.

“Are you jealous?” The blue-haired man teased.

“Yes.” Hexon’s answer was quick. Rowan stuck his tongue out at him. I shouldn’t, but I giggled. His slippery cock hardened and jerked beneath me.

“I like that sound,” he murmured in my ear. I tried to get up again, but it only made him laugh. “Even if you managed to break free, where would you go?”

And just like that, the good feeling was gone.

“You’re good at being an ass, you know?” I snapped. Rowan watched the two of us. His eyes flickered with a knowing look, as if he knew something I didn’t.

“By stating the obvious? You’re trying to run away when there’s nowhere for you to hide.”

I didn’t know what did it. Maybe it was the fact that I was trapped here, or the unhelpful kraken making me feel even more hopeless, or the new knowledge that I was going to die at the end of this, but I snapped. I bit the tentacle by my cheek, making the kraken grunt in pain. Stunning him for a second, I flipped around so that I straddled him, my hands wrapping around his neck. My fingers dug into the gills on his neck. Red eyes peered down at me as a shark-like grin spread across his face. I may have been on top, may have hurt him, but he was still very much in control, and it pissed me off. I pulled my arm back and brought my hand across his face. The satisfying slap reached my ears, but he didn’t even flinch.

“I think we both know why you’re so mad.” His taunt slithered beneath my skin and refused to leave me be. The more I struggled, the deeper it went. Leaning forward until my breasts brushed his, I had no choice but to crane my neck back to look up at his stupidly beautiful face.

“Enlighten me.” His red eyes dipped and locked on my mouth. I ran my tongue along my top teeth as I smiled. He may be an ass, but he liked me—whether he wanted to or not. My insides clenched as a tentacle slid between my spread pussy lips.

“Oh,” I gasped. He was playing dirty. The tip pushed through, followed by a thickness I craved. I shook my head, trying and failing to voice that he couldn’t.

“Let’s be honest with ourselves, tiny human. You like my tentacles. You like Riftan’s pulse. And… you like Rowan’s milk.”

I knew this already. What I didn’t like was him throwing it in my face. I wanted to tell him exactly where to go, but the tentacle inside me started twisting as it thrust into me, and a second slapped my clit, only to pull off and the suction cups tugged on the sensitive nub.

“Shit,” I hissed.

“Tell me I’m right,” Hexon murmured.

“Fuck. You.” My voice was breathy. I needed to be stuffed until he filled the hole eating away at my insides, but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of being right. The tentacle on my clit switched to flicking it, and my eyes rolled back.

“We’ll get to that, but first, I need you to admit it.”

“You c-can’t. Rif—”

“You’re forgetting that we share everything. You’re as much mine as you are his,” Hexon hissed. As slickness coated my inner thighs, his thrusts picked up. Rowan stepped forward.

“Make it enjoyable for all of us, Hex.” Rowan was a godsend.

“I always make it enjoyable. Can you not hear her sopping cunt? Did you like my cock yesterday?” Hexon murmured. Another tentacle tipped my chin up, and I looked into his eyes and nodded. He turned from me and eyed Rowan. “See?”

My blue-haired friend rolled his eyes and shook his head, but stepped toward us, his gaze on me. Stopping by my side, he reached out, his hand pausing by my face. The question in his eyes was so clear that I smiled.

“Yes,” I breathed. Cupping my face gently, he leaned forward, his lips pressing against mine like a reunion. Grinding my hips, I chased that feeling they’d given me yesterday. Parting my lips, our tongues danced, and Hexon’s tongue slid up my neck. His tentacles froze as he watched us kiss. I’d been close, but Rowan’s lips were sweet and gentle. His tongue darted into my mouth, claiming me for himself.

“Fuck,” the kraken groaned.

“You like her,” Rowan said knowingly.

“She’s a wet hole and our prize,” Hexon spat.

“You like her,” he repeated.

Silence.

“She’s sore,” Rowan said softly.

“She’s mine,” Hexon growled.

“She’s ours,” Rowan reminded gently. “And we don’t want to break her, do we?”

The kraken grumbled but didn’t do anything as Rowan’s focus returned to me. His fingers slid down my chest, between my breasts, and over the rolls on my belly.

“Do you want me to make you feel good?” he murmured. I nodded. He leaned down, taking a mouthful of my breast in his mouth. His tongue flicked my nipple. Then he picked me up, and tentacles helped support my weight before he placed me on the floor. My wetness coated his torso as he continued what he’d started. He released my breast and slowly kissed the other, licking, sucking, and nipping before he kissed my belly. I felt beautiful. They didn’t comment on my fat, just kissed and squeezed, as if it didn’t disgust them like it had disgusted me my whole life. He stopped and looked over his shoulder.

“Were you just going to watch, or were you going to join us?” Rowan taunted Hexon. I ran my fingers through his beautiful blue hair. He turned back to me, his eyes on my spread legs. My toes curled as his head dipped, his mouth cupping my pussy. Blue eyes stared up through beautifully curled lashes. It was insanely hot. My nails scraped along his scalp as his tongue licked up my lips and flicked my clit. He sucked on my little nub, and I gasped. Rowan jerked against me. He groaned, sending vibrations through me as Hexon started to fuck him. His eyes closed, his nipples erect as Hexon filled him. His body swayed back and forth as he whimpered.

“Rowan, please,” I begged breathlessly. His eyes opened, and then he sucked on my clit as his fingers darted into my pussy, matching the kraken’s rhythm as long fingers dug into his shoulder. I squeezed his head with my thighs, and his bobbed. It felt as if he needed my orgasm as much as I did.

“Oh,” I moaned as my pussy gushed. I was close. Arching my back, my eyes flickered to the god above us. Red eyes glowed as teeth dug into his lip. He watched Rowan’s head between my thighs and the way my breasts bounced with each thrust of his hips. This wasn’t normal, but I was tired of trying to make it make sense.

“Come for me,” Rowan rasped as he bit my clit.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I cried.

“Shit,” Hexon hissed.

“She’s coming! Gods, she’s coming, and so am I,” Rowan whined. That was the last I heard from him as he shoved his face into my pussy, licking up my cum and rubbing it all over his face as the kraken wrecked his ass. Rowan’s hand found mine, and my heart warmed as his fingers intertwined with mine.

“Mine. The both of you,” Hexon growled as he rutted into Rowan. I ran my fingers through his hair, moving it off his forehead so I could see him.

“Yours. We’re yours,” I murmured as I looked up into the glowing eyes above us. Hell stared back and then disappeared as he came.


Chapter 13

Amora

He was good at reading me. The duo had been consistent, and I’d been right. They were a couple. Closer to each other in a way Rowan wasn’t with Riftan. I hadn’t seen him in days, and I worried he’d forgotten about me. I blamed it on him being busy, but I only had three days left. I wouldn’t admit it aloud, but I was scared. And bitter. Why take me if you weren’t even going to be around? What was the point?

With the ocean behind me, I walked past the table and down into the area where I bathed. The waters waited for me, promising to wash away all of my treacherous thoughts. I could hear Rowan following me, stopping only to watch me discard my clothes. I could feel his eyes on me as I bent over to remove the last item. It had only been a few days, but there were already holes in the fabric. I should just walk around naked, but I tried to hold on to whatever decency I could.

“Why don’t you tell me what’s bothering you?” Rowan asked as I dropped into the waters until it covered my nipples. The coolness was welcome in the heat and the aftermath of our coupling.

“What makes you think there’s a problem?” I dodged his question as I closed my eyes and leaned back against the stone. There was a splash as Rowan jumped in. Droplets hit my cheek, and I smiled as my lashes fluttered open. When he resurfaced, his eyes and hair above the water, he swam toward me like a shark. His hands gripped my thighs as he pushed up.

“Other than the obvious? You’re pouting.” He bumped his forehead against mine before he sat beside me. I sighed. It was pointless keeping it to myself.

“Have you… heard from Riftan?” I murmured.

He half-turned, his eyes knowing as he smirked.

“Ah, you miss the Prince.”

I huffed but didn’t bother trying to deny it. I did miss him. I wanted to see him. Needed to know why he hadn’t come to see me.

“Why hasn’t he come?” I asked as I leaned my head on his shoulder. His scales were cool against my skin.

Rowan was silent. His hand clasped mine.

“How am I supposed to change his mind if he isn’t here to persuade?” My voice cracked. I hadn’t cried since the first day I woke up here, but I promised myself I wouldn’t do it again. What did crying do? How would it help me? It wouldn’t, but it felt so hopeless.

“Riftan… he’s a—”

“Now, now. Don’t be sharing my secrets, Row,” a voice growled from the darkness. Startled, I sat up straight, looking in the direction the sound came from. A silhouette leaned forward. There was a flicker of hope, and then I saw black horns, followed by his eyes. And that flame burst into a wildfire. My heart was about to beat out of my chest. How could he be more beautiful than the last time I’d seen him?

“Have you been having fun?” Riftan’s question was directed at Rowan. He was fully visible now, the gold hoops begging for me to tug on them, his hair pushed back. My gaze dropped to the black tail swishing beneath the waters.

“We’re practically best friends, but you’d know that if you were around.” Rowan’s tone was light, but his words dripped with venom. It made me feel good knowing he was on my side. Gods, that someone was on my side. I’d gotten used to Rowan and Hexon talking to me. It felt weird that Riftan hadn’t talked to me. Riftan turned to me. His eyes didn’t wander. They stayed trained on mine, and I fought the urge to fidget. He didn’t offer any explanation for where he’d been, didn’t say sorry, just watched me.

What does he see when he looks at me?

I blinked, and he’d cut through the distance, his tail whipping just above the surface. I swallowed down the lump in my throat as he broke through and towered over me. My lips parted on a sharp inhale as I stared up at him. Instead of deciding what question to ask first, I was more focused on the fact that I was completely naked before him, and the distance his pulsr was to me. Once you’d had that sucker on your clit while he pounded into you, it was hard to focus on anything else.

“We’re not friends,” he rumbled. His words should have hurt, but he wasn’t lying. And I was too busy fighting the urge to reach out and run my fingers down his torso.

“I like her, not just her cunt,” Rowan muttered.

I couldn’t help but laugh. My gaze finally trailed over to my friend.

“You don’t like my cunt, Row?” I asked innocently. He flashed me a toothy grin and winked.

“You know I do, babe, but that’s not what I’m getting at here,” he reprimanded. I giggled, and when I looked back at Riftan, I saw the confusion there before he blinked. Closing the distance, his chest pressed against my breasts, and I leaned into him.

“I’ve never seen you smile.” His head was bent as he stared down at me. I placed my hands on his ribs.

“Maybe if you’d come earlier, you would have,” I murmured. His eyes narrowed, but all I could do was smile.

“You’ve had your time with her. It’s mine now,” Riftan growled, dismissing Rowan.

Rowan scoffed.

“Bye, Mora.” He blew me a kiss before he got up to leave. When he was out of sight, I tilted my head back and looked up at my monster.

“Did you notice my absence?” he asked. His hands remained at his side.

“Did you notice mine?” I couldn’t hide the insecurity in my words.

“I don’t want to talk.”

“But I d—” My words are caught off as he moves. His hands are on me, lifting me until I’m sitting on the edge. He pushes me back until I feel the cool stone beneath me. He dips lower into the water, he lifts my thighs over his shoulders, his head finding their home between my thighs. I grab onto his horns as he opens his mouth. His long tongue dragged up my pussy lips, and I dropped my head back.

“Oh, gods,” I moaned.

His tongue speared into me, spreading my lips, tasting my desire for him. I pull on his horns and he dives deeper, his fingers pinching my clit as he moved. The water sloshed as he fucked me with his tongue. This is what I wanted, yet I couldn’t help the ugly feeling curling in my belly.

“How does your friend’s taste?” I taunted. It was the wrong thing to say, especially now that I had him, but I was bitter. I don’t know where he’s been, or who he’s been fucking, but I know it hasn’t been with me. And I hate it. He growled, removing his tongue. I groaned, knowing that would happen. But then there was a flash of teeth and I gasped moments before he bit my clit.

“Fuck! That hurts, you ass!” I hissed.

But he says nothing as he gets up. I’m still wanting, needy before him. But I can tell by the look in his eyes, he’s angry. But I have a feeling he was already angry when he got here. He flips me on my belly, drags me back so the ground scrapes my skin. I cry out as a slap echoes in the cave. Followed by pain erupting against my backside. I get up to yell at him, but his hand is on my back, and I’m shoved down until my breasts are on the floor. His hand grips my hair, his hand pushed my thighs apart, and he slaps his cock on my cheek. Then he enters me from behind.

“Oh,” I groan. It’s guttural. It isn’t pretty.

“You like it rough, don’t you? Your dirty fucking cunt has been sucking up my brother’s cocks like the whore you are. Well, now you’re going to take my cock, and my knot,” he growled. He wasn’t angry. He was fucking jealous, and I laughed.

“All I hear is jealousy, Riftan. I thought you and your brothers share,” I spat.

He yanked my hair back, pulling me until my breasts lifted up off the ground. His hand gripped my hip, and then there was nothing but his cock in my pussy. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as he pulled all the way out and then slammed into me. He fucked me hard and rough. I clawed at his arm, reached behind me and gripped his hip. Locking my thighs around his waist behind me, I tried to push him deeper as his dick pushed against my belly.

Gods, he was so deep.

There was nowhere for me to go, nothing for me to want but his cock inside of me. I took what he’d give, even if he wouldn’t admit what we both knew. I came as he forced his knot into me. It was painful, but it was wrapped with pleasure, and it pushed me over the edge a second time.

“You’re a greedy little slut. Coming on my cock and squeezing my knot,” he growled as he slammed into me. The sounds of his hips slapping against mine were music to my ears.

“Give it to me. I want you to fill me up, Riftan,” I rasped as he fucked me with his knot.

“You’re going to take my seed, aren’t you, Gem? Want me to pump you full?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned.

“Fucking take it,” he hissed as his knot expanded, locking me in.

“Oh, fuck, Riftan,” I moaned, my hips bucking as he filled me. Splash after splash, ropes of it as he emptied himself. His back against my chest, my breasts smashed against the floor. His hands on either side of me as he pushed against me.

“Oh,” I cried.

He picked me up, dipping into the water as he pulled me on top of him. I jerked and twitched with each new wave of cum. I was tired, but I fought sleep. With him locked inside of me, there was nowhere for him to go. Dropping my head to his chest, I took what I could while he’d allow it. I held my breath, my fingers tracing the scar on his hip. This felt intimate, and I only hoped it wasn’t all in my head. He cleared his throat, and I moved back to look up at him.

“Don’t get attached. You’re our little plaything. Nothing more.” His words were a slap across the face. He didn’t even look at me as he said it. It was only then that I noticed how tense his body was. He was trying to distance himself from me, but I knew he didn’t want to. I knew he was lying. I knew he wanted me; he just wouldn’t admit it.

“Say whatever you need to, Riftan. A man who didn’t feel for me wouldn’t have fucked me the way you just did.” I didn’t wait for his response as I cuddled closer. He didn’t fight me on it, but I held my breath as he inhaled to respond.

“I’m a monster, Gem. I won’t love you.”

My vision blurred, but I didn’t allow the tears to fall. He left as soon as his knot deflated, without another word.


Chapter 14

Riftan

Three days had passed before I could taste her again. The moment I could slip out, I did, and the first thing I did was return to her. Now that I’d had my fill of her, I was content. The swim back shouldn’t have taken as long as it did, but with her taste still on my lips, I took my time. Everything seemed brighter, and maybe that was due to me gliding just beneath the surface or the little succubus I couldn’t stay away from. The moon bathed me in light, reflecting off my scales as the stars twinkled brightly. Yet nothing could touch my gems. The corners of my lips pulled up of their volition. The high she gave me was like nothing I’d experienced before. With one last glance behind me, I dove deep, welcoming the darkness, glad to feel giddy without the chance of onlookers.

Eventually, I glided down the hall toward my chamber when I noted a tanned merman with a red glimmering tail wearing the armor of the North Seas stationed outside. I had a guest. My mood instantly soured. Twice now I’d returned, only to have those who thought they had rights to what was mine in my space. I caught her scent before I saw her and rolled my neck, cracking it in irritation. The guilt of having another female in here was something I’d never felt before, but now that I had, it was unwelcome. Everything good in the world melted away, and the reality and severity of our situation bled in.

This is my mate’s cave.

She doesn’t belong here.

My instincts screamed she was not supposed to be here, and that I needed to kill the intruder, but I ignored them. Heading through the first room, I slid into my bedchamber. Her back was to me, but long white hair floated around her with a tail to match. She had enough sense not to be in my bed. Hearing me, she turned. Light blue horns curved upward, her chin high, her shoulders back. Her hands came together, and her fingers interlocked.

“Riftan.” Prem lowered her gaze before eyes that matched her blue horns locked on me—they were void of pupils. No gems twinkled back at me. Mirroring her, I greeted her.

“Prem. What are you doing here?” It was customary for us to kiss upon meeting, but neither of us moved.

I don’t want my lips anywhere near hers.

“The King requested I come as soon as possible. My father was eager to agree. I arrived a few days ago.” She clenched her jaw, but other than that, there were no signs of her displeasure.

“Of course.” I’d been busy. Visiting her hadn’t been a priority. There was nothing for us to discuss. We were both aware of our betrothal. It had always been the way of our kind. Duty came before wants. We floated there, staring at each other.

“The King told me you were aware of my arrival.” Her nose didn’t wrinkle. Her lips didn’t draw my attention. And I didn’t feel the urge to touch her. She didn’t have the same effect on me as… her.

“I was.”

“Am I to assume you didn’t want to see me until our joining?” There was no bitterness in her tone. She took no offense to the idea of me not wanting to see her until then. Why would she? Prem held no feelings for me.

“Correct. I’d be chained to you for the rest of my life. I had no wish to relinquish my last few days of freedom.”

“Wonderful.”

Again, we stared at each other in silence. I could hear the noises of the kingdom outside. Yet all I could think about was that she didn’t have any freckles.

“I…” Prem trailed off, then shook her head.

“You came here for a reason. Or did you want to get started early on what was required of us?” It was rude, but I wanted her out. My words didn’t surprise her. If they did, she showed no reaction. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath before looking at me again. Something was building between us, and there was no doubt something plagued her.

“Is this what you wanted?” Her question caught me off guard. No one had ever asked me what I wanted. Drifting closer, I leaned on the coral and looked out at the kingdom. I could feel her eyes on the side of my face.

“Is this a trick question?” I chuckled. She sighed.

“You’re… something to look at. Anyone would be lucky to have you. But did you not wonder if there was more out there?” She was being sincere. Facing her, I let my eyes roam down her body. She was beautiful, pure, and supposed to be mine in a few days’ time. But I felt nothing. My cock didn’t twitch. Not even a little.

“I’m flattered you’d enjoy riding me, but were you questioning our agreement, princess?”

“Answer the question, Riftan.” She was irritated. Finally. Crossing her arms in front of her chest, her royal mask slipped.

“I’ve already seen what’s out there.” And I love it.

“I have more of a chance of hearing the coral answer my questions. Forget I mentioned anything.” She jerked her head angrily, and with a swish of her tail, she turned her back on me.

“Prem.” Stopping, she turned to face me.

It kills me to say this. Not because of the princess staring back at me, but because of who I’m thinking of as I say the words.

“Our feelings have no place in this relationship. You’re promised to me, and I to you. I will wed you. And bed you. What I want has nothing to do with upholding my word. There’s nothing that will cause me to break it. If this is about the merman waiting for you outside, deal with it.”

“Your highness,” she gritted out before dipping her chin. I said nothing more and she disappeared.

With her finally gone, I sat on my bed and watched the sea life inhabiting my coral. One of my personal favorites, the flashlight fish, could rotate their organs to flicker on and off to find their prey. But since my room was lit, they had it switched off. Misery, the sneaky cat shark, was nowhere to be seen. She must be napping.

My thoughts wandered to my little human, as they so often had since I’d first lain eyes on her. I burned to have her here, and it caused something to twist in my chest. I needed her scent on every surface, erasing any trace of Prem in here. It hadn’t been long since I’d had her, and yet, I craved her sweet nectar on my bed. I wanted her beneath me, screaming my name for all the kingdoms to hear.

Did she miss me as much as I did her?

Or did my brother’s presence erase every thought of me from her mind?

I itched. I didn’t want to be here. My words repeated:

The last of my freedom.

The last of my freedom.

The last of my freedom.

I didn’t want to spend any more of it here.

Not even 24 hours had passed since I’d seen her last, yet impulsively, I gave up. Flying from the bed, I didn’t bother going through the kingdom. I swam from my window, over the kingdom, homes, and merfolk below. As the soldiers felt me draw near, they turned and saluted. Hexon’s large kraken form loomed in the deep. krakens were forbidden from entering, as per the King’s demand.

I was just about to link you. Where are you headed?

Without seeing his human face, and even without his voice in my head, I would have known he was smiling. Ignoring him, I swam away, needing to put as much space as possible between me and the kingdom I would be bound to in a few days’ time. He was silent as he joined me. His powerful tentacles pushed him effortlessly through the waters. Everything was a blur as I followed my desires and rushed to her. There was a princess waiting for me in the palace, yet all I could think of was the human above the surface. When the lights were swallowed by the deep, Hexon cleared his throat.

You like her.

Say you like her.

Not now, Hexon.

Is it a sin to admit your feelings?

Yes.

Dramatic, as always.

Why don’t you go spend time with Ro?

The kraken’s tentacles swished as they moved out of the way until a patch of blue was visible. And then Rowan popped out from the mass. The cheeky faerie winked at me before I rushed ahead.

So much for that.

We want to keep her, Rift.

We?

The kraken ignored me, and Rowan made an irritated sound. I figured he felt more for her. I could see it in the way he defended her before I dismissed him. Rowan isn’t one to lie. He is quiet when he doesn’t want to answer.

Yes, we.

Coming to a halt, my tail flicked beneath me. They knew not what they spoke of, and it was time I enlightened them. They’d never wanted to keep one. Before I saw Rowan with her, I would have expected him to beg for her life like he’d done with the previous ones. But keeping her? They were delusional. I ignored the gnawing voice that whispered I’d thought of the same thing. Glaring at Hexon and the tentacles that fell from his face like a beard, and then to Rowan, who flushed red as he hid his body beneath Hexon’s mass, suspiciously close to his tenta-cock.

“And what would keeping her look like, Rowan?” I snapped. The faerie leaned forward.

“It would look like it does now.” I could see the truth shining in his blue eyes. He believed that we could keep her chained up there for life. As if she would ever be happy with that.

“It would look like it does now,” Hexon repeated. His words sent vibrations reverberating around us.

“For once, would you think with your head? Not with your dick or your three hearts, but your head,” I hissed. Hexon grumbled.

“That’s not fair, Riftan. Hex has been thinking about this,” Rowan interjected.

“It didn’t sound like it!” I shook my head. Swimming back and forth in place, anxiety washed over me as I imagined it.

“He wanted more for her. We both did,” Rowan tried again.

“What would it mean if I broke my oath?” I yelled. Both remained silent, and I stopped pacing.

“We could—”

“The Kingdoms would be at war, and not just for me,” I said as I cut off Rowan.

I glared at my brother as he remained in his largest form. Rowan’s hands fell to his side. They both knew what would happen if I didn’t claim Prem. The North Seas would attack, the krakens would be in danger, and in doing so, I’d appear weak. My godfather could challenge my ability to rule and hold on to my seat longer. The North King was as vicious and ruthless as they came.

“We’d be putting our people at risk. And for what? A mere human?” I shook my head.

“She’s no mere human. She’s more. And you know it,” Rowan whispered.

“You were as stubborn as they come,” I snarled.

“And you were lying to yourself.” I’d never fought this much with my brothers, but right now, I couldn’t see how Rowan couldn’t understand.

“Rowan,” Hexon warned. His vibrations itched my gills.

“What?” Rowan snapped.

“Too far.” The tip of his tentacle tipped Rowan’s chin up.

“No, I don’t! Someone needed to tell him. He’s in denial!” Rowan’s voice was desperate now.

“And what was I in denial about, Row?”

Blue eyes turned to me, his gaze searching.

“You wouldn’t admit what she was—who she was.”

My brows furrowed as I looked between the two. My head went up and down as Hexon towered over us. A beard-tentacle dropped to Rowan’s shoulder, and the faerie jerked his head away.

Row. My love.

He’s not in denial.

He is!

He just won’t —

He hasn’t realized.

She’s our mate, Rift.

“You lie.” My laugh echoed, but Rowan’s concerned gaze made me stop.

“You know of the legend. It’s been done before. She can stay and—” Rowan tried.

“No. Even if what you say is true, it would only give me that much more reason not to keep her,” I admitted. Rowan spoke of the legend, myth more like. Once upon a time, a mermaid fell for a man. She dragged him beneath, and somehow, a kiss gave him the ability to breathe like we could. That was one retelling. In the other version, the human drowned to death.

“It can be done. We can try it,” Rowan tried again.

“I agreed she stayed. I never agreed to drowning her,” Hexon growled. His emotion shook the waters.

“No one wants to drown her. We’ll figure it out.” Rowan soothed the giant.

“How? How are two kings from different kingdoms supposed to take the same human? Is she to stay with me for half of the year and then come to your kingdom for the other? It wouldn’t work. It’s foolish to wish for things that cannot be.” I was the only one thinking rationally. I could not allow myself to be ruled by my emotions. Tentacles reached out for me. I wanted to bat them away, but Hexon was softer than he looked. They suctioned onto my back as they inched closer. Rowan moved to leave the bundle of tentacles holding him close. Hexon grumbled but released him. Rowan closed the distance and touched my arm.

“She’s not our mate.” I didn’t believe the words that just left my lips.

“It’s okay to want her.”

“Don’t you think I would take her if I could?” I muttered.

“You can! You’re going to be king of the sea! You can do whatever you want.” Rowan couldn’t understand. He never would. “Take her, claim her as yours. You don’t have to make her your queen.” Bioluminescent fluids rolled down his cheeks.

Even as he tried to find a way, I knew that even in this hypothetical world where I gave in to my desires, she would be my queen. She was second to no one. Hexon’s tentacles rubbed circles in my back as if he were trying to calm a skittish seal pup.

“Please… I can’t… I like her. She was made for us. I don’t want to lose her, Rift,” Rowan’s voice cracked as he tried to reason with me. Tentacles wrapped around his waist.

“I don’t have time to argue about things that’ll never come to pass. Let me have what time I have left. I’m grateful for the time I had. I’m not foolish enough to wish for more.” Moving from Hexon’s kindness and Rowan’s desperation, I cut through the water at full speed. My brothers were not far behind.

It wasn’t long before we could make out the outline of the cave in the distance. I could feel the weight drop from my shoulders. The closer I got, the more relieved I was. Without waiting for my brothers, I propelled myself from the water and onto the familiar stone. I knew she’d be excited to see me. I noticed it when she saw me earlier. Rowan’s words rang true.

She’s our mate.

Our mate.

Our mate.

Mate.

Mate.

Mate.

I can’t wait to see her.

A sound caused me to freeze in my tracks. My godfather’s voice.
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Earlier

You never truly knew boredom until you were trapped on a rock in the middle of the sea. I couldn’t name the amount of times in my life that I had said I was bored. But now, as I looked around, without electronics, a book, or people, I knew I never knew the meaning of the word. Since Riftan left me in a puddle, I had been alone. I was left to my own devices, and there were only so many times a girl could bathe in a day. I couldn’t even run to the corner store and grab snacks. I had done everything I could think of, but I couldn’t even count the number of hours that had passed. Sighing, I lifted my arms and put my hands behind my head as I stared up at the ceiling.

Where do the guys go when they leave here?

Do they have their own homes?

Or do they live together?

Sharing an underwater apartment penthouse?

My shoulders bounced as I giggled. I couldn’t imagine the three of them getting anything done if they lived together. Hexon was constantly fucking or using his tentacles to touch Rowan. I had never seen Riftan with Rowan sexually, but I had seen him watch them together. There was something about the way the kraken used the slender faerie that was mesmerizing. Everything about Hexon was big.

And now I was getting sidetracked. There were more things I could do than think about Hexon’s thick cock. Like… Did they have universities under the sea? Laughing out loud, I imagined Riftan with a backward cap, his horns protruding through the holes it would have because, obviously, mermen had horns. If I thought about it, like really thought about it, Riftan was more of a knitted sweater, muscular nerd with perfect hair and black-rimmed glasses. All the girls wanted him to tutor them, but only the really pretty ones were confident enough to ask. Hexon was the one who was more of a jock. With long silver hair, I bet all the women liked him.

Are there female krakens?

Or do they mate outside of their species?

Do they have sports beneath the waves?

It was better to think about these random hypothetical things like universities, sports, and underwater shops. The alternative wasn’t too bright. But when I wasn’t wondering about the world beneath the waves, I spiraled. The nerves were already setting in, and the darkness reminded me I was still technically a prisoner on a rock in the middle of the ocean.

Kill joy.

Sitting up, I jumped to my feet. Walking out as far as I dared, I stopped before I reached the edge. I couldn’t help but search the horizon—yep, still no land in sight. And so what if there were? There was no way I’d swim out there. The taste of bitterness was on my tongue. Not because I couldn’t save myself, but because I wouldn’t even if I could.

My parents’ smiling faces came to mind. At least I wouldn’t ever have to worry about my parents forcing me into the water or dragging me on another vacation with them. Unbidden, tears sprang to my eyes. They weren’t the best parents when it came to my phobia, but I missed them.

What was going to happen to me?

Rowan’s words came back to me. I wanted to trust him. As impossible as it seemed, I wanted to believe him. He’d said my days weren’t numbered, and I prayed to whatever gods would hear me. I wanted to be different—set aside from the others that had come before me. I wished so badly for them to want to keep me. But I didn’t want to stay trapped forever. I might go crazy if I hadn’t already. As much as I missed my parents, the truth was clear.

I don’t want to go back.

A smile spread across my face. It was crazy, but it was true. Rowan had quickly become a friend… and a lover. Hexon, too. The tentacles were hard not to love. He had so many of them, and how many men could multitask? My cheeks heated, and I rolled my eyes. Rowan promised to come back tomorrow. I knew not to expect it, but I wanted them to come. God knew when I would see Riftan again. I was hoping he would come tomorrow, too. We hadn’t had a lot of time to talk, and I wanted to.

A splash had my spine straightening, but I didn’t want to appear too excited. My toes curled, and I bit down on my bottom lip as I acted like I didn’t hear anything. For emphasis, I ran my fingers through my hair. The comb from Rowan was meant for men and broke easily.

“I’m disappointed. My nephew risks the possibility of war for you?” I startled at the voice filled with hate. I didn’t know who this was. A merman. The first thing I noticed was his lack of horns. I’d assumed all merfolk had horns. A crown sat on his head, and he had a beard. He held a trident in his hand and had a deep green tail. Unlike the kind and caring merman in the fairy tales, or the one I’d grown fond of, this one looked mean. Like Riftan, his tail held him up as he eased toward me. This must be the king. He shoved his trident into the ground, and it remained standing as he moved away from it.

“Who are you? And what are you doing here?” Something didn’t feel right. My fight or flight instincts begged me to run, but my brain screamed there was nowhere to run.

“You’re not the brightest, are you?” His majesty scoffed.

And he’s condescending.

Great.

He’s closer now. If I reached out, I could touch him.

Fight or flight.

Fight or flight.

I held my ground, and he tutted like I was a child. I didn’t know this man, but I hated him. His eyes roamed down my half-naked body, and I felt sick. When his cold green eyes locked with my disgusted one, his lip curled.

“What is it about you that holds his attention? You’re a temptress set on our kind’s destruction,” he spat.

“You shouldn’t be here,” I said with false bravado. The merman without horns laughed. It wasn’t like Riftan’s; it lacked warmth.

“This is my sea. I can go wherever the fuck I damn well please,” he hissed. It almost seemed like… he was throwing a fit, as if he needed to remind me of his position.

“I’m not in the sea. I’m on it. And I’m not one of yours.” Taunting the merman king probably wasn’t the best idea, but it was too late. The words were out, and I was fucked.

“Everything is mine. Everything of Riftan’s is mine. And I think it’s about time I figured out what it was about you that ensnared my nephew.” He reached out with his filthy hand, and I scrambled for something—anything—that would make him reconsider.

“Riftan will kill you,” I replied weakly. My breathing picked up. The guys weren’t coming back today. By the time they found me, it would be too late.

“You think yourself irreplaceable?” The king’s words were a mixture of amusement and taunting. He was closer now; a cold draft came off him.

“I’m special.” Even as the words came out, I doubted them. All I had was Rowan’s word and this hope that burned inside me.

“None of them were. And neither are you.” Ivy-green claws dragged down my cheek. Strength and power oozed from every pore. The hunter stared down at his prey. Just like with my monsters, I was useless against this one. With a weapon, I could have hurt him. Without one—I had no chance. Craning my head back to peer at him, long white hair fell to his chest.

“Will you kill me?” I rasped.

“Yes.” His hand lowered to my breast. He cupped me, and my chin trembled. His touch felt like a betrayal. I didn’t want this.

“Why?”

“With you out of the way, Riftan will have no more distractions. Worry not. I’ll have a taste first. I need to sample what’s caused my nephew to disobey me.” His claws ran over my rolls, and he grabbed my hand, raising it to the bulge that protruded from his cock pocket. I refused to look at it. I couldn’t.

I may not be able to kill him, but…

Wrapping my hand around his vile length, I looked up at him. Green eyes watched me. Curling my fingers, I used my nails to dig into his flesh before bending his cock. He swung his massive arm, and I went flying. Crashing into the wall, my head bounced off the rock with a thud.

Fuck.

My vision was blurry as I slumped to the ground. The world spun as I attempted to crawl away. The monster growled behind me, and I knew I needed to get up and do something before he could heal. As I gripped the wall and pushed up off the ground, a large hand wrapped around my ankle. Yanked back, my body was pulled down by gravity before I could catch myself. My face slapped against the rock before he flipped me and lugged me beneath him.

No, no, no.

Please, gods, no.

The monster’s broad chest and beard hung above me. Unlike Riftan, he didn’t have a single scar. Too close. I knew it was useless, but I wasn’t going to just lay there. I’d hurt him once; I could do it again. He didn’t even flinch as I scratched every inch I could touch. He backhanded me, and I saw stars. My face jerked with the force, and my cheek slapped against the cool stone.

Refocusing on him, he raised his arm, and I watched as the trident flew into his waiting hand. Then he threw it at me, and the metal held me in place. My hands grasped the cold bars as I kicked at him. My feet bounced off his chest. He gripped himself and slapped my thighs apart before sliding between my legs. I watched in horror as he jerked himself, pulling down his foreskin to reveal the pink cock beneath. Tears came to my eyes as time slowed.

Bringing his other hand to his mouth, he spat in it. I watched in horror as he brought it down to my spread lips. Wriggling, I fought uselessly to break free of the trident. A growl pierced the sky and echoed through the cave. Riftan was here. I knew it was him before I laid eyes on him. In the next moment, the King’s weight lifted off me. A few more seconds, and it would have been too late. Two monstrous men fought above me while I lay beneath them, confined by the trident. They were a blur of claws, brute strength, and grunts.

Tentacles wrapped around the gold handle, and an overpowering charred, salty scent hit me. My gaze locked on where smoke came off the trident. He was burning. Beautiful silver hair moved into my line of sight, and I looked up into red, worried-filled eyes as they searched my face. I let out a sob as it finally dawned on me—they’d come for me. I was safe. Hexon flinched and clenched his jaw as he yanked the trident from the ground. He tossed it with a clang, and Rowan swooped in.
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Protective arms held me close—too close. I couldn’t breathe. Pushing against the barrier, he barely budged before dropping back into place. Twisting my neck, I noticed Rowan’s blue hair had fallen over his eyes. They had darkened to a deep sea hue, and it was only after the slight distraction from my situation that I realized we were shaking—he was shaking. Not with fear, but with anger.

“I’m sorry I didn’t ask first, but give me a pass this once. I’ve never been so scared in my life.”

“Row.” My voice didn’t quite sound like mine. It was quavering, strained, like it would sound before a heavy cry. Rowan, my faerie, didn’t look at me. His eyes remained on the King, as if he were still a threat I needed protecting from.

“Did he…?”

“No.” I had every right to be scared, but I was so comforted by their presence. I knew he couldn’t hurt me anymore. I just wished my body felt the same way. My knees knocked together, my thighs jiggling as I trembled. Rowan’s hands squeezed my sides tightly, as if he were afraid I’d disappear. The kraken sighed, and tentacle tips gently poked and prodded my cheeks, shoulder, neck, and body. When he had done a thorough job and found whatever he was looking for, they disappeared, and he stepped away from us and toward Riftan. I didn’t like that he was leaving. It left me feeling bereft. But it was all in my head. I still had Rowan.

My gaze slid over to the King. His tail folded beneath him in their version of kneeling. Next, purple tentacles resembling the size of tree trunks flowed out across the cave floor. Hexon was big, but never that big. My eyes must have been deceiving me. He looked… bigger.

A clam clip held his hair back, the ends hanging off his shoulders. His red eyes never caused as much nervousness as they did now. The way he looked at Riftan’s relative made it clear he’d love nothing more than to gut and then filet him. My scarred monster hadn’t looked at me. As soon as he’d gotten there, he went straight to my attacker. Curvy black hair slicked back, his horns curved proudly from his head, leaving the King’s figure half in shadow. I had seen them before, held on to them, but now, as I watched him stand above the man who had hurt me and who intended to do worse, they seemed more menacing. The ridges along their length caught in what sunlight we had left. Strength oozed from him. He was barely holding on to his self-control, and I knew they needed me, maybe more than I needed them right now.

“This is treason. I will have your head,” the King spat.

“I could say the same for you, Lucien.” Those were the first words out of Riftan’s mouth since arriving. The merman below him shook his head and laughed.

“Until you’ve bedded the Princess of the North Seas, you are not my king, and you’ve attacked me,” Lucien replied smugly. The pompous glint in his green eyes dared Riftan to deny it.

“No one here will confirm your story,” Hexon growled.

“My word is as good as law, kraken.” Lucien puffed out his chest as if he had them beat.

“No one will hear it.” Riftan hadn’t looked away once from his uncle.

“Is that a threat, nephew?” Lucien’s eyes narrowed.

“It’s an oath,” Riftan swore.

“You’re challenging me? For pussy?” Lucien asked incredulously.

“For my mate. And there is no challenge. You die tonight.”

“You would kill one of your own? For a human?! My life is worth a million of hers!” More tentacles darted forward, wrapping around his arms and holding him back by his shoulders.

“She’s mine. And you dared to sneak in here like a conniving eel and touch what’s mine. You’ve coveted your king’s mate. But you’ve always been like that, haven’t you, uncle?” Riftan taunted. Lucien fought against the tentacles, and my kraken hands held the trident to its rightful owner. From my angle, I could see the King open his hand, and I knew he was trying to call it like he’d done earlier.

“Hold tight! He’s trying to make it return to him,” I yelled.

“Shh… watch,” Rowan cooed in my ear. Sure enough, Riftan was still holding it.

“It’s mine,” the King growled threateningly.

“It has a new owner now, and the Sea a new king.” As if in response, the trident glowed brightly.

“What are you planning to do now? Take her home?” Lucien scoffed.

“There is a way. We all know it,” Rowan interjected.

“The myth? You’re risking the safety of our people and that of the creatures in our sea for a myth?” Lucien’s eyes looked like they’d pop out of his head.

“Does it work?” Riftan asked. Hexon stilled by his side. He was silent, but his eyes flashed with annoyance. I knew he disagreed with whatever they were discussing.

“And what will I get? Why should I tell you? I’m going to die anyway.”

“I’ll make your death quick in exchange.”

Silence stretched between them. Lucien stared into Riftan’s eyes. Did he not think he would keep his word?

“Take her beneath the waves. When the warm waters turn cold, a kiss of fate will make her like us.”

He lost me at ‘beneath the waves.’ There was nothing they could do to make me get in the water. If the possibility of land being just around the corner hadn’t gotten me to swim, ‘being like them’ wasn’t going to cut it.

“He’s lying,” Hexon insisted, but when Lucien said nothing, he continued. “You’ll drag her down and drown her to death.”

I whimpered. My fear had come to life.

“Where did he touch her?” Riftan’s voice was low and threatening.

“There was a gash on the back of her head, bruises on her cheeks, her face and back scraped, and bruises along her neck. Our girl put up one hell of a fight,” Hexon praised.

The trident went flying, and Lucien caught it—with his shoulder. I covered my mouth, muffling a gasp. He screamed as Hexon called it back; blood spurted out as he launched it again. This time, it hit his tail. The would-be king hunched forward, his grunts of pain satisfyingly sick. It was on repeat: the squelch of the three-pronged spear as it was pulled from his body, the oozing of blood, and the wet thud of it hitting its target. When the noises stopped, Riftan stood before him.

“Any last words?” Riftan asked.

Lucien turned to me and spat. Riftan’s fist connected with the side of his face, and his head jerked in the opposite direction.

“Do it!” he yelled.

Riftan opened his fingers, his claws pointed, and then he slashed Lucien’s neck. The flesh split, and blood gushed. The four of us witnessed him clawing at his neck as tentacles receded. It was horrifying watching his eyes widen as more blood than I had ever seen in my life spurted from his throat. More spewed from his mouth when he opened it. It was as if time stood still again, this time to his disadvantage—not mine. He struggled until his eyes rolled back into his head, and he fell forward, his body twitching until finally, he went still.

There was nothing but the crashing waves as all eyes fell on Riftan.

“What are we going to do with his remains?” Hexon inched forward.

“Let it drift at sea,” Rowan spat.

“No. He doesn’t deserve to return home. We’ll burn him and bury him on land. He’ll never be at rest.”

For the first time since they’d found me beneath Lucien, Riftan looked at me. I forgot how to breathe as those piercing blues finally focused on me. Rowan’s grip on me finally eased.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered on an inhale.

The faerie stood and left me. He walked until he stood beside the old king.

“We’ll have to do it tomorrow. I don’t have what’s needed,” he murmured.

Riftan hadn’t said a word to me. He searched my face, pausing on every scratch and bruise before lowering to my neck and doing the same. I wanted him to rush to me and hold me in his arms. But he did the opposite, turning from me and heading toward the sea.

“Riftan!” I called after him as panic seized me. In the blink of an eye, he was in front of me. The distance had felt too great. What was he waiting for?

“Can I touch you?”

“Are you asking… permission?” I would have laughed if I had it in me. I hadn’t intended to throw what they had done to me in their faces, but I wasn’t going to correct it. They had done terrible things to me, and I had liked it. It hadn’t left me feeling as gross as that one experience with Lucien had. He closed his eyes, and Hexon sucked in air through his teeth. Rowan remained silent but held his head high, as he should. He was the only one who hadn’t forced himself on me.

“Yes,” Riftan rasped.

“Please. Please don’t leave.”
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“We’re not going anywhere,” Riftan murmured.

“What are you begging for?” Hexon was to my right, and Rowan was to my left.

“You. All of you,” I rasped desperately.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for.” The merking chuckled, and I wanted to shove him. Irritation flared as his focus dropped to my lips. I eyed his horns, and they swished as he shook his head. Black strands of hair swayed across the scales of his neck. Raising my hand, I gripped right below the gills there.

“Don’t do that. Don’t treat me like I don’t know what I want,” I warned, holding his gaze as I tightened my grip. Of course, the ass smirked at me like I wasn’t trying to threaten him.

“And what is it you want?” His tone was exasperated. Rowan’s hand was on my lower back, his fingers drawing soothing circles into my hip. It hadn’t been long since I’d been with them, but they’d had an effect on me. I’d changed. I was comfortable in my own skin and didn’t shy away from their touch. Taking my time, I looked at Rowan, Hexon, and then Riftan.

“You. I want all three of you. You guys are mine, and know I’m yours.”

“I want you, too.” Rowan grabbed my hand, bent in half, and kissed the back of my hand. Hexon inhaled sharply, his gaze on Rowan as he bowed to me, but after a pause, did the same. A tentacle wrapped around my other hand, and I stared, mesmerized, as Hexon, in all of his kraken glory, lowered his head. Sneaking a glance up at me, he nipped at my knuckles before dragging his lips along them, making me blush.

“I’m yours if you’ll have me,” Hexon murmured.

“Of course, I will,” I whispered. Straightening, he kissed my temple, and the three of us turned to Riftan. He was the only one left.

“I desire a life with the three of you. Do you not want the same?” It was time to ask the hard questions, to see if he’d open up and talk to me.

Riftan laughed. It echoed in the cave as his shoulders shook, and he blessed me with those crescent moons. Sighing, he stared at me.

“You question my feelings? I just killed my king and last remaining relative for you. I would say they’re clear and unattested.” Blue eyes sparkled, and it wasn’t hard to ignore the body lying behind him. I now had his answer and didn’t know what to do with it. He felt the same. I grabbed his hand and interlocked my fingers with his.

“Then why are you holding back?” I rasped. His chin dipped, and his eyes dragged down my body to our hands before returning to mine.

“Before I came here, I was with a woman.” His words cut deep as I conjured a scene of him with her. I knew he was betrothed, but I hated this mystery woman he was supposed to marry and make cute merbabies with. Was she waiting back home for him? Did he sleep with her after he left me? My spiraling gut hurt, and it felt as if my pain spilled from my chest.

“Riftan,” I cried.

“I did not bed her, but I won’t lie to you. She approached me, hinting at ending it, but I refused. I had no intentions of breaking it off. I would have done my duty, but even as I told myself that, I came to you. My mind and heart have been at war since the moment I saw you on that yacht.”

“Oh, thank the gods,” I whispered. Riftan smirked as he squeezed my hand. He was opening up, and it made my little heart happy.

“I denied the truth even as I compared her to you. She fell short in every area. You are special, but no matter how many times the guys tried to tell me, I didn’t want to hear it. You were a complication I had no idea how to handle.” With one hand, he held my hand, and with the other, my other hand.

“I thought I knew what I wanted, but when I came here and heard his voice, my heart stopped. I don’t know what the future holds, but I can’t go forward without you.”

“Finally,” Rowan sighed. He dropped his head to my shoulder, and I poked him in the side with my free hand.

“Let him have his moment,” Hexon chuckled. His fingers ran up and down my spine soothingly, but it had the opposite effect—causing my nipples to harden.

“Ooh, someone’s turned on,” Rowan teased in my ear. A tentacle wrapped around my ankle, and the other around my thigh.

“I’m talking here,” Riftan groaned.

“Go on. Our treasure will ignore all distractions and focus, won’t she?” Hexon murmured in my ear, and my pussy clenched in response. I had just been attacked. This was not what I should be feeling right now. But all I wanted was for them to put their hands on me, to hold me, to make me feel good and forget the bad. It didn’t help that Rowan was making out with my ear. I bit my lip as I stared at Riftan.

“Mm-hmm. I can’t,” I breathed.

“Can,” Rowan chastised.

“Can,” I repeated.

“I can’t leave you here to fend for yourself. I can’t be the reason you’re in danger. To answer your question,” Riftan started, glaring at his brothers before continuing, “I was holding back because for the first time since I’ve stolen someone, I wanted to offer you something I’ve never given anyone else: freedom.”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, I gasped. And I wasn’t the only one. Rowan stopped what he was doing, and the tentacles froze. My faerie zoned in on our merman.

“You’ll let her stay here? Start a life together?” Hexon asked hopefully. Rowan’s head whipped to our kraken, but before he could say whatever he was about to say, Riftan spoke first.

“In the hideout? Is she our secret? No, she’s my queen. Our queen. And I won’t keep her imprisoned here. She will sit on a throne at my side.” Riftan’s anger was palpable, but I was still stuck on his words.

“You would… let me go back?” My voice quivered. Turning from Hexon, Riftan gave me a curt nod in response.

“If that’s what you wish,” he gritted out. My parents would be happy, but I wouldn’t. Nothing would change. They would still treat me like their little science experiment and try to fix me. There was nothing back there for me.

“And if I don’t want to?” My words were a ghost of a whisper. There was a pause of silence. Then his breathing quickened. His chest rose and fell rapidly. As did the others.

“Tell me you want to be with me. Choose us. We’re already yours.” Riftan didn’t ask why I wouldn’t want to go home or why I’d want to stay. It was as if he were afraid of what I’d say.

“I choose my mates,” I said without hesitation.

“Then I’ll take you home,” Riftan growled.

“It’s not that easy,” I laughed.

“It is.”

“It isn’t,” Hexon and I said at the same time. We both looked at each other before the merman demanded his attention. Anger rippled through Riftan’s features, but Hexon didn’t back down.

“I’m taking her home.”

“She’ll drown,” Hexon snarled.

Something cackled in the air between them, and then they were standing.

“I can’t go in the wa—”

“Ours. She won’t stay on this rock,” Riftan growled, cutting me off. Panic started in my toes. As my lungs constricted, and as the panic made its way up, it felt like I was drowning. A weight dropped on me, and everything that had happened up to this point finally took its toll.

“Rift, Hex—” Rowan tried. Instead of listening to him, they were too busy fighting about what was going to happen to me.

“I disagree. She can stay here. We can keep her safe. What happens when you break things off? She’ll be in danger. Maybe not from Prem, but her father won’t be happy about the news.” Hexon and Riftan were chest to chest.

“What of our people? Will we let them know our queen remains chained above the surface?” Riftan growled.

“I don’t care about their thoughts. We’ll remove her chains. The only thing that matters is she lives.” Tentacles tightened around me.

They both wanted me alive, but none of them asked what I wanted when it came to where I would stay. I wanted nothing more than what Riftan was offering, but I wasn’t like them. I couldn’t live beneath the waves. As much as I wanted to go home with him, I wasn’t part of their world. On top of that, there were the issues of his fiance and war. Tears blurred my vision as I wrapped my arms protectively around myself. Rowan broke the chains and helped me to my feet. I grasped my chest as I had a panic attack.

“I can’t breathe,” I rasped.

My shackles lay at my feet. Rowan’s worried gaze searched my face as the other two continued to fight. Tentacles surrounded the cool night air and caressed my cheek and arms as Hexon stepped toward me. Red eyes that once hadn’t cared, shouldn’t have cared, were filled with worry and fear—so much fear—as claws dug into my skin. Shaking my head, I reached out to my kraken, unable to accept what was happening. I couldn’t.

Things were escalating. And quickly.

“Please,” I cried. Despite our king’s order, he believed it too risky and couldn’t deny his instincts. He couldn’t let him hurt me. Cold tips curled into my skin as Riftan yanked me from his tentacles—his power unmatched.

“Don’t do this. We don’t even know if what Lucien claimed was true. You’ll kill her!” Hexon pleaded as I was dragged back. His pleas fell on deaf ears. Riftan had made up his mind, and no amount of crying, pleading, or begging was going to make him change it. It wasn’t the thought of drowning that scared me, as Hexon kept repeating, but just being pulled into the deep sea. That’s what scared me—being in the water. Moments from what felt like death, I sucked in a lungful of air before the merman once again dragged me beneath the surface.

I’d chosen this.

Those were my last thoughts topside before I was swallowed whole by ice-cold water. A shadow flickered, and a second later, the water broke with a sudden splash as my monsters dove in. My body went into shock as deeper, deeper still we plummeted into the ocean until the twinkling stars disappeared above.

He pulled me down like a rag doll until my lungs threatened to give out. Rowan swam to me, his body lithe as he slid through the water elegantly. His eyes remained on mine as we continued our descent. I pursed my lips to keep the water out for as long as I could, until I couldn’t.

My chest squeezed as the alarms went off in my head. Oxygen. I needed oxygen. I thrashed around, unable to break free of Riftan’s grip. It was impossible. Inhaling, salt rushed in until I was twirled around and stared into a blackness that outmatched the sea. He’d told me he wanted me, believed this myth could work, and pulled me to my death. His webbed hand fisted my hair, and claws dug into my scalp as I was forced to remain staring up at him.

The devil I’d grown to love had my life in his hands. We didn’t need to dive this deep to test it, but my bitterness led me to believe he enjoyed my suffering. The lack of oxygen made his eyes appear cold as they glared into mine. My human troubles and the water that quickly filled my lungs were so far beneath him. I clawed at his chest, but it was useless. Tentacles swayed and curled in the water.

Yanking me up to him, his fingers dragged along my forehead, pushing my hair back before he pressed his lips to mine. Turning from him, I was forced back with a flick of his wrist. I opened for him as my lungs constricted. My eyes felt like they would pop with the pressure, but his forked tongue drove into my mouth. His chest vibrated beneath my hands as something like elastic wrapped around me before it snapped into place.

Everyone knew of the three kingdoms that ruled over the human realm: the Dragons, the Wolves, and the Bears. We had done everything we could—my parents paid their taxes, gave our monthly offerings, and stayed away from the monsters. But none of it mattered because no one told us about him—them. How could anyone have known of the kingdom beneath the sea? The one I was being dragged to?

Where had Rowan gone?

Hexon?

I couldn’t see them.

Were they not coming?

Dots danced across my vision as unconsciousness promised to take me. I was more than ready to welcome death. My chest expanded, but as water filled every inch of my lungs, I didn’t die. Exhaling, bubbles floated out and toward the surface. Inhaling, my body came alive as I sucked in more. The King’s theory had been right. Riftan had been right. As my eyes flickered up to the horned prince, the smug smirk on his face proved he’d confirmed this. Without a word—I didn’t know if he could talk down there—he wrapped his arm around my waist tightly and dove.

With one last glance toward the surface, I couldn’t figure out where my other mates had gone. I couldn’t see anyone but Riftan. Despite the havoc that waited for us down there, I still hoped they would come, too.


Chapter 18

Coral beams led to a high ceiling. Where a door should have been, there wasn’t. It just led into another room, and from what I could see, a third room. Leaning forward, I tried to look through the other archway but couldn’t see the end. The largest window I had ever seen spread from one side of the black coral wall to the other, and before it, a different-colored coral ran along the length beneath it, with—I blinked. After the shock of what I was seeing subsided, I watched as fish scuttled in and out, while others peeked their heads out, only to recede back into the safety and security of their home.

I had never seen fish—outside of the aquariums my parents forced me to go to as a child. Even then, I couldn’t get a good look. Enjoying the moment was out of the question. But here, now, I could see them up close without a glass in between. It made me think I must have hit my head again. That, or I had finally gone insane. This should have been impossible—was impossible because of my condition. Even if I believed they made “the kiss” work and brought me down here, I would have had a panic attack and died of heart failure.

“I can’t wait anymore! How’re you doing?” Rowan’s excited, yet nervous voice came from my left. I was only able to catch an inch of blue before it was swallowed up as the bed dipped. My shoulders almost kissed as two massive figures sat up—squishing me. On Rowan’s side, tentacles wrapped around my ankle, calf, and thigh. One braced my back as another slid around my neck. Purple and light pink lay out before me. Side-by-side, the size difference was notable. I knew they were bigger than me, but I couldn’t have known how much more. Glancing up, red, kind eyes bore into me.

Yep. I’ve gone crazy.

Noticing the guys were here should have been the first thing I noticed when I woke up.

To my right, a beautiful fluke gave way to obsidian scales as my eyes climbed higher, only pausing on his cock pocket for a moment before trailing up the ridges of his taut abdomen, noting where the jagged scar ended on his waist before continuing up his chest. The side of his torso pressed to my cheek as he put his weight onto his left hand just behind me. It was a feat ignoring the piercing within reach of my tongue as I lifted my gaze to his towering form, where I found dark pools matching his fin, observing me intently.

“I’m dead, aren’t I?” I rasped. A resounding slap, followed by a growl from Hexon, pulled my attention to the other two.

“If you don’t like it, then move! She can’t breathe!” Rowan exclaimed. He shoved Hexon, only making him laugh.

“No, Mora. You’re not dead,” Hexon assured me. I ignored the glint in his eyes as Rowan climbed over him. Folding my legs, I gave him room to settle down in front of me. We were two naked peas in a pod, and I wanted to laugh because, once again, my nakedness didn’t bother me. I could feel Riftan’s eyes on the side of my face, and I could feel the heat working its way up my neck. Rowan grabbed my hand and leaned forward. His kiss was feather-soft, and my lashes fluttered shut as I sighed. When I looked at him again, he was looking at me with a goofy grin. A tentacle lay across his lap and looped around to wrap around his waist. Hexon’s love language was definitely physical touch.

“You scared us back there when you passed out—”

“We thought you were dead,” Hexon interrupted. Rowan nodded solemnly as his eyes lowered.

“Oh, ye of little faith,” Riftan mused to my side.

“I could have drowned.” I hit him with my free hand. It almost felt like a chance at a new life.

“But you didn’t,” he replied smugly.

“You’re impossible, you know that? I never thought I’d say this, but yeah, I prefer this,” I gestured to the room, “to the cave.” Riftan went quiet as Rowan’s legs bounced.

“It was risky, but I knew it would work. I’m glad it did. How does it feel to be under?” I could feel Rowan’s excitement.

“It’s nerve-wracking. I have a fear of deep water. I should be freaking out, but I’m not. So it feels like I’m dreaming,” I laughed nervously. Rowan squeezed my hand.

“You’re not dreaming. You’re safe, and this is real,” he said encouragingly. I didn’t know what to say, so I nodded. I had gone from waiting for them, to almost getting assaulted, to being dragged beneath the waves.

“Did you ever see yourself down here?” One of Hexon’s tentacles pulled my cheek so that I faced him. His hooded gaze missed nothing. The other two were staring intently, and I knew I had to answer. I nibbled on the corner of my bottom lip, and the tentacle jerked against my skin.

How did he always look turned on?

“Yes. I wouldn’t say I thought of being under the sea, but I had thought of being with you all in your home. It’s embarrassing to admit, but I made myself jealous by imagining…” I took a shaky breath. “By imagining you with other women.”

I held his gaze as I avoided Riftan’s. He was the only one here with a woman. And now that I had reminded myself of that, I couldn’t help but wonder where she was at.

“She’s gone.” Riftan’s words sent a jolt through me. It was as if he could read my mind. Looking at him, my heart lifted as a glowing shark swam in through the window.

Good feeling gone.

Yanking my face out of Hexon’s grip, I did a double take. Upon confirming that there was indeed a shark swimming toward us, I screamed. There was no way I was seeing this right, but as it effortlessly glided through the water, adrenaline coursed through me. My eyes almost popped out of my head as I climbed over tentacles, chiseled chests, and muscles to avoid being shark food. Looking over my shoulder, I found her swimming in my direction, and I flailed my arms to swim like I should be able to, but didn’t even move an inch. I screamed as hopelessness washed over me. There was no escaping. Bracing myself, I waited for the inevitable.

I was going to die.

When laughter erupted, my eyes flew open. Flipping back around, I found Hexon’s head thrown back, a tentacle pressed to his forehead as his shoulders shook. Rowan’s blue eyes were nowhere to be seen as he held his waist. He swiped a tear and waved his hand in front of him.

“I’m sorry,” he wheezed.

When I turned to Riftan, I forgot how to breathe. Bright blue peeked out of crescent moons. Both corners of his mouth were pulled back, flashing me with his pearly whites. I had never seen him smile so wide—so real. He shook his head like I was a foolish child, but I couldn’t find it in me to be anything but one thing: enamored.

“I’ve never seen anyone swim—or whatever the hell that was—away from Misery as fast as you just did. What did you think she was going to do? Eat you? Unless you’re a shrimp or a small fish, you’re safe.” Riftan chuckled. Misery, the shark, rubbed up against my arm, and I swear she gave me an amused smirk before she swam up to the merman. I watched as he ran his claws down her length.

Yeah, because that’s normal.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s not every day a shark swims through my window,” I huffed. His mood was infectious, but I crossed my arms and attempted a glare to pretend I was upset.

“Oh, that was precious! Sorry, I couldn’t help but laugh. I’ve never seen something so funny! Misery, the cat shark, is Riftan’s pet,” Rowan cackled.

“Her name’s cute, but you are crazy for sleeping with a shark. It’s actually insane.” I eyeballed her as she disappeared into the reef. I was now on the edge of the bed, closest to the archway. Peeking over my shoulder, I took in all three of my guys. Rowan sat between a cluster of Hexon’s tentacles, and Riftan leaned back on his hands. I couldn’t believe this bed was big enough for all of them. Something shiny next to the coral caught my eye—the trident. Everything went silent as I stood to my feet. Tentacles slid down my body as I turned from the three-pronged spear that had held me down. Walking to the window, my gaze trailed over the reef before I looked outside.

Nothing I imagined could have prepared me for what I saw. An underwater city lay below me and stretched out as far as the eye could see. Tilting my head back, I watched as schools of fish swam above the city in the “sky.” Whales and sharks hovered outside what looked like a protective layer. My gaze dropped as I watched Riftan’s people move about their day.

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered. An arm wrapped around my rib cage, and his claws gripped my side. I knew who it was without even looking.

“It’s yours,” he breathed into the top of my head.

“No, I—”

“Everything I have is yours. We didn’t start off right, and I’ve made a lot of mistakes, but… I’ll spend the rest of my life making up for it.” He was quiet behind me, his body tense, as if he thought I’d say no.

“You say it like I’d leave,” I teased.

“You’re right. You’ve already made your choice,” he teased.

Turning to face him, I wrapped my arms around his neck. My fingers played with the curls at his nape. His eyes sparkled like sunlight dancing on the surface of a restless lake. I squealed as his claws gripped my cheeks and he lifted me. Placing me on the window, he brought his lips to mine and kissed me like he needed it as much as I did. Our lips tangled in a heated dance. His growl sent electricity shooting down my body.

“I’ve thought of bringing you in here more times than I can count. Now that you’re here, I didn’t know what to do with myself,” he growled against my lips when we broke apart.

Rowan was by my side; his fingers brushed my hair back. I grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled him in so our lips melded together before parting. I claimed his mouth with my tongue until tentacles slid over my arms.

“Tentacles off. I’m carrying her to bed,” Riftan mumbled.

“Wait,” Rowan interrupted.

“What is it?” I rasped.

“Is this okay? After what almost happened? We want to take care of you. Not hurt you any more than we already have.” His eyes were green now, and his scales matched.

“Yes, gods, yes, but thank you for asking. Thank you for caring. Thank you for coming for me. If you guys hadn’t shown up when you did, I would have shattered.” My voice choked on the last few words.

“If we’d known, we would have come sooner,” Rowan swore.

Riftan’s body was tense against mine. I couldn’t bring myself to look at him.

Did he blame me for what happened?

Did he hold any resentment towards me for his uncle’s death?

I still needed reassurance. Two claws tipped my chin up, and I had no choice but to look into his eyes. I wasn’t expecting the sadness staring back at me.

“It wasn’t your fault. You did nothing wrong. I failed you. I let my stubbornness get in the way. If I had admitted my feelings for you, I could have kept you safe. Instead, I insisted you meant nothing, but I was wrong. And for that, you suffered. I’m sorry.”

“It’s oka—”

“No, it’s not. Hex and Row tried to tell me, but I wouldn’t listen. I didn’t think I was capable of more, and I didn’t deserve you, Gem, but I planned on doing everything I could to.” Warmth bloomed in my chest at Riftan’s promise.

Gods.

“Riftan wasn’t the only one who failed you. We all did. That’ll never happen again.” Hexon’s words caressed my heart.

“We’ll kiss every bruise, every scrape, every inch of your body, so there’s nothing left but our touch,” Rowan vowed.

“And I’ll mark every surface, so there will be no question of who you belonged to,” Hexon growled. He hovered behind my faerie.

I wanted this.

I wanted them.

Now.

“And you? How will everyone know I’m yours?” Lifting my chin, I looked into my merman’s eyes.

“Before the day’s end, you’ll wear my mate-mark on your skin. If the crown that will adorn your head isn’t enough, everyone will know you are mine when they see my mark.” Riftan’s cock pressed against my belly and ribs as it slid out of his cock pocket.

“Yes, yes, please,” I begged. Riftan lifted me, my body flushed against his. He headed toward the bed, and the others followed closely.

“I’ll make you happy, my Queen.” His words lit a flame in the pit of my belly.

“I look forward to it, but right now, I want you to fuck me.” A collection of growls filled the room, and I giggled as my face heated. Riftan lowered me gently, and I breathed raggedly as three sets of eyes stared down at me. My gaze lowered to the cocks that were hard—for me.

Clenching my thighs together, I took my time looking from one to the other. A tentacle wrapped around Hexon’s base and squeezed. Never in my life would I have thought I would end up with three men, but I was not complaining. When no one moved, I whined.

“What’s taking so long?” I glared at Riftan.

“You look good in my bed,” he growled.

“I look good in any bed,” I teased.

“You’ve never been in another man’s bed, and you never will.” My merman lowered himself, lifting my legs; he kissed up my inner thigh before placing them on his shoulders. Behind him, Rowan dropped to his knees and began licking up Hexon’s pre-cum as it leaked from his tip. Riftan’s soft lips kissed my pussy, and my hips bucked. The duo was forgotten as my merman let out a low chuckle as he glanced up at me. Seductive crystal blues watched me as he parted his lips, and his forked tongue slid out. Impatiently, I widened my legs—offering myself to him. The long, thick pinkness dragged up my exposed core, and I let out a shuttered breath.

“Yes.” The plea was a prayer. He licked me back to front, his tongue flicked my clit, and my toes curled. When he took another taste without dipping inside of me, I was done. I grabbed him by the horns and yanked him until his lips pressed to my pussy.

That’s what these are for.

“Fuck me with your tongue, or give me your cock, Riftan.” His eyes widened at my order. Then the corner of his lips curled.

“Your wish is my command.” Then his tongue speared into me, filling me the way I needed. Hexon’s eyes flickered from the faerie on his knees to my face. Tentacles cupped the back of Rowan’s head as he drove into him mercilessly. I kept my hand on his horns as Riftan moved back and forth, in and out. He made good work of eating me out. With Hexon’s filthy words about how good Rowan’s throat felt around his cock and the merman with the forked tongue so deep in my pussy, I was getting close. My thighs trembled as he hit a spot that made everything tense. His tongue sped up, tasting, claiming everything for himself.

“Yes! Oh, fuck, Riftan! Right there,” I moaned, tightening my grip on his horns as fireworks went off. He rubbed his face in my cunt as I came. My body felt boneless as he lapped up my orgasm. When I came down from the high, my body twitched with each stroke of his tongue.

“I’m going to fuck this pussy, and with my pulse on your clit, I’ll make you cum over and over again.” His words sounded like a threat. Movement behind him caught my attention. The first thing I saw was Rowan’s tight little ass. His legs wrapped around Hexon’s head, and his fingers grasped at silver hair. The kraken’s arms gripped Rowan’s thighs, and his tentacles held the faerie as he sucked his cock.

“Oh,” I moaned. My legs dropped to the bed as Riftan straightened and peered over his shoulder. His hand dipped to his front, and I watched as he tugged on his cock. His finger used his pre-cum to coat his length.

“Oh, Hex. You’re so good at that,” Rowan moaned as a tentacle teased his backside. Hexon growled, and I watched as the faerie arched his spine.

“I’m coming. Gods, I’m coming.” His hips jerked, and his cheeks tensed as he emptied himself. When he turned back to me, his face glistening with my juices, I wanted him more than ever before.

“You ready to take my cock?” His cock twitched as he drew closer.

“Yes. If you don’t give it to me now, I’m going to ride you,” I warned. My merman smirked.

“Patience, Gem. I’ll give you just what you need.” And he was a man of his word, lowering himself until he was on top of me. His tip nudged my entrance, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. One hand slid under me, and claws dug into my shoulder as he entered me.

“More, Riftan. I need more,” I begged. I needed him more than ever before. Hexon dropped Rowan beside me. His tentacles grabbed his ankles, flipping Rowan around on all fours in one fluid motion. He reached for me, and I met him, our fingers interlocking as Hexon spread his cheeks and then began filling him.

“Always so ready for me, aren’t you?” Hexon’s appreciation could not only be heard in his tone but seen in his red eyes as he stared down at Rowan. The faerie’s eyes crossed as he squeezed my hand.

Despite the size difference between me and my merman, he positioned himself so his face wasn’t far from mine. He fed me more of his cock, forcing me to turn from Hexon and Rowan. It didn’t matter how many times I took him. Every time was like the first time. His girth spread me wide until pain accompanied the pleasure. But that was only the first hurdle. My jaw fell open as he kept going until he couldn’t. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, he gyrated his hips, suckled on my neck, and deeper he went. My nails dug into his back, and tears filled my eyes as our hips met.

“Fuck,” I hissed from the pain and then moaned as his pulse latched onto my clit. My back arched, and my hips lifted off the ground as far as I could. Riftan kissed up my neck, my ear, and cheek as vibrations ran over my clit. My vision blurred. I opened my mouth, but no words came out as I came.

“You’re doing so well, Gem. Look how your greedy cunt squeezes me.” Riftan’s words warmed my heart as wave after wave washed over me. I clung to him as he started moving.

Oh, oh, oh.

The sounds of Hexon’s hips slapping against Rowan’s reached my ears, and I glanced at them. Tentacles held Rowan’s back down. Others held his legs still, while Hexon’s hands clenched tightly around his hips. He wasn’t holding back—feeding Rowan every single inch with each thrust.

Riftan withdrew and slammed into me, forcing my gaze back to him. His pulse sucked and vibrated as his hips pulled back, pulling out of me, only to stretch me open again. With every motion, I bounced. His claws dug into my shoulder. If he hadn’t been holding me to him, it felt like I might shatter into a million pieces. Riftan’s lust-filled eyes dropped between us to watch our coupling. His bulge slapped against my entrance, and I knew I needed his knot.

“Going to fill your belly with my seed.” His promise had me pulling him closer.

One.

Two.

Shlop.

I screamed as I took his knot. It hurt, but felt so fucking good. Stars blinded me as my orgasm built again. He bit into his lip as he pulled his knot out of me. He didn’t pull all the way out. I felt like I was going to faint as he pushed it back inside of me. It was easier that time, and I was grateful when he pushed deeper still.

“Perfect. So fucking perfect for me, Amora.” The words were a prayer on his lips.

His knot spread my insides as his tip reached new heights. Pressing my lips to his, I sucked it into my mouth. As much as I wanted this moment to last, I was powerless to stop it. Our tongues collided, and I moaned as everything clenched. I didn’t have to chase my orgasm; Riftan gave it to me.

“Riftan!” I screamed before my nails dug into his back. My merman groaned as I squeezed his cock, and Hexon growled as he spilled into Rowan.

“Almost there. Come for me again,” Riftan ordered as he picked up speed. He bit my neck; the pain was blinding, and I came. I came harder than I’d ever come before. He fucked me harder. Faster. Releasing my flesh, he dragged his tongue along my neck.

“Oh,” I moaned with each merciless slam of his hips. His pulsr refused to let me go. Sucking and sucking—lighting my body up.

“Such a good little human for me. It’s done now. You bear my mark, and soon you will wear my crown,” he growled.

One.

Two.

Three.

“Fuck,” I cursed.

“Just like that. Oh, fuck, Gem.” His knot inflated—locking me in as ropes of cum filled what little space was left inside of me. It shouldn’t have been possible, but I came. My body jerked aggressively as I milked his cock. I collapsed. My legs dropped to the bed, and my arms fell to my side. Riftan kissed my forehead, my nose, and my lips gently. He pressed his forehead to mine, took a deep breath, and moved back. Staring into my eyes, he flashed me a brief smile.

“She’s really gone?” I breathed. I didn’t want to talk about her, but I needed to be sure.

“Yes. As soon as I could, I left you in my brother’s care. She’s gone. I’m sure there will be trouble with her father, but that’s a worry for another time. You are my focus.” Riftan’s words were not only a relief, but they were comforting.

“Okay, Riftan.”

“You’re the only one for me, Gem. There’s something I need to tell you. Now that you can’t escape me, it’s as good a time as any. I know I haven’t shown it, and this has never happened to me before, but I love you. I’ve loved you since the moment I saw you, but the feeling festered. It grew and grew until it was impossible not to see it. I was just too damn stubborn to believe it. I love you.”

Beside me, Hexon had Rowan in his arms as they watched us. Happiness shone in Hexon’s eyes, and a smile played on Rowan’s lips. Tears blurred my vision and rolled down my cheeks.

“I love you, too,” Hexon and Rowan said together.

“I never expected this. I wasn’t going to be any more selfish than I already had been. You guys liked me, kept me, brought me down here, and got rid of her. I was already so lucky to have the three of you. Love? I thought I was the only one, and I told myself I’d be okay with just having you all, but now that I’ve heard those words… I knew it never would have been enough. I love you, too, Riftan. I love all of you,” I sobbed as I looked at my mates.

“Say it again,” Riftan growled.

“I love you!” I half-cried, half-laughed.

He sealed our lips together and then rolled us over, so that he was on the bottom and I on the top. I flinched as his knot pulled against my opening. It was still too large, and cum leaked down my thighs. Tentacles massaged my calves, thighs, and ass.

“I am not ready for more. I lost count of how many times I came, Hex,” I whined.

“You took him so perfectly. It’s my turn.” The kraken smirked and lifted his eyebrows suggestively.

“Where’s the rush?” Rowan teased as he shoved Hexon’s shoulder.

“We have time.”

He was right. We did.


Note

Thanks to my amazing ARC Readers, the story will continue in Book 2!
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JP SINA is a multi-genre author who dabbles in all things dark and twisted. From cursed mates in her shifter romances to monsters that take what they want. She resides in the Pacific North West and spends her days in her lair, devoted to writing each depraved story. When she gets a magical day off, she likes to drive to the coast with her children.
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Also by JP Sina

JP SINA writes a variety of genres, but all include one thing: dark themes. She believes in making her readers feel everything her readers feel—the good, the bad, and the ugly, question their morals, and grip their chest in agony. Happily ever afters are never promised, but it only makes her readers appreciate them so much more. Ready for it?
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Cruel Devotion: Book 1 in the Monsters of Darkness Series

A woman forced into an engagement…

Ripped from my bed, my loved ones in pieces,

I’m dragged through the forest, bound in chains.

Soon, I’ll find where the lines of sanity blur.

But I won’t go down without a fight.

A monster, undeserving of love…

I’d once been a man, but now lived as a beast.

Scouring the lands for virgins, I rarely make it home without a bite.

Distracted by a sweet scent, I find someone unworthy.

I’m keeping her.

A man, more monstrous than his brother…

I was the real wolf in sheep’s clothing.

And I loved and lived for no one but him.

When he brings home a bunny, I can’t help but have a taste.

Mine.
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The Forbidden Alpha: Book 1 of The Forbidden Series

Adea isn’t interested in dating or finding her Goddess-chosen mate. She’s determined to ignore the nightmares that plague her sleep, keep her job at Half Moon pack, and live a peaceful life. When her best friend, Mavy begs her to go with her to Desert Moon to find her mate, she can’t say no.

What does Adea do when she’s the one to find her mate at the Crescent Moon Ball? Will she be able to figure out what her nightmares are trying to warn her about? When she pieces it all together, can she change her fate?
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Chosen Mate: A Forbidden Alpha Alternate Story line

In the alluring world of werewolves, The Crescent Moon Ball beckoned every wolf of age, promising the intoxicating allure of finding their destined mate. For Adea, who craved independence and resented the idea of being bound to another, the very thought of such a connection sent shivers down her spine. Yet, as fate would have it, her heart began to betray her long before The Crescent Moon Ball arrived when she found herself inexplicably falling for the enigmatic and alluring Shane.

Despite her best efforts to resist, Shane’s relentless pursuit ignited an undeniable passion she couldn’t deny. The powerful connection between them threatened to change the course of their shared destiny, as they longed for each other.

As The Crescent Moon Ball approached, the stakes were higher than ever. Would Shane’s darkness lead Adea down a path of heartbreak and death, as history had always dictated? Or could Shane defy the cursed cycle and prove that true love could conquer even the darkest of destinies?

Will Shane win, defying the fate that has haunted them, or will they be doomed to repeat a tragic history that has bound them for lifetimes? Prepare to be enthralled by a tale that dares to question destiny and explores the triumph of love in the darkest of circumstances.

Chosen Mate is the companion novel to ‘The Forbidden Alpha’ with an alternate story line and ending.
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Run, Rudolph, Run: Book 1 in the Masked Stalker Series

Timid Ru does everything to stay out of trouble, preferring solitude. However, each night at home, she senses someone watching her. Unsure if the danger is real or all in her head, she finds herself chasing the adrenaline of being observed.

With no recollection of a traumatic night, Ru’s world shifts when a mysterious gift appears on her doorstep, forcing her to acknowledge the unsettling truth—she is being watched, and danger looms. Waking up alone with her masked intruder, her sole goal becomes survival.

As her secret desires are exposed, Ru faces the ultimate test. How much can she endure before giving in? Will she resist the truth, or will the masked man turn her world upside down?
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Mistake Book 1 of The Alpha Shane Series: The First Life

Shane is my best kept secret. The more time that passes the tighter my hold on him gets. If my father thinks he can take my right to find my mate from me and sell me off to the highest bitter than he’s got another thing coming. I’ll take what I want and give the only thing he thinks I have of value to whoever I choose. And who do I choose? I choose Shane.

Adea is the air I breathe. I won’t let anyone come between us and I won’t let the Moon Goddess try and decide who she gets to be with. Whether it be her father or destiny, no one will get in my way. Fate? Mate? These words mean nothing to me. No one wants us together, but the jokes on them, I’ll decide my own destiny. Adea Biscoff is that destiny.

If you loved The Forbidden Alpha, MISTAKE is the first of two books that give readers a glimpse into their first life. Real all about how the star-crossed lovers first met and fell in love.
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