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Introduction
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In a time of famine, with the magical and human worlds colliding, she swam from the depths of the sea, the last of her kind. Humans thirsted for control of Dark Waters leaving the Mermaid Kingdom in ruin. 

Some magic should not be touched by mortal hands. Some of us are born to greatness, and some corrupt it. The darkness that hides inside the human heart should never be given control of magic. My name is Lyria Aquamarine, the child goddess of Poseidon, the last of the merpeople. This is the story of how the Sirens came forth. 
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Mermaid Pearls
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The palace became colder as the young boy descended the stairs that led to the lower castle vaults. The secret passage to the king’s wealth was hidden behind a vast tapestry flanked by lit torches. Small hands could easily find the latch and open the doorway enough for a child to slip inside unnoticed by the patrolling guards. Smooth, cold stone met the tiny hand, and a quick whooshing sound followed by a click signaled the child’s entry into the forbidden treasure vault. 

The torches flickered, and the passage lay quiet as the small child stood still on the opposite side of the secret door, shaking in fear as the chilly darkness covered his small frame. His hand trembled as it plunged into his pocket to pull out a small candle and a striker box. Carefully, he lit the candle and blinked as his eyes watched the small flame dance in the darkness. It took a moment to find the bottom of the first torch. His hand pushed up hard causing it to pop out of the wall holder and fall at his bare feet. A chill danced up his spine as he reached to take the torch. 

“Why did I let those gossiping guards make me do this?” He thought to himself as he lit the torch and blew out his small candle. “I am a prince, and their chatter about my fearing the dark shouldn’t matter to me,” Albert thought, as he continued to move forward. The passage lit up, and he saw the hallway lined with torches and cobwebs stretching out in front of him. It had been many years since the king had used this passage. These vaults were full, and with the end of the war with the seamen, there had been no need to walk them. The upper castle depository was more than enough to keep trade and kingdom needs met. These older vaults were for times of dire need. If the king should run into trouble and require more funds or ancient magic to defend the kingdom. 

Soft footfalls padding towards a sizable arched doorway echoed as the prince made his way to his destination. He looked at the massive stone walls and the iron torch holders. Albert had lit the torches as he went, standing on his tiptoes to do so. There would be no more walking in the dark for him. His thoughts had not turned to his leaving the adventure and needing to put out the torches. At that moment, he only thought of the deepest point of the vaults. The tale of the mermaid and the adventure o possibly finding the pearls tugged at his heart. The laughter of the guards as they joked about his fears also pushed him onward. It was a mixture of curiosity and a desire to prove himself fearless that helped him overcome his fear of the darkness. 

“I will show them who is master of this castle! Child of the king am I, and I go where I please!” Prince Albert Walter Smedley thought to himself as he pulled the ring on the door to open it. It groaned with his efforts and gave way, allowing him to continue into the rooms full of treasures. Lighting more torches, Albert looked around in awe of the vast wealth that greeted him. All of it was his father’s and thus one day would be his too. He ran his tiny hand over a substantial golden broadsword, which stood in a sword display near the doorway. A golden helmet and silver chain mail lay near it. Many golden cups encrusted with jewels were stacked here and there. Golden coins and silver ones spilled onto the floors. Rubies and emeralds caught the torch’s light and seemed to wink at him. Crowns and necklaces lay here and there discarded as old relics of parties gone by. 

Albert was no longer as fearful as he had been at the start of the journey. The thrill of all the old, forgotten wealth captured his imagination. He rushed back and forth looking at everything around him. He glanced at the endless doors leading onward, deeper into the castle’s underbelly. He was determined to find the heart of the castle, where it was said the mermaid pearls rested. Adventure had found a new heart to enrapture, as the small boy lit more torches and made his way through the rooms of treasure. He looked at the old tapestries with their gold and silver threads. The suits of armor from war heroes and the swords encrusted with jewels discarded for newer, finer ones. 

It was the last room that caused Albert to pause. It opened into a center chamber, with passageways all leading away down other paths from it. It was empty save a fountain, which flowed with water. The fountain was a carved marble likeness of a mermaid holding her hands to the sky, as water poured over her from her tiara of shells. Around her neck rested a doubled strand of blue pearls. The carved statue had blue eyes that matched the color of the pearls she wore. An engraved plaque was at her feet. She swam in an opened shell, which acted as the base of the fountain. The water flowed into them, over the edge, and down an open hole that sent the rushing water back out to the sea below. 

Albert crept to the image and placed his torch in a holder at the base of its shell. A soothing glow enveloped him, and the water began to sparkle as it flowed over the mermaid statue. “Magic, this feels like magic,” Albert spoke out loud, and his voice echoed down the long passages that surrounded him. He gasped as the statue blinked. “It can’t be. You can’t blink!” Albert said once more. 

A slow smile danced on the face of the statue, and the pearls glowed a soft blue color. The water slowed to a stop as the pearls slowly slid down the statue’s neck and towards Albert. It hovered in the air and danced in front of him. A soft, beautiful voice filled the air; “I am Lyria Aquamarine, child goddess of Poseidon, transformed into the magical mermaid pearls you see before you now. Who has braved the wrath of the king to seek an audience with me?” The sweet voice asked. 

Albert was mesmerized by the pearls and the now moving figure, which had come to life, showing the form the creature once was before the pearls came to be. He bowed and made his reply as politely as he could. “I am Prince Albert Walter Smedley, son of King Lamar Taylor Smedley, who rules this kingdom of Hearthstone. It is my pleasure to have found you, Lyria Aquamarine, child goddess of Poseidon.” Albert said in his best royal voice. The sculpture seemed to wiggle, and a small sound of laughter radiated from it, giving it a voice to match her movements. The pearls continued to hover in front of Albert. 

“So, child of the king, tell me what you are doing here in my chamber?” Lyria spoke softly; her voice filled with kindness. Prince Albert smiled shyly, forgetting his royal manners as he scuffed his bare feet on the stone floor. It was a moment before Lyria heard him mumble his response about how he had wanted to discover if the legend of the mermaid pearls was true. The pearls glowed their soft blue haze and danced in the air, making their way back to the neck of the statue, and settled back into place. The water began to flow once more, and the mermaid’s voice whispered again. 

“Do you wish me to tell you my story, little one?” She said in a warm, inviting tone. The prince looked at the statue’s friendly face and hesitated only a moment before saying, “Yes, I would like to know your story.” The blue haze entered the sculpture, and it became animated, shaking off the running water and flipping its tail in the air. With a smile that looked friendly, the sculpture now spoke, having been joined with the voice that came from the magic pearls. 

“In the years of the great oyster famine, I found myself desperate for food. The sea had become unfriendly to my people, and the tides had dashed many against the rocks below this castle, making the red cove flow with blood. I alone had escaped the moon’s wrath. My magic was fierce, and it was coursing through my fins.” Lyria began her story. Albert moved closer to the shell’s bottom. He wanted to sit at her tail and listen, and without any fear, he perched himself on her shell. His little bare feet plunged into her waters with a small splash. Lyria was shocked and cocked her head to the right, looking at his little figure sitting on her shell. 

“Goddess Lyria, what do I call you?” Albert’s voice interrupted her pause, bringing a smile to her face. Lyria was not used to such innocence. The cruel truth of her story would wait while she enjoyed the love of an innocent child. His face bore no mark of his father’s, and he appeared to be much different from those who had entered before him. Without hesitation, she answered the child, “You call me Lyria, my little one.” 

“I like your name, Lyria, and I am sorry your story starts so sadly. Please tell me the rest.” Albert said in reply cupping his face in his hands while his elbows rested on his knees. “Very Well,” Lyria replied. 

“As I said before, the oysters were vanishing as the moon pulled our waters from us. Humans had found our cove and pulled many a bashed body of my people from it to use as magical aids. I alone was left hiding in a small crack under a low ledge. I watched as the men who had come forth dredged the last of my dead kin from the waters. I was afraid and alone. As the days passed, and the humans stopped coming to the pool in groups, I sneaked from my hiding place. It was lonely in the pool, and I found a few missed oyster shells. I ate them, knowing my strength was failing me. It was just after the last one was finished; I heard his voice.” Lyria said, her voice drifting off as she lost herself in thought. 

Many years before...

“What a beautiful creature you are.” His soft voice bounced off the rock pool’s walls. The mermaid flitted her iridescent pink tail at the intruder. As she splashed water and pivoted towards the sound of his voice, her luxurious pink and white hair sent sprays of water whirling around her. Blue eyes that sparkled in the sunlight caught his gaze and held it. The last of her people, starving and alone, Lyria found herself heart pounding, as her pink scales shivered in fear. She was caught by one of the feared land dwellers. “What should I do?” Lyria thought to herself as she slowly blinked, holding the gaze of the land dweller. 

The sun shone on her scales making her milky white skin seem to glow. Lyria knew the language of the land dwellers from listening to them over the years as she grew. She had often used her telepathic abilities to sense their thoughts as she watched, hidden below the rocks in deeper waters. “He thinks I am beautiful,” Lyria thought to herself as she read his thoughts. “Should I dare to speak to him?” She continued to think to herself and try to form a plan of action. 

“My name is Lamar Taylor Smedley,” the land dweller spoke in a deep, rich tone of voice, as he bowed to her. His face was very attractive for a land dweller. It shocked Lyria how he treated her like one of the female land creatures he would have conversed daily. 

“My name is Lyria Aquamarine, child goddess of Poseidon.” she replied to him. Her voice seemed to shimmer on the breeze. It was pleasant, like a beautiful musical instrument being played by a master musician. Taylor smiled and replied, “My friends call me Taylor. What do your friends call you?” 

Lyria puzzled for a moment. “I have no friends, and no family now. They are dead and carried away. Once I had many who loved me. They called me Lyria as they doted on me giving me gifts.” Her voice was filled with sadness as she spoke. 

Taylor watched the gorgeous creature, and his heart grew dark. Magic can bring out good or evil inside humans. Lyria was still young, innocent, and did not understand that her magic could enhance the seeds of good or evil inside of the surrounding humans. To be touched by the hand of a human was not to be taken lightly. As the day wore on, she was less afraid, and it was only a matter of time before Taylor would hold her in his arms. 

“You are safe with me. Even though an evil tyrant has stolen the kingdom above us and enslaved my people, I will not turn you over to him. I will help you hide here in your little pool.” Taylor’s words soothed Lyria as he charmed her. The evil inside his heart grew as he held her closer. His thoughts were hidden from her, as Lyria was charmed by Taylor. Her thoughts were muddled, and Lyria found herself unsure of her own powers for the first time in her existence. With none of her people left to turn to for help, she was lost. 

“Let me tell you about my people,” Taylor said as he started weaving his own dark spell over Lyria. His words, like poison, filled her mind. Taylor told tales of war and power-hungry kings who enslaved his family. As he spoke, he wove a story which caught Lyria’s heart, pulling her into his control. 

“I want to save you!” Lyria said. It had only taken a few short hours with his intoxicating dark soul for Lyria to become enraptured by him. Taylor knew he had to find a way to take her with him. She was his only chance at having the life he wanted. Her laying in a pool unattended was not in his favor. 

“Lyria, you must come with me. If you stay here, you will be vulnerable. I can’t protect you if you are not with me,” Taylor whispered in her ear as he held her close. 

“I cannot leave my pool.” Lyria’s breath hitched as she leaned into the human’s embrace. As the moon started to rise above them, Taylor had to move fast. 

“Lyria, is there no form you could take that would allow you to come with me?” Taylor’s sultry voice continued to charm her as he spoke. Lyria was filled with emotion and longing to remain with Taylor, she desired to be anything but trapped in her little pool alone and waiting to die. 

“If I go with him, I could help him to save his people, and I will not be alone. I only have to turn myself into magic pearls for a little while. Taylor could destroy his enemies with my power, and then once finished, bring me back here to the pool. I could change into this form again or maybe even take a new form.” Lyria thought to herself as she studied his handsome face. 

“Lyria, you seem troubled.” Taylor whispered as he hugged her tightly.

“I fear you will not like the form I take.” Lyria said as she explained her plan to become magical pearls, which would give him the help needed to take back his kingdom. Taylor listened intently and smiled as he considered her plan. What Lyria did not foresee was the darkness that had taken Taylor’s soul over. He would not be bringing her back to the pool to take on any other forms. Taylor planned to keep the magic mermaid pearls and use them to rule the kingdom forever. 

“Lyria, if you would do this for me, I would love you forever. You are the most beautiful creature. Promise me, you will never leave me. Promise you will always be mine,” Taylor whispered to her as he caressed her flowing hair. 

“I will always belong to you,” Lyria whispered, then she began the spell to change into the magic mermaid pearls. Power coursed through her body, and her beautiful scales shone. Colored sparks exploded as her form vanished, combining into a beautiful strand of pearls. 

“You are a magnificent creature, Lyria. Too bad you are the last mermaid.” Taylor said, his face sporting a wicked grin. He made his way to the town above, caressing the pearls. The power of them coursed through his body. It took less than a week to destroy the village and crumble the castle walls using the power of the pearls. Taylor heard Lyria weeping, as he destroyed everyone who stood between himself and his desire to rule. Lyria understood she would never again be free. Trapped as powerful magic pearls, she would be a weapon used to control and enslave. Lyria would never be loved. 

A small gasp escaped Albert as he listened to the story of how Lyria became the mermaid pearls. He learned how his father had created this statue and placed Lyria away from him. Once in power, he no longer needed her. Lyria had been left below, just a story that children told each other until Albert found her. 

“Albert, do not let your father know you have spoken to me. I would not wish you ill,” Lyria said as she studied the child’s face. Albert gazed upon the beautiful figure of the mermaid statue. In the end, Albert had to depart and go back to his life above. Lyria was always waiting for him when he needed a friend. Albert would visit her often and grew to love her, and he learned to no longer fear the darkness. 

Over the years, Albert grew handsome and brave. His father tried to control him but failed. Albert was against his father from that first night with Lyria. When Albert turned twenty, he knew what he would do. 

“Albert, every Prince must complete a sacred quest.” King Taylor admonished his son. The darkness inside his heart was still great, and Taylor had become a cruel tyrant king. The people feared him, as did his court. Albert was his son and by nature allowed a measure of defiance; but even Albert would have to bend to the King. 

“I will pick a quest, father. You are worried over nothing at all,” Taylor replied waving his hand in the air as if to wave off his father’s words. 

“You will do as I say! Venture to save Princess Georgina from the trolls.” King Taylor yelled. Albert was not phased as his father screamed in frustration at him. In his heart, Albert had picked his quest. He was going to free Lyria. 

“Father, if I am to go on a quest, shouldn’t you give me something to ensure I can return from it alive?” Albert had stopped at the doorway to speak once more to his father. King Taylor stopped mid-sentence and seemed to reflect on his son’s words. Taylor was given to many things, but he wasn’t one to easily give up what was his. 

“I hate to admit you are right. Forty other princes have died trying to save her. Perhaps I should see what I can give you to aid in your success.” King Taylor rubbed his hands together nervously as he spoke. He understood there was only one thing to give his son: the mermaid pearls. 

“How to keep her silent, though.” King Taylor thought to himself as he poured over his options. The king feared he might lose his power over the mermaid and his son’s loyalty.

“Father, I would be far from these shores if I take the quest you suggest. I doubt I shall return to you. To fail would be death, but to succeed would be to add more lands to ours. We would grow beyond these borders. You would have a royal wedding to attend then.” Albert said, carefully choosing his words. 

“You are right, my son. I will bring you a powerful gift to aid you soon. With it, success is assured,” King Taylor replied, his lust for power overcoming his desire to keep the magic to himself. 

The halls were cold and dank as King Taylor made his way towards the secret door. His heart pounding. It had been many years since he last held the pearls in his hands. The magic of the fountain had trapped her in the waters that ran over her statue form. Taylor’s hand started aching to wield the pearl’s power once more. 

“Silly sea urchin! I will have your power and more lands. You are still foolish. I have control of you forever. You promised you would never leave me. You can’t break that promise.” The king laughed as he walked into the room with the fountain. His dark thoughts were no longer hidden from Lyria. Her tears had fallen many years ago and drowned her broken heart. She was a different creature now. 

“Who dares to disturb my waters?” Lyria spoke in a booming voice. The king backed away, but only for a moment. King Taylor set his nerve and came forward to take hold of the pearls once more. He spoke not a word till he stood before them. 

“I am the owner of the mermaid pearls. All magic is mine to hold and control. You will submit to me.” King Taylor grasped the pearls in his hand and pulled them from the waters. The magic flowed through him once more. With the removing of the pearls, the fountain stopped flowing. Crumbling to the ground the statue lay shattered. 

“If you give me your word and promise silence, I will give you to another who will carry you to new lands. Upon his successful quest, you will be free.” King Taylor spoke. Lyria was careful to not answer. She understood the price for making deals with mortals, having learned a hard lesson from her past dealings with the king. 

“Give me but one word of promise. Say you will not speak of the past. I will see that you are set free upon his successful quest.” The King requested again. 

“I will not speak of the past to the one whom you entrust me to,” Lyria replied, and the pearls shimmered in Taylor’s hand. 

“That is my darling mermaid. You are still beautiful, even as pearls radiating magic.” Taylor spoke in a voice filled with greed. His cold, aged hand caressed the pearls. Lyria’s soul was flooding with fury. 

“Patience. I will not have to endure much more.” Lyria thought to herself, hiding her thoughts deeply within her so the king would not hear them. 

“You once trusted me. Do you remember?” Taylor spoke once more. 

“I remember.” Lyria replied, and one pearl cracked. 

“What is this?” Taylor asked. 

“I am dying.” Lyria replied. 

“You are magic, and magic cannot die,” Taylor replied coldly. 

“I am more than that. I am still what I once was all those years ago. You know that,” Lyria chided the king. He stepped back and regarded her vision once more. Her ghost materialized. Taylor could still remember the first time he had seen Lyria. Aware of his thoughts, Lyria smiled and flipped her curved tail, sending a spray of memory mist on him. 

“You will not enchant me that easily. Have you forgotten, I know your secrets, Lyria?” Taylor said with a low growl as he shook the strand of pearls, causing her image to dissipate. Lyria felt his control of her once more strengthen. He would pay for what he had reduced her to. The anger boiled in her spirit as she grew cold, once more trapped as pearls held together with a magic thread of silver moonbeam. 

“I will not tell your secret, King Taylor, but if I do not speak at all, how can I give true aid to the one you send me with?” Lyria’s voice vibrated the air as she forced it from the pearls that once more held her captive. 

“Very well, you may speak to him. I charge you to only keep silent pertaining to the secrets we share.  

The King had set his fate into motion with his last command. It would be but one full year later till his regrets would come to haunt him. The battle had been bloody, and, with every victory, Lyria sipped a cup of the enemy’s blood. Young and beautiful, the fair princess would be her last victim. 

Light shone from the moon as the mist swirled and snaked through the open tent flaps. A sweet smell of ocean greeted Prince Albert. Princess Georgina stood beside him bathed in the moonlight. The pearls seemed to choke the Princess as Albert draped them about her throat. In his bewitched desperation for Lyria to be free, Albert had made a sacrifice to the eclipsed moon. The Princess had become a vessel for Lyria to inhabit, twitching as Lyria sucked both blood and soul from her before being reborn into Georgina’s body. 

The mist swirled now around the new creature that Albert had helped create. She was both mortal and immortal now. Lyria’s possession of Princess Georgina was now taking full effect. A new dawn would come, and with it Lyria, the Siren of the Sea, would be made new. 

The transformation was complete as the heart began to beat inside her chest. Lyria tingled as the pearls started changing into scales and running down her new body. The sharpness of her teeth against her smooth tongue brought a smile to her lips. Power surged through her as she took back her magic from the night air. King Taylor lay four tents down, sleeping, unaware of the mortal danger that would soon find him. 

“You look so different now. So beautiful and no longer like Princess Georgina, but more like your former self, except you have no tail now.” Prince Albert said to Lyria as he looked at her transformed body. 

“Albert, I must return to the sea soon. The dawn comes fast, and I will change once the tides shift. Would you join me there?” Lyria’s voice was seductive as she spoke to Albert. Feeling a desire to give in to her without hesitation Albert bared his neck to Lyria. 

“I will join you. I will go where you go. I have loved you since our first meeting. I am yours.” Albert said as Lyria smiled, then gently applied her sharp fangs to his neck, sucking his blood into her body, draining him of his life. Lyria’s soul burned for Albert. Lyria loved Albert and would not be parted from him. Lyria used her magic to change Albert, giving him gills and unifying them as god and goddess of the sea. There was one more thing to do before they would swim away together. 

“Who is there?” King Taylor said in a muffled voice, full of sleep. He looked at the flap of his tent, which now blew in the wind. Fear filled him, as the moon turned blood red, leaving an eerie shadow inside the opening of his tent. 

A woman seemed to emerge from the light the moon was giving off. She had long flowing silver hair, which seemed to swirl about her. The light played on her skin, giving off the impression of sparkling jewels, as her long legs carried her closer to him. 

“Princess Georgina?” The King asked, knowing that it wasn’t her. The figure laughed as she began to glow. Her blue eyes shimmered striking fear into his soul. The woman seemed to shift and take on the form of a mermaid swimming in the moonlight.

“Lyria Aquamarine mermaid which I own...” King Taylor began to chant, but it was to no avail, the magic which had once bound her to him was broken, and his control stripped away. His eyes widened with terror as he realized she was no longer trapped in his control. 

“I found a true love. One which has given me a new form and will help replenish the waters with my kind. You have no control over me now. The pearls are no more.” Lyria sneered at Taylor, showing her sharp teeth. Her form shifted back into one of a beautiful woman covered in sparkling scales. She sprang on the king. His screams were cut short by her magic. Lyria rejoiced in her victory as she took the king’s life. With this last act of vengeance, evil was born fully into the heart of Lyria, changing her from her once innocent mermaid form into the now wicked siren. 

Days turned into months, and the people without a king to lead them found themselves vanishing into the sea or slaughtered in their sleep. Whispers of the Siren struck fear into the hearts of the people. Hunters gathered to kill the creature, but none found her. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
DARK
WATERS

A SHORT STORY COLLECTION ‘

DEEDJRVVA-,NICHOLE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg
p

1 (K
=LA\ AN
edra Nichole
e VRS

@ AT





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg





