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Dedication
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To all the small fish in the big pond.
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BLURB
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Areanna has always had her head in the clouds. She dreams of exploring the universe, visiting different planets and their people. However, being the youngest of eleven daughters has put her under her father's thumb. He worries that her dreams are holding her back from reality. 

When Areanna decides to sneak away to go exploring, she gets much more than she bargained for. She ends up in a whole new world. A world that lives under the sea. She comes face-to-face with six men, who have every intention of proving to her they are just what she needs.  

Will the men be able to convince Areanna to be their mermaid queen or will she return to land?  
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CHAPTER ONE
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"Areanna, I... I don't think this is a good idea," Floun stammered as he continued following Areanna down the busy streets of Flux. 

"Floun, relax," she turned to him and smiled brightly. "We will be back before father even knows we're gone." 

"But—" 

She picked him up and hugged him. 

Floun only came up to Areanna's waist. He was yellow and blue striped with a blue mohawk on top. He had gills behind each of his ears and fins were hidden beneath his clothing. His eyes were a magnificent bright blue that had drawn her to him in the first place. His kindness, humor, and soft demeanor is what made them become the best of friends  

"Can't... can't breathe..." Floun gasped  

"Oh. Gosh! Sorry, Floun."  

Areanna set Floun back down. He took a deep breath then released it slowly.  

Whenever he got too excited, he would puff up like a balloon-like all Inflatarians did. Then Areanna was stuck trying to calm him back down to size. 

"You okay?" She asked softly.  

"I'm okay," he smiled. "Ready to turn back now?" 

Areanna's smile fell and became a frown. Going back right now was the last thing she wanted. Her father, Ambassador Trident, had promised to take her out in one of the space crafts. However, like every other time, something important came up and he would send his servant, Bashion, to break the news to her. 

"You can go back, Floun. I'm not. I'm sick of being stuck here on Thera, while father tends to political affairs, on behalf of Earth,” she sighed. “I want to be out there," she gestured at the purple sky above them.  

"Once your father is done with his work, today, I'm sure he will—" Floun's words shifted to a stop when Areanna looked at him with water-filled eyes. 

Her father was always breaking promises to her, the youngest of his eleven daughters. All her sisters made her father proud. They all listened and did as they were told. Not Areanna. Areanna was a free-spirited, redhead with a passion for learning.  

"There ye be, child," her father's servant, Bashion's island-accented words made her shoulders slump.  

"Busted again," she muttered. 

"How many times do me got to tell ye, child, you can't fool..." 

"Ole Bashion," Areanna and Floun finished the older man's words. 

"See, ye know what I say and ye don't do what I say." He waved a finger in their faces. "Child, I insist that you return to your room before your father has both of our heads!" Bashion pointed back in the direction towards Areanna's house. 

"At least, let me look at the ship before you take me back to him?" She asked giving Bashion a puppy dog look. 

"Eh, child! Ye know I ca’nt resist ye puppy face," he sighed and gestured for Areanna and Floun to continue towards the space dock. 

“You’re the best, Bashion!” Areanna picked up Bashion and swung him around.  

“Eh, child! Put me down. I’m a grown mon!” Bashion grumbled.  

Areanna put down her father’s servant, who was also like a second father to her. She had known Bashion her whole life. He was her father’s right-hand man. 

Areanna looked down to see Bashion glaring up at her with his beady red eyes. His hands were on his hips, and he was redder than usual. She had upset the Crustace by picking him up.  

Crustace were from the planet Crustacean and were referred to by humans as walking-talking-lobsters. They were red with shell-like skin and claw-like hands. They had six legs with no toes. And all Crustaces were small in size. Bashion was Floun’s height. But what a Crustace didn’t have in height they had in ego and temper.  

“Sorry, Bashion,” Areanna whispered.  

“We go through dis’ all da’ time, child! Ye ca’nt go ‘round pickin’ me up!” Bashion waved his tiny claw up towards Areanna.  

Areanna was twenty-two, but even still, Bashion’s tantrums made her giggle as though she was just a small child.  Don’t laugh. Don’t laugh.  She told herself as he continued to yell at her in both English and his native tongue. He continued to wave his claw at her.  

Floun was standing beside Bashion. Floun shook his head nonchalantly as a warning to Areanna to keep her mouth shut. Areanna pursed her lips together as the laughter rose within her. The louder Bashion yelled the redder he became. He was like a boiling lobster.  

“Bashion.” Areanna bit back her laughter. “I’m sorry. Please, forgive me.”  

“Go on before I change my mind about ye’ going down to the space dock,” he grumbled. 

“Thanks, Bashion!” She called out over her shoulder as she ran down the sidewalk with Floun right beside her. Neither of them stopped running until they were a safe distance away from the cranky Crustace. 

***
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Areanna used her political status with the guards, who were guarding her father’s spacecraft. No one questioned an Earth ambassador’s daughter; at least not one of Ambassador Trident’s daughters. The last time someone had denied her oldest sister, Attina, access to the spacecraft, her father had wreaked havoc on all the guards on duty; regardless if they were at the space dock or not.  

Areanna’s father kept her and her sisters on a pedestal. They were his treasure for all to see. When one of them was unhappy, their father moved mountains to make them smile again. He had done this since the death of his wife... Areanna’s mother. 

“I don’t think this is a good idea, Areanna,” Floun babbled as he paced back and forth in front of the now unguarded door. “We should just head back before your father finds out.” 

“Floun, please,” Areanna sighed.  

“Sorry,” Floun whispered and then leaned against the wall next to the open doorway.  

“On or off, Floun.” 

As much as she loved Floun, she didn’t want to spend her time worrying if he was going to puff up or pass out during their ride in outer space. She just wanted to relax behind the console of her father’s newest spacecraft, the Reuel.  

The Reuel could seat four comfortably and be manned by just one. It didn’t take an entire crew, which is why Areanna had chosen it as her getaway transportation. There were plenty of other spacecrafts within her grasp, but the Reuel was the fastest and easiest to fly. Or at least in Areanna’s plan, it was.  

“Fine,” Floun hit the screen that closed the door to the craft.  

“I knew you wouldn’t bail on me,” Areanna smiled then patted the empty co-pilot’s chair.  

Floun’s tiny shoulders slumped before he made his way over to the empty chair and sat down. He muttered a few words as he buckled up.  

“No one is twisting your fins, Floun. If you want off, just go.” Areanna gestured at the door where he had just come from. 

“No,” he gestured at the captain’s display. “Let’s get this show on the road before Bashion finds us and has our scales.” 

“I don’t have scales,” Areanna smiled.  

“Guess that makes one of us lucky,” Floun grumbled.  

“Relax, Floun. We’ll be back in no time.”  

Floun remained quiet as Areanna worked the commands on the captain’s display. She didn’t have a set course. She just wanted to fly around a bit then return back to have her ass handed to her by her father. The ass-chewing was going to be worth it.  

“Earth Ambassador Trident, we wish you safe travels. You are cleared for launch,” a computer-like voice called out over comms.  

“You used his name!” Floun shrieked. “Aree—” 

His words were ceased when Areanna canted the craft at a ninety-degree angle and launched them into orbit. Thera’s space dock command had said something over comms before ending the transmission, but Areanna couldn’t hear it. The only thing she heard was Floun’s loud, high-pitched screaming. 

The launch had only taken a second. One wouldn’t know that if they were just listening in because Floun continued to scream with his eyes closed and fingers digging into the chair’s armrests for several minutes.  

“Floun,” she stated softly when her eyes began to twitch from his sound. He didn’t hear her. “Floun!” She screamed at the top of her lungs.  

Silence fell over the craft.  

“Open your eyes, Floun,” Areanna sighed. “We’ve been in space for minutes now.”  

“Nope,” he shook his head and continued to keep his eyes closed. “I’m scared of heights.”  

“Floun, we are perfectly safe. Father wouldn’t buy a ship if it was a heap of crap.”  

“Bu... but, what if we fall out of the sky?” 

“We aren’t in the sky, Floun. Please, don’t turn this into a science class. I just want to fly around and explore a bit.”  

“Okay. I... I won’t.”  

All the years of traveling with Areanna, one would think Floun would have gotten over his fear of heights. Unfortunately, the Inflatarian would always prefer the deep ocean over the vast sky. Just as Areanna preferred to explore the world around her rather than marry one of the many suitors who were looking to keep her feet grounded.  
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CHAPTER TWO
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Areanna’s exploration went farther and farther away from the planet Thera. It hadn’t been intentional. She had become fixated on a nebula. Its bright blue and orange colors of space dust called to her. Areanna couldn’t help watching and wondering if this particular nebula was what was once the bright star called Recro. 

“Do you think this is Recro, Floun?” Areanna asked with her eyes still glued to the colorful cloud one light-year away.  

“Don’t know. Not looking,” Floun replied. 

She didn’t need to look over at him to know that his eyes were still closed. Each time she had looked over at him during their journey, his eyes were tightly shut. At one point she thought he was asleep, but when he grumbled about being hungry, she knew otherwise.  

“You can’t see this beauty with your eyes closed, Floun,” she retorted to her stubborn companion.  

“I could have seen it just fine back on Thera on the tele-display or use one of those thingy-ma-jiggs to look at it.”  

“Thingy-ma-jiggs? Really, Floun?” Areanna giggled. “It’s called a telescope.”  

“Yeah, that thing. I could have used one of those things.”  

“Well, if you open your eyes you get to see the real thing. It’s beautiful. Lots of blues and oranges.” 

“Hey,” he griped. “I thought I was the prettiest color blue you have ever seen?”  

She could tell by his tone that his eyes were open and directed on her. And he was most likely frowning at the thought of competing with a dead star.  

“Relax,” she looked over her shoulder at him. “You’re still the prettiest of them all.” 

“You sound like that mirror in that book you read to me.” He laughed. “Who’s the prettiest of them all?” He asked in a creepy, witch-like voice making Areanna laugh. 

“You’re the prettiest of them all.”  

They look at each other long and hard before bursting into laughter.  

“Yep. Definitely reminds me of that book,” Floun chuckled. 

He finally looked around at the nebula that was outside the craft’s window. His eyes grew wide.  

“Wow,” he gasped. “That is pretty.”  

“Told ya’,” Areanna teased.  

“Yep. She told ya’,” a scratchy male voice called out from behind them.  

Areanna and Floun both screamed and turned their attention to their intrusive guest. When Areanna saw who it was, her body relaxed, and she rolled her eyes. 

“Trot! What are you doing here?” she asked with an eyebrow raised.  

The gray and white feathery, ocean bird was always finding his way into places he didn’t belong. Many of the space commanders refused to man a craft that the bird had been on. Trot was considered bad luck. Several space crafts had unexplained, bad things happen while the bird was on board. Wherever he went, trouble seemed to follow.  

Floun must have had the same thought because he quickly turned his head in Areanna’s direction. Floun’s eyes were the size of saucers. He was already inflating from worry most likely.  

“Areanna, I don’t like this one bit,” Floun confessed in a shaky voice. 

“It will be fine,” Areanna stated as calmly as she could. 

Truth be told, she was terrified of being in space with the chatterbox, bad luck omen onboard with them. It was time to return to Thera. The sooner the better. 

Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! 

Every bell and whistle on board the Reuel began to go off in warning. Areanna’s heart lodged in her throat as she took the ship out of autopilot. Her trembling fingers scanned over the captain’s display.  Low Fuel.   

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she growled then pressed silent on the alarms. The craft fell silent but not for long. Areanna was soon cursing in every language she knew. How could the craft be out of fuel? They hadn’t even been gone that long or far.  

She glanced at the display and her eyes widened. She and Floun had been gone for nearly an entire day. They were light-years away from Thera.  

“Looks like you’re out of fuel,” Trot stated, looking over her shoulder.  

“Get!” She shooed the bird away. He flew to the other side of Floun.  

After a few deep breaths, Areanna settled her emotions and began searching for nearby planets. She scrolled through the list.  

“Too far... too far... uninhabited.... Uninhabited... Ugh...” she continued through the list. “Yes!” She cried out when she found a planet within distance, had inhabitants, and was in alliances with Earth.  

“Where we headed, Aree?” Trot asked once again with his neck stretched out looking over her shoulder. 

“Ugh,” she groaned at his closeness. “Planet Oceana.”  

“Never been.”  

“Well, hold on to your tailfeathers because we’re going there now.”  

Before the bird could get another word in, Areanna punched in the coordinates and launched the craft into warp. The bird disappeared from her peripheral, but the loud thud indicated that he had been jerked back into the wall from the force of the craft. A smile of satisfaction crossed Areanna’s face.  

Birdbrain.   

Within a few seconds, the Reuel had broken through planet Oceana’s atmosphere. The brightness from the planet’s sun reflecting off massive amounts of water caused Areanna to squint to see as she navigated the craft. The water went on for miles. There wasn’t a single building in sight. Not even a boat out on the water. The planet looked empty.  

“Looks a bit empty,” Trot stated. He was once again leaning over Areanna’s shoulder. 

“For the love of God!” She screamed.  

“Let’s feed him to a cat,” Floun insisted.  

“Hey! No need for threats,” Trot retorted. “Can’t a bird just help?” 

“No!” Areanna and Floun yelled in unison.  

“Sheesh. You didn’t need to yell,” Trot huffed. “Fine. Then I won’t tell you that I see land.” 

“Land?” Areanna sat up in her chair. “Where?”  

“Right there.” Trot leaned over Areanna’s shoulder. With his wing, he pointed at something on the display. Areanna leaned closer just in time to see him pointing at a smudge on the display, which happened to be over the Eject control. Nothing good would come of that if he accidentally touched it. 

“That’s not—” she began.  

Her life went into slow motion as she watched the gray and white feather brush across the letters E-J-E-C-T. Areanna whimpered internally. The birdbrain had hit eject on her seat. In the blink of an eye, her seat encased her turning her chair into an emergency escape pod. Another blink and she was shot out of the craft with Trot’s name blaring from her lungs.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE
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Areanna found herself submerged underwater. Her makeshift escape pod had hit the water with such force that it cracked.  

Top of the line my ass, Areanna fussed at her current situation. A bird had ejected her from her spacecraft with a touch as light as a feather.  Who puts a button in that spot?  She continued to grumble.  

Her feet becoming wet and ice cold snapped her out of her lost thoughts. Water was rising in the pod. She needed to free herself.  

Frantically, Areanna began working her way free of her harness. Next, she began looking for the eject button or knob that would free her. There was nothing. The display in front of her had blacked out and become useless. She felt around hoping she’d find something, but she came up empty-handed.  

There was nothing near her to use to crack the pod open wider for her to squeeze through. She didn’t bother bringing any weapons or survival gear because she had carelessly thought she wouldn’t need it. If her survival teacher, Mr. Slate, could see her now. He would be throwing a fit.  

A large shadow hovered above Areanna. It looked to be a ship of some kind. It was directly above her pod, which was slowly sinking.  
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