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      This is a sapphic monster romance.

      It features an age gap relationship, tentacles, and sexually explicit content involving fish eggs.

      There is also alcohol consumption and discussions of infidelity not involving the main couple.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      A faint buzzing wakes me, the bathroom lights a halo in the water. I sit up in the bathtub, the familiar splash comforting. I climb out of the tub and shut off the alarm on my phone. A message pops up reminding me today is my first day lifeguarding at the country club.

      With my phone no longer screaming at me to wake up I run my slick hands across my deep blue scales, droplets of water flicking off and falling to the tile below. I spread my hands and shake them out, water splashing off the webbing between my fingers. When people hear Fishfolk the first thing they picture is mermaids, with their thick heads of hair and eyes that lure you in. Even I’m not immune to a mermaid’s gaze.

      I’m nowhere near as distracting to sailors. I’ve got legs, two of them if we’re being specific. My body is very Human, though my hips and chest don’t have the curves of a Human woman. My scales appear in patches along my body, most of them on my collar and tops of my thighs. Across my ribs are gills though they’re not all that noticeable outside of the water.

      As I comb my blonde hair with my fingers, there’s a knock at the door.

      Jessie shouts, “I gotta pee! Please Lydia!”

      I roll my eyes before opening the door for my Human roommate who blushes when she sees me naked. I snort, leaning against the doorframe. “See something ya like?”

      She blinks. “Yeah.” Then points to the toilet.

      I step out of the bathroom and let her have her turn. All my clothes are stored in her room anyway. Dressed, I walk past the balcony where Goldie stretches in her nest, the sunlight catching her feathers that shine as bright as her name.

      Goldie and Jessie have been friends since middle school. They needed a third roommate for their apartment and I needed a place to live while working the summer at The Serpent’s Oasis, a country club in Northern New Jersey. Previously I’d worked at an indoor saltwater wave pool just outside the city where bougie Humans and monsters alike would go to get pampered at the fully decked out spa.

      Unfortunately, my ex works there— and has been there longer. Some breakups involve kids or pets, mine involved my cushy summer lifeguard gig.

      Anyway, I figured Jessie would be chill since she was already rooming with a monster girl. Super chill when I did a little internet sleuthing and found old Goldie also likes women. When I asked if I could claim the bathroom as my bedroom, she said yes without any questions. I could sleep in a bed but I’d wake up so dehydrated and no one wants that. Plus it would make the whole place smell like dried fish.

      Goldie steps out from the balcony, “Happy first day!” she sings.

      “Thanks,” I yawn, giving the coffee maker more attention than my roommate. Goldie munches away on granola.

      Jessie is the last to join us. “I drained the bathtub, I hope that’s okay.”

      I nod, still not having it in me to be cordial without caffeine. The coffee maker beeps and I grab three mugs from the cupboard.

      “None for me,” Goldie squawks. “Caffeine makes me sick.”

      I nod, still learning the ins and outs of Harpies. Everyone is different on a biological level. I need to stay moist, Goldie needs to be able to make a nest, and Jessie, well, from the way she gulps down her hot coffee, needs caffeine more than me.

      “So, excited for your first day at–” She takes a dramatic breath. “–Serpent’s Oasis?”

      “Sure.” I shrug. “Looking forward to schmoozing with rich people.”

      I’m not kidding. My business major at NYU will only take me so far— I need connections. A fancy-ass country club in the lake district of New Jersey is the perfect place.

      Jessie rolls her eyes. “At least you’re ready for that. Schmoozing and flirting are the same thing right? Because lots of married men are going to flirt with you.”

      “If it gets me an internship at a fortune five hundred, I might even bat my eyelashes and tell them ‘oh how interesting’ when they brag about their golf strokes.”

      Goldie chirps, “And when they’re interested in other strokes?” She makes a crude gesture with a clawed hand.

      Jessie lightly smacks her friend’s wing. “Don’t scare her! The old men are annoying but they’re not perverts. Promise.”

      I shrug. I have bigger gripes with rich people, like their inability to follow directions or take no for an answer. They’re more like toddlers than frat boys going on about how hot they find lesbian porn. “I’m sure I’ll survive.”
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        * * *

      

      The summer has just begun and already Jessie’s car smells like sunscreen. As we pull into the country club I get my first good look at the place, a three story tall mansion with a nice view of one of the many man-made-lakes in this part of the state. The club itself doesn’t boast that the lake isn’t natural, but a pretty quick internet search will tell you most of the lakes in this part of the state were made by rich yuppies trying to escape the hustle and bustle of the city.

      Internet’s words, not mine.

      Jessie parks her car in the employee lot hidden behind a tall topiary wall. We pull up next to a parked car still occupied by its driver. The engine is off with the guy just sitting in the front seat head back like the ceiling of his car is so interesting. Jessie snickers before honking her horn. The man jumps and I realize I know him. Carl, one of the club managers, looks at us with one angry eye. I’ve only spoken to him over video call before now and sheepishly waved at him.

      Carl groans as we all get out of our cars. He’s shorter than I imagined him. I guess it’s hard to separate Cyclops from the myths that surround them. He’s far from a three story tall hulking sheep eater. I don’t even think he’s taller than six feet. He’s just lanky.

      “Ready for a summer of fun!” Jessie chirps like the most obnoxious pep rally leader possible.

      Carl ignores her and plants his eye right on me. “You’re Lydia, right?” He offers his hand and I give it a shake.

      “Nice to meet you Carl. Thanks for the job.”

      He snorts. “Yeah, let's see how long you feel that way. Come on, I’ll bring you to Lord Unnith and we can get you onboarded.”

      I’m never one to forego research so I know Unnith is the Dragonfolk who owns The Serpent’s Oasis. But a Lord? I’m pretty sure owning land in Northern New Jersey doesn’t make someone a Lord in the legal sense. Dragonfolk do love their titles. Almost as much as they love their treasure hoards.

      I give Jessie a wave before following Carl inside the club. The floors are all polished dark lumber while the walls are a crisp white, reflecting the light off the chandeliers that feel wholly unnecessary with such low ceilings. Carl guides me forward as we pass old photographs and commemorative plaques. Before we turn down a hallway I notice an already occupied indoor bar.

      Carl knocks at a door labeled Oasis Manager but doesn’t bother for a response before opening the door. A gush of hot air hits me before I see a big red Dragonfolk sitting at a desk. He grins, showing off an intimidating set of teeth. “Carl! Just the man I was looking for. You finished that bartending training right?”

      “I still think selling alcohol poolside is a bad idea.”

      Bold move, certainly not one I would make but Unnith must trust Carl to keep the peace.

      Unnith blows smoke out his nose as he laughs. “Too late! Already stocked the shack. Dragon’s Red Tonics are a go!”

      Too afraid to find out what a Dragon’s Tonic is or if it comes in multiple colors, I step past Carl to introduce myself. “Hi, Lord Unnith? My name is Lydia, I’m one of the lifeguards this season.” I wait to see if he offers to shake my hand.

      “I’m sure you are Lydia.” He looks at Carl. “Does she need anything?”

      Carl shrugs. “Direct deposit paperwork and her uniform. Otherwise, everything else she should have finished online before coming here.”

      I pull out some paperwork, online certificates confirming I know how to perform CPR, water rescues, and first aid. In theory. None of my certificates have lapsed so the online stuff was just a refresher. It's so strange tapping a mouse to do chest compressions.

      Lord Unnith takes the stack of papers and flips through them, before setting them on his desk. As he signs each one, he congratulates me. “Welcome to the team!”
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        * * *

      

      I claw at the nylon clinging to my ass, trying and failing to get my swimsuit to cover me. The country club provides all lifeguards with swimsuits, which seemed like a good deal till now. One tentacle tip pokes out and I reach to slip it back in. The bundle of tentacles strains against the fabric making it appear like I’m smuggling something between my thighs. When I worked at the wave pool, the dress code was more lax, myself and other Fishfolk opting to wear swim trunks— not swimsuits with bottoms like g-strings.

      Rolling my eyes I accept I’ll need to tuck. There’s waterproof tape, I just don’t have any right now. So instead I cup my tentacles and try to wrangle them, shoving them back and keeping my legs tight. Watching myself in the mirror, it works for a solid second before they start to writhe and make themselves known again.

      Fuck it— I’m not here to pick up women. And even if I was, they would sort of have to be into my little bushel of fun.

      I walk to the lifeguard stand to relieve Jessie who almost looks asleep, her chin in her hand and a big pair of sunglasses hiding half her face, her whistle hanging loose around her wrist. “Hey,” I call up and she turns to look at me. At least I think she’s looking at me past those dark brown shades. “We’re switching. Anything I need to know?”

      One hand points to a pack of three boys, one sitting on the pool’s edge and kicking his feet to splash his two other friends who are swimming around him. “I’ve had to warn them not to dive in the deep end twice.”

      “Are they strong swimmers?”

      “I’d hope so if they’re trying to dive in a seven foot deep pool.” With that she hops off the chair and hands me the radio. “Good luck, I’m on lake duty next.”

      I nod and climb up to sit on the raised wood chair. It looks like the kind of stand you’d see at a beach but the country club is a few hours drive from any proper ocean. The lake next to the country club has plenty of pond scum but it’s nothing compared to seaweed. I know Humans get the ick from that stuff but chlorine is much worse. I’m biased— the stuff dries my scales and checking the levels every few hours is a pain.

      Slipping on my aviators I do a scan. Three boys playing in the deep end with who I presume is one of their dads sitting on his phone in the shade. An elderly woman does a lethargic breaststroke. It’s pretty dead. I spot Carl, with his forearms on the counter of the Grub Shack, looking as bored as I feel. His single eye opens and closes slowly. It’s hypnotic and I have to look away.

      I twirl my whistle around my finger to keep myself occupied while the sun beats down on my neck. The pool gate opens and a little girl in a pink floral swimsuit comes bounding in. “Walk!” I shout, maybe a bit preemptively but better safe than sued. She stops in her tracks before walking forward. A boy, maybe a year or two older than the girl, has matching swim trunks and rash guard, a pair of goggles on his head. Behind them both is a woman in a black swimsuit, a large sunhat and glasses hides her profile.

      Her body is fucking fantastic though.

      Wide hips and thighs, big breasts, the tops spilling out from her swimsuit. She adjusts her hat and I see she’s got perfectly manicured bubblegum pink nails. It almost clashes with the rest of her conventional outfit, but it’s the only thing that really differentiates her from the dozen other rich moms that I’ve seen poolside.

      She settles in one of the beach chairs and takes off her sun hat. Her hair is black, same as her swimsuit, with gray roots and some gray flyaways at her temple. I glance back at her kids and notice they’re both young and blond. Grandkids? Maybe she’s the nanny? I guess women have kids older and older nowadays, especially wealthy ones. Got to secure a spot in the corporate hierarchy before going on maternity leave.

      My thumb trails across my bottom lip as I keep eyeing her, wishing she would take off her sunglasses so I can get a better look at her face. There are some smile lines around her lips but otherwise her skin looks smooth and well cared for. If I wasn’t on the job I would ask her what sunscreen she uses.

      The sound of thrashing and splashing pulls my attention away from the woman. The three boys from before are now just two as they shove their friend under the water. I blow my whistle, the distraction enough to get their hands off the kid and he surfaces. “That’s your third warning!”

      “No it’s not!” One of the kids wines.

      “We’re just seeing who can hold our breath the longest.”

      The dad is still on his phone. Typical.

      “Hold-your-breath games are not allowed at the pool. And this is your third warning.”

      I glare at the dad, not that he’s looking or could tell past my sunglasses. Get off your fucking phone and collect your damn kids.

      The little boy with the goggles hops into the pool. My eyes dart back and forth between him and the other boys. The kid floats up but his face is still in the water and his feet are off the ground. Most people would just think it’s a kid having a little fun but I know he might be stuck, unable to right himself.

      I stand up, grabbing the rescue tube when there’s another splash. The woman in the black bathing suit is wading her way through the water towards her kid. I still hop into the water to assist. She gets there before me and lifts him up, the kid gasping for air. The mom looks at me with a frown and pleading eyes, her dark brows furrowed.

      “Here.” I put the rescue tube under his arms and gently take him from her, then start pulling him towards the shallow end with the steps. He kicks his feet like the tube is a boogie board. At least he’s not upset.

      He sits on the steps and I ask him some questions while checking him out, making sure his lips aren’t blue or he isn’t dazed in any way. His mom stands nearby, holding herself. “I’m so sorry,” she says. “He’s been taking swim lessons, I thought he would be alright without one of those floaty things but I guess not.”

      “Hey, it happens.” I hear the three boys from before snickering in the deep end of the pool. “At least you were paying attention,” I say loud enough for the entire pool to hear. “Not every parent does.” I glare at the dad still tapping away at his phone.

      She reaches over and rubs her son’s back. “What do you say?”

      “Thanks!” he says. I notice he’s missing one of his front teeth.

      I offer him a soft smile. “Let me get you a swim vest.”

      I go and grab one from the bin and bring it over, snapping him in. Then I run my fingers along the float around his chest making sure it’s not too loose or too tight.

      “Can I go swim now?”

      This kid has no idea he almost drowned. “Sure, go ahead.”

      He starts running.

      The mom and I both shout. “No running!”

      We look at each other.

      “I’m so–”

      “You apologize a lot.”

      She blinks and I bite the inside of my cheek. Was I rude? Will she complain to Carl? Or even worse— Lord Unnith.

      Thankfully, she chuckles and pushes a strand of silver behind her ear. “Can I have your name? Let the managers know you’re doing a good job.”

      I’ll give you my number too– I think but don’t dare say. That will definitely get me in hot water with Lord Unnith. Heck, maybe even Carl who I swear is watching me with that single, dark brown eye. “It’s Lydia.”

      “Pretty.” She extends a hand and I look for a wedding ring. “My name is Stephanie.” I shake her ringless hand.

      The little girl in the pink swimsuit comes over and hugs Stephanie’s leg. “Mommy, I want ice cream.”

      Stephanie sighs, “Sophie sweetie, you can’t go swimming if you have ice cream.”

      “Yeah,” I back her up, “Causes cramps. Real bad.”

      Stephanie gives me a closed-lip smile.

      I’d love to try and chat her up, figure her out. But there are three boys in the deep end I have to deal with and a deadbeat dad I’ve got to judge. Hopefully, Stephanie’s glowing review will offset whatever bitching results from me actually doing my job.

      The next hour is uneventful. The three boys behave. The old lady finishes up her lethargic laps and settles on a chair to dry in the sun. Stephanie watches her kids, resting her head and her hand and smiling like her son’s little splashes are the most darling thing in the world. Eventually, her daughter leaves the little kitty pool and settles on her chest, looking like she might fall asleep. Stephanie strokes her daughter’s hair and gives her a little kiss on her crown. It’s so stinkin’ adorable.

      When her daughter returns to the kitty pool, Stephanie stretches out on the deck chair. Her lips part, a phantom moan filling my ears. Water droplets sparkle along her thick, soft thighs. I have to cross my legs to make sure my tentacles don’t go haywire.
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        * * *

      

      The smell of chlorine now lingers in Jessie’s car and I already miss the sunscreen. I rub my scales, the film of chemicals giving me the ick. “You think I can request to just be put on lake duty?”

      Jessie shrugs. “Probably. I know some lifeguards are freaked out by how dark the water gets. How do you feel about inner tubes?”

      I raise a brow. “Neutral? Why, are they a pain?”

      “Kids using them as trampolines is annoying. Grown men who make more money than I ever will smacking each other with them is why I talk to a therapist once a week. Besides, the hot moms always hang out by the pool.” Jessie takes her eyes off the road to smile at me, looks forward, then looks back at me.

      “Can you please focus on the turnpike?”

      Jessie does but there is a sly smile on her face. “You made a face like you knew exactly who I was talking about.”

      “No I didn’t.” I lie— Stephanie is still fresh in my mind. I’m sure there will be plenty of other hot moms cropping up this summer. There were plenty at the wave pool too, but Stephanie is nice. It turns out  nice does something to me. Her curves help, the charming gray streaks in her hair…

      “What’s her name?” Jessie asks.

      “Eyes on the road,” I scold. “Besides, hot moms usually have husbands. I’m not trying to be a homewrecker.”

      We make it back to the apartment without another mention of moms or work. “Dibs on the bathroom,” I announce as I step into the tile.

      Jessie groans. “Ugh fine. Just means I can take as long as I’d like later.”

      Fine by me. I just can’t stand the chlorine on my scales. In the bathroom I completely turn the hot water knobs and grab a vitamin C tablet. The bathroom closet is packed with all my amenities; seaweed bath bombs, phosphate and vitamin tablets, and an assortment of oils. It’s not cheap. Everything specially formulated to keep the water at a safe PH. Not all of it is necessary. Hot water alone would clean me fine but why not add a little something to take the edge off my first day?

      As I strip out of my clothes I run my hands along my gills stretching across my ribcage. They’re tense, not having much room to breathe in that tight swimsuit. I wonder how long I have to work at Serpent’s Oasis before I can ask for a uniform change. I’d be much happier in swim trunks and a sports bra.

      Once the bath is full and steaming I slip into the water. My gills flex and it’s like breathing fresh air for the first time all day. I guess the one good thing about the one piece is it helps prevent any chlorine from getting in my gills. They would filter out all the bullshit but it’s sort of like knocking back shots of everclear and just letting your kidney do all the heavy lifting.

      I disappear beneath the water, holding onto my knees in an attempt to float. My eyes are designed to see under the water but I close them, thinking about today… About Stephanie… her heavy breasts and round hips. How soft her lips might feel against my scales.

      I sit up in the water, my tentacles waving in the water, opening up like a flower. It’s been a while since I’ve been touched. I don’t mind but my body has a different opinion.

      I clap my hands around my cheeks like waking up from a bad dream. Except a dream about Stephanie wouldn’t be so bad… With a washcloth I clean off my scales then drain the bathtub. It’s the shortest bath I think I’ve ever taken.
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      Stephanie and her kids are pool regulars, showing up every day like clockwork at eleven. Her son wears floaties in the water while her daughter just sits at the pool’s edge and watches. Sometimes she brings dolls and dips them in the kiddie pool to play mermaids. It would be nice to just sit and watch Stephanie tan all day but I know I’ll get lost in her curves and someone will drown.

      And fuck me, these rich folks love to almost drown.

      You’d think rich people would pay for swim lessons but nope. Some of these people own boats for God’s sake.

      Maybe it’s not completely their fault. Lord Unnith’s Dragon Red Tonics and four dollar beers can’t help things. One of those plus the hot sun and I’m stuck pulling middle aged men out of the water.

      “Sir.” I paddle towards a guy I watched knock back four cold ones in the last hour. “Would you like assistance?” His head is barely above water, his hands flapping just under the surface but doing little to keep him afloat.

      A bit of pool water spills into his mouth. “I’m fine!” He gurgles.

      I keep treading water, waiting for the moment his head inevitably slips beneath the water. Which sounds messed up but it’s not my fault we’re not allowed to save people without their consent. Its reverse rules: consent is implied when someone is passed out in the water.

      “Logan!” I look over and see Stephanie standing at the pool's edge, her arms crossed over her chest. A few other people have gathered and a kid stands on the pool ladder, watching. “Just accept the help, you’re embarrassing the whole country club.”

      Logan spits out water. “Fine!”

      I passed him the rescue tube. “Grab–” He grabs it with his arms and legs. Luckily this thing is designed with brainless behavior in mind and he floats fine. I drag him to the shallow end and get him on dry land to check him out. He reeks of beer. Carl agrees to cut him off before leaving to fetch a cup of water. I advise Logan to sit in the shade for at least an hour.

      I’m about to climb back up onto the lifeguard stand when I hear a familiar voice. “Right back to work, huh?”

      I look over my shoulder at Stephanie, giving me that closed mouth smile that’s deadly charming. I don’t know how she’s single. If she is single that is. No ring I’ve seen, and all the ladies here have big-ass rocks on their fingers. But maybe she doesn’t want it getting damaged by chlorine or lose it in the pool filter.

      My own words haunt me, most hot moms have husbands.

      I fail to say anything clever. “Yup.” I hop up and settle back into my seat, welcoming the hot sun as it dries my body.

      “What do you do in the winter?”

      That I do have a clever comeback. “I lifeguard those polar bear plunges.” I shoot her a wink before putting my sunglasses back on. “I’m a student. Getting my degree in business.”

      She tilts her head. “Well this is the perfect place to work. Great networking opportunity.”

      “Somehow I doubt Logan over there will want to hire me after I just dragged him out of the pool and put him in time out.” I look over to see Logan pouting while a towel around his shoulders. Big toddler.

      “You don’t want to work for him anyway,” she tells me. “Terrible at logistics. Never meets deadlines.”

      I slide my sunglasses down my nose, peaking over the lenses though I’m still facing forward watching the pool. “And you know this because…”

      “I do market analysis. I know more about everyone here than even the most gossipy of wine moms.”

      So she knows all the haves and have-nots. God she’s so hot. And there are have-nots here. It’s people that spend the most have the least liquid cash while the frugal types are the ones raking it in. I saw it first hand at the salt water pool, families who would come one summer then gone the next. Meanwhile the folks who only did spa treatments when there was a sale came back every summer.

      My eyes linger on the artificial blue of the pool. “So… You know all the dirt.”

      “Dirt, no. I don’t know anything shady. Technically everything I know is public information. I just bother to actually keep track.”

      “Unlike Logan.”

      “Right. Seeing as he can’t keep track of how many beers he’s had in an hour...”

      I snort, wishing I could ask her to stick around for my thirty minute break. Even if she did, her kids are still with her, both of them playing in the kiddie pool. Nothing says romance like sipping wine spritzers with two kids next to you munching on chicken nuggets.

      As if she can sense my struggle, Stephanie says “I’ll get out of your hair.”

      I ignore my job to watch her walk away, the curve of her ass poking out of her swimsuit. It would be kind of nice if she caught me staring.

      “Oh,” she stops and adrenaline starts to pump through my body, fearing and hoping at the same time that she’s about to call me out. “If you ever need help with an internship… Can I give you my number?”

      “Sure,” I croak.

      Stephanie goes to her bag, bending at the hip as she rummages around for something. The curves of her ass meeting her thighs is a perfect, plump heart. As she walks back I remind myself this number is for business, not for pleasure.

      She hands me a business card and I slip it in my fanny pack without really looking at it. “Thanks Stephanie.”

      “You can call me Steph.” With that she walks to the shallow side of the pool to gather her son.

      “What was that?” Carl has water with a lemon slice in his hand.

      He’s managed to spark the excitement built up in my body and I jump. “Th-the drowning?” I say in-between breaths. “Or… what?”

      He points at my fanny pack. “I heard her offer you her number and you slipped something in your bag.”

      I chose my next words carefully. Lord Unnith might be the owner but I get the impression Carl is the boss. “She wanted to know what I do for work, told her I’m studying business, she offered to help me with internships.”

      The truth is easy but my gills still flex like I’ve told a lie. For the first time I’m grateful for the one piece suit.

      “No schmoozing on company time.” With that he leaves to bring Logan his drink.

      What kind of rule is that? There’s no way he doesn’t sense that something else is going on, but it doesn’t matter when it’s all one-sided. If it is one-sided…
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        * * *

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi Stephanie, it’s Lydia. Just wanted to confirm this is your number. Thanks for offering to help me make connections.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lydia hi! And please just call me Steph.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Oh it’s no problem! I had plenty of women help me when I was your age, good to pay things forward.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Glad to hear you have that mindset. People can be so cut throat in my degree.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I know what you mean. Can I ask why you aren’t doing an internship right now? (I’m happy you aren’t I’d much rather see you every day)

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I miscalculated and thought I was a shoo-in for this one internship so I didn’t really look anywhere else. Didn’t end up getting it. Lesson learned.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oh I’m so sorry. Hopefully they didn’t string you along.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        It’s fine! Like you said, it’s much nicer seeing you every day.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Plus can’t beat the sunshine every day.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I’m sure you’d rather not be babysitting drunk adults by large bodies of water.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        The pool is small compared to the wave pool I worked previously. But you’re not wrong.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        As nice as the sunshine is, just let me know when you start looking for an internship and I can connect you with some folks.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I appreciate it, Stephanie, really

      

      

      

      
        
          
        *Steph

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ;)
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        * * *

      

      Water laps at my elbows as I stare at that winky face emoji. I couldn’t wait when I got home to text her. So while I sat in my bath with a seaweed bath bomb I sent her a cordial text. Rereading our texts I try to pinpoint who flirted first, if this is flirting. Stephanie– Steph, is nice, genuinely so so nice, maybe that’s all this is.

      I set my phone down and try to ignore the butterflies fluttering about my stomach.

      My tentacles dance in the water, waving at me, mocking me as the warm butterflies in my gut fly further south. I bite my lip. Jessie is waiting for her turn in the bathroom, we’ve already fallen into a routine.  She might notice if I spend more time in the bath…

      Fuck. I haven’t been able to get Stephanie out of my head since we first met. Opening my legs my fingers push aside my tentacles, my clit already throbbing. Rubbing little circles across it, my head rolls back in the water. The warm water to die for between my legs.

      With my other hand I slip a finger inside my cunt, pretending it belongs to Stephanie, imagining her cuddled up behind me with her lips pressed against my ear. You’re so beautiful… Please fuck me next…

      I whimper and tip my head forward in the water so little bubbles escape my mouth instead.

      I have no idea what Stephanie is into but in my fantasy, she loves my tentacles, loves my thick clit and wants it in her mouth, wants me to breed her. More bubbles surround my face as I rub faster and faster. Good girl… That’s it— spill for me.

      The first egg pops out of my clit, the size of my thumb tip. My tentacles get to work, grabbing it and releasing it into the water. Ideally, it would deposit the eggs inside my lover. Fill her completely with my eggs till she spills, nothing more than a breeding farm. It’s going to be a mess cleaning this up but I couldn’t care less as a second egg spills from inside me, making my thighs shake. I take my clit between two fingers and carefully tug at my bud, milking the eggs from inside me.

      Meanwhile I slip another finger inside me. Such a greedy cunt. A third finger inside me, curling my fingers to press against my g-spot. I gasp, warm salty water filling my mouth. What I would give to suck on Stephanie’s heaving breasts. To make her moan with my mouth. More and more eggs pop out of my clit and I imagine my tentacles pushing them inside Stephanie, filling her better than her husband, better than any fucking man.

      I imagine her trying to close her legs while my tentacles tease her clit, while they shove my eggs inside her… stroking her hair while I suck on her breasts and neck… Whispering that she’s such a good mommy to my little eggs.

      More and more I spawn in the bathtub, my eggs floating to the water’s surface. Such a dirty girl… My little pervert making a mess of herself. “Fuck—“ I choke, my pussy tight around my fingers as the last batch of eggs pours from my clit, my tentacles grabbing each with fervor. Still riding out my orgasm I keep my fingers inside me, scissoring them and considering touching myself more— rubbing my clit raw till it hurts to walk.

      Then I remember my roommates. That I have a spawn of eggs to clean up. I could let them circle the drain but it might cause problems with the plumbing. Last thing I want is to explain to our landlord why our bathtub is clogged. I huff, bubbles erupting around my face.
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