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        Come for the vacation. Stay for the shenanigans!

      

        

      
        Mermaids? Check.

        Pirates? Selkies? Demi-Gods?

        Check. Check. Check.

      

        

      
        Welcome to my world of Mermaids and their unlikely heroes. LOL. You can have these three hilarious stories now in one big book! The Sea Shenanigans Series was a delight to write and I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I loved writing it.

      

        

      
        For your reading pleasure this collection includes: Tallulah’s Temptation, Ariel’s Antics, and Misty’s Mayhem.
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        Pirate Doug

      

      

      
        
        What in the Chicken of the Sea was I thinking to agree to this half arsed Otherworld Defense Agency mission?

      

        

      
        I’m the most absurdly good looking Vampire Pirate of the High Seas. Being on the run for my life is very important work… and a freaking full time job. Defending Mermaids from some vicious Sea Hags is going to cut into my pilfering time.

      

        

      
        Unacceptable.

      

        

      
        Even though this is a very bad move on my part, I know I’ll eventually agree—too many bounties on my arse to refuse, and the thought of a certain Mermaid makes my roger quite jolly.

      

        

      
        However, Tallulah, the leader of the Mystical Isle Pod of Mermaids, isn’t going to be happy to see me… at all. The horrible, sexy, breathtaking woman has been starring in my dreams for too many years to count. Sadly, just when my mind wanders to the really good nookie part, the dream ends with her lopping my Johnson off.

      

        

      
        I just hope to Hell and back that the Sea Hags have some outstanding booty to steal. If I’m going to have to regrow my tallywhacker, the treasure had better damned well be worth it.

      

      

      
        
        Tallulah

      

      

      
        
        Running a tourist trap for humans in the Bermuda Triangle had sounded like a fine plan—until it wasn’t.

      

        

      
        With the Sea Hags gunning for our island and ruining our questionably successful business, I did what any desperate Mermaid would do. I called for backup.

      

        

      
        Of course, getting help from the Otherworld Defense Agency is risky as they don’t usually deal with ocean creatures. Whatever. Desperate times call for crappy measures. Chances are they’ll send freaking Pirates. I hate Pirates…

      

        

      
        Well, I hate one Pirate in particular.

      

        

      
        Hopefully, it won’t be the one seafaring jackhole I despise more than any other. Pirate Doug would be an idiot to show his face here after what he’d done. Not only did the dumbass abscond with our treasure, the son-of-a-bitch took my heart with him as well.

      

        

      
        I’ll tear his sorry ass to shreds if he so much as steps even one hairy toe on my island.
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          PIRATE DOUG

        

      

    

    
      “Doug, this is an offer you would be foolish to refuse,” Renee said, running a hand through her curly red hair in frustration.

      “Pirate Doug,” I reminded her for the fourth time. If the human woman—as attractive and beddable as she was—couldn’t be bothered to remember my title, I couldn’t be bothered to listen.

      I was an extremely busy Vampire Pirate of the High Seas. Being on the run for my life was a full fucking time job. Sitting still in an office on dry land was making me itchy. I was a sitting duck for my inordinately long list of enemies.

      Of course killing me was an almost impossible feat, but I could be dismembered quite easily by the right foe. My arms and legs would regenerate, but it really pissed me off to have to regrow the appendages—not to mention dry socket sucked.

      I’d had the same legs for three hundred years and I planned on keeping it that way. Now my arms were an entirely different story. Taking a week off to sprout new limbs was a dangerous proposition for someone as in demand as I was.

      “So let me get this straight,” I said, casing the office for something to abscond with. Sadly, there was nothing shiny in sight. Either Renee had hidden all her precious booty or she didn’t have any. “You’re going to pay off my debts if I agree to take this appalling offer I have yet to hear?”

      “No,” she said with a barely disguised eye roll. “No one in their right mind would pay off your astronomical and wildly illegal financial woes.”

      “So then I’m wasting my time and risking my life by being here,” I said, standing up to take my leave.

      “Sit,” Renee commanded in a voice that made me a bit randy and resulted in my breeches growing tight.

      The small woman had large balls. I found her rudeness wildly arousing. Not that I would make a play for the owner of the Otherworld Defense Agency. She was mated to two Werewolves. Those hairy bastards were vicious. Besides, I preferred nonhuman women who enjoyed the sea—much more durable in the boudoir on my ship.

      “Your debt is insurmountable,” she pointed out.

      “Thank you,” I replied with a gallant bow.

      “That wasn’t a compliment,” she said, biting back a grin.

      “My bad,” I said with my most charming smile.

      I was obnoxiously aware that I was an obscenely good looking bastard. It had come in handy over my many centuries. Pretty people could get away with murder—not that I was into that sort of thing. I was far more into priceless objects, rare artifacts and getting laid on a very regular basis. Murder only came into play when someone was gunning for my sexy ass.

      “Doug,” she began.

      “Pirate Doug.”

      “Right. Pirate Doug,” Renee amended with a shake of her head and a chuckle. “I can have the most egregious bounty removed from your idiot head if you take the job.”

      “You can get the Gnomes off my arse?” I inquired, surprised. I let the idiot comment go mostly because it was accurate and the rest of her statement was very intriguing.

      Gnomes were the bane of my fabulous existence at the moment. The bald bastards were after me for too many reasons to count. Of course bedding the gal pal of their head honcho a decade ago didn’t help, but draining their international bank accounts was certainly high on their list of my transgressions as well.

      “They owe us a favor or seven,” she said cryptically. “We can erase what you’ve done. However, I’d like to suggest that you steer clear of the Gnomes in the future.”

      “Could you be more specific?” I inquired. Implied rules and vague hints were not my forte.

      “Sure,” she replied with a sigh and then a laugh. “Keep your dick in your pants and stop stealing their shit. Period. We can’t negate your future crimes—only the ones you’ve already committed.”

      “Interesting,” I said, running my hand over my well-trimmed goatee and considering this offer although I still had no idea what I had to do. I was tempted to say yes even though the mission was a mystery. I’d had far too many close calls of late. It was getting quite tiresome to have to fight off those bloodthirsty Gnome sons of bitches.

      There were plenty of people and species to steal from. I could avoid looting the Gnomes for a few hundred years. However, keeping my man tool in my breeches might prove to be difficult. The female Gnomes adored me. They were animals in the sack and delightfully violent—all attributes that made my roger quite jolly. Although, living to see tomorrow did appeal…

      “Let’s say… hypocritically, I accept your offer. What exactly did you have in mind?” I asked, sitting back down, but rearranging my chair so I could see the exit clearly. Never good to let someone sneak up from behind. That’s how I’d lost my left arm three months ago.

      “I’m sorry, what did you just say?” Renee asked, seemingly confused. “Do you mean hypothetically?”

      I paused in thought. I had been told it made me look smarter…

      “No. I’m fairly sure I’m a hypocrite. Did I use it in the sentence wrong? I have a word of the day calendar and I’ve been trying to stretch the old vocabulary. I’ve found pretending to have a higher IQ gets me laid more regularly.”

      The human woman was stunned to silence for a brief moment and then had an alarming coughing fit that caused her face to turn a bright red—or possibly she was choking to death. No matter. She was clearly bowled over by my brains and brawn. I was gorgeous and had a legendary trouser snake. However, if she keeled over in my presence I’d have to answer to the fucking Werewolves. That was not my idea of a good time.

      “Do you need me to hemlock you?” I inquired politely.

      Her eyes grew wide and I wondered if she was daft. I’d heard quite the opposite, but her behavior was strange.

      “Umm… no,” she said, getting control of herself with effort. “That won’t be necessary.”

      “Very well then,” I replied. “What are the terms?”

      “You still have your ship?” she asked, wiping a few tears from her eyes as she cleared her throat several times.

      “I have a fleet,” I replied proudly.

      “Do I want to know how you amassed a fleet?”

      I paused and winked at the harried woman. “Probably not.”

      “Fine,” Renee said, scrubbing her hand over her mouth to hide her grin. “We’ve received a distress call from a Mermaid pod in the Bermuda Triangle. They’re being attacked by Sea Hags.”

      I froze for a brief moment. Mermaids were my weakness—well, one Mermaid in particular, but she wanted to off my fine ass. Whatever, I didn’t need that delectable swimming hooker. She’d had her chance. It was completely irrelevant that I’d fucked it up.

      “And this is a problem?” I asked, not clear on why anyone would want to save either of those species.

      “Yes, it’s a problem,” Renee said. “Mermaids are good and Sea Hags are not.”

      “Not sure where you’re getting your Intel, but the last Mermaid I encountered tried to castrate me. Do you have any clue how long it takes to grow back a schlong?”

      Again the poor human was rendered mute. I really didn’t know how she ran a business if she couldn’t hold a decent conversation.

      “Well, do you?” I demanded.

      “No,” she choked out and then narrowed her eyes. “And I can live out the rest of my life without knowing. The mission is to help the Mermaids fight off the Sea Hags. While your intellect is debatable, your skills are unrivaled. This is why I’m offering you the mission. If you can’t do it, fine. We’re done here.”

      Renee stood up and offered me her hand. This was not going my way. I hated when things didn’t go my way. I usually threw an epic fit, but somehow didn’t think that would go over too well right now. And I wasn’t quite sure if she’d just insulted me.

      What I needed was to get the fucking Gnomes off my arse. So what if I had to help some legless wenches. If I wore a protective codpiece over my Johnson, I would probably be fine. As long as it wasn’t the Mystical Isle Pod… I’d be a dead Pirate walking with those waterlogged, sexy freaks of nature.

      “Wait,” I said, ignoring her outstretched hand. “So what you’re saying is that I need to send the Sea Hags to Davy Jones’ locker—or at least make a few Black Spots to scare the heinous scallywags off the water loving, scaly tailed bitches’ arses? However, I’d like to know if hornswoggling is off the table, from what I understand the Sea Hags have impressive booty.”

      “Umm… I think so,” Renee said, trying to decipher my statement. “If that means you’ll stop the Sea Hags from killing the Mermaids and stealing their land—then yes. Pretty sure you don’t think the Hags have nice asses, so I’ll assume you’re inquiring if you can loot their treasures?”

      I always forgot that most didn’t speak Pirate. However, the human woman was right on the money.

      “Yes,” I replied with a grin.

      She shook her head and closed her eyes. “If you steal from the Sea Hags, I don’t want to know about it. However, there will be no stealing from the Mermaids.”

      “Deal,” I said, taking her small hand in mine and shaking it. “Piece of cake. And what is the pod of man-eating Mermaids called?”

      There were hundreds of those tail wagging swimming hookers in the Bermuda Triangle. There was no way in Hell it could be the one pod that wanted me strung up and beheaded.

      “It’s the Mystical Isle Pod. Do you know of them?”

      It was now my turn to be speechless. The prospect of seeing the one that got away—or rather, the one who tried to castrate me for a slight misunderstanding—was horrifyingly tempting. If I declined the job on the outside chance that I would lose my pecker, I’d have to deal with the Gnomes. The Gnomes could mean actual death for me. Weighing the cost of my dong against the cost of my life took me a few minutes.

      I smiled at Renee so she wouldn’t be alerted to my inner terror and turmoil. Deciding to risk my wanker as opposed to my life, I nodded and widened my smile. I prayed to Poseidon that it didn’t resemble a constipated wince.

      “I do know of them,” I replied, nodding slowly and slightly bent at the waist already in mourning for my nads. “Haven’t seen those gals in a century. It shall be jolly to get reacquainted.”

      “Are you sure?” she asked, eyeing me strangely.

      “Positive,” I answered. “Absolutely positive.”

      Positive that this was a very bad move on my part. Tallulah, the leader of the vicious Mystical Isle Pod of Mermaids, wasn’t exactly fond of me… and that was putting it mildly. The horrible, sexy, breathtaking woman had been starring in my dreams for too many years to count. Sadly, just when my mind wandered to the really good nookie part, the dream ended with her whacking my Johnson off. I just hoped to Hell and back that the Sea Hags had some outstanding booty. If I was going to have to regrow my tallywhacker, the treasure had better damn well be good.
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          TALLULAH

        

      

    

    
      “To your left,” I shouted to Ariel as I ducked a blast of salty magic aimed at my head.

      “Ask any tuna you happen to see,” Ariel grunted as she slapped the head off one of the more aggressive Sea Hags with her tail. “Who’s the best mermaid? That would be ME!”

      There was no time to groan and close my eyes at Ariel’s terrible ode to the tuna fish song. I’d nail her for that shortly—as long as I lived through the next few minutes. At least she hadn’t burst into Part of Your World.

      “Throw a glitter fish bomb,” Madison yelled as she wrestled with a deadly Hag, squeezing so hard that the Hag popped like a green goop-filled balloon.

      Well, that was certainly one way to eliminate the enemy…

      “No can do,” I yelled back. “We have human paying guests on the island. Can’t risk them. It’s hand to hand, ladies.”

      “But wait,” Ariel said as she expertly twisted a Sea Hag in a knot. “I thought the humans already paid in full.”

      “They did,” I replied, tossing a bolt of magic at a trio of Hags who were trying to behead me.

      “Then what’s the problem?” Ariel questioned, avoiding a Hag dagger that had been lobbed at her.

      “Not following,” I called out as I took out a few more with my tail.

      “If they’ve already paid, why do we care if they die? There are kajillions of humans.”

      “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that—and kajillions is not a word,” I snapped and shook my head in disgust. “We can’t become the island known for randomly killing humans. First off, it’s wrong… and secondly, it will ruin our business.”

      “Well, crap,” Misty complained, hurling a stinky Sea Hag over her head at the others still gunning for her. “Goddess, their breath smells so bad their toothbrushes must pray at night.”

      “Or else their teeth try to escape,” Madison said, landing an excellent left hook to the face of a Hag that was trying to drown her. “Oh, wait,” she added with a laugh as she popped up from beneath a wave and sent a sizzling shot of magic right at the Hag. “They don’t have teeth. My bad.”

      The normally teal blue sea was awash with blood—theirs and ours. This was the fifth attack in as many days by the heinous Sea Hags. I wasn’t sure how much longer we could take the assaults and come out on top, but my sister Mermaids and I wouldn’t go down without one hell of a fight.

      The day had dawned bright and sunny—it had been perfect. Now? Not so much. Normally our island was a peaceful paradise, albeit a bit dated. But this morning the lovely scenery was being polluted by vicious, horrifying Sea Hags who definitely wanted us dead.

      This, of course, wasn’t good for business. We had actual paying customers on the island for the first time in months. However, if they were watching the deadly showdown from the beach, I was certain they would be departing immediately.

      “Take that!” Ariel growled as she twisted out of the deadly embrace of a Sea Hag and beheaded it with her sharp fin.

      “Only a few left. We’ve got this,” I shouted as I dove under a wave to avoid a trio of Hag daggers tossed my way.

      The salty air was polluted with the acrid odor of Sea Hag BO and stanky breath that would make one weep. It wasn’t fair. All we wanted to do was live quietly on our island and have some fun. Being attacked by greedy Sea Hags who were trying to take over the Bermuda Triangle wasn’t part of the plan. They’d already taken possession of the two neighboring Mermaid islands and now they were after ours.

      Not gonna happen.

      I’d welcomed the displaced Mermaids, but it was getting a bit overcrowded on our small parcel of tropical paradise. Whatever. I had no plans to get kicked off of the place we’d called home for the last century. Plugging my nose to avoid the stench, I went for the remaining Sea Hag—of course there were, unfortunately, more where she’d come from but we’d almost dispensed of the twelve that had staged today’s invasion.

      Swimming at a speed that almost rendered me invisible, I headbutted the disgusting excuse of a creature and she went flying out of the ocean like a shot from a cannon. Her scream was music to my ears. The force of my attack knocked her arms off. This was excellent. An armless Sea Hag couldn’t throw spells—or Hag daggers. She elevated out of the water about a hundred feet and narrowed her eyes menacingly.

      “Bony Velma Dustface demands your surrender,” the toothless Hag hissed as she pointed at me with the toe of her slimy boot. Since her arms were absent, it was all she had. It looked ridiculous.

      “You can tell Bony Velma Buttface that she can shove it,” I roared, setting the surface of the sea on fire and watching the Sea Hag scream with fury.

      “It’s Dustface, you rude half-fish,” the Sea Hag growled, staying far above the enchanted flames I’d set.

      “That’s what I said,” I replied, flipping the idiot the bird.

      “You said Buttface.”

      “Nope,” I argued. “Clearly you have water in your ears. I said Slutcase.”

      “I was pretty sure you said Nutpaste,” Ariel volunteered with a wide irreverent grin.

      “Enough. You will be sorry, Tallulah of the Mystical Isle Pod. You will rue the day you were born,” she shrieked.

      “At least I wasn’t hatched, Rickety Shelia Clotlegs,” I snarled and silently summoned the sharks.

      The sharks despised eating Sea Hags. According to my hammerhead buddies, the Hags tasted like butt. I was completely and happily unaware of what butt tasted like, but I took my friends’ word for it. I would owe them big for getting rid of the dead Hags, but odiferous bodies washing up on the beach wasn’t real appealing to tourists.

      “Be gone, you abomination,” I shouted as I waved my hand and created a strong wind sending the flames higher. “Go back to your cave and tell your leader that she can fuck herself.”

      “Psst,” Misty said, swimming up to me. “They actually can fuck themselves. Might want to pick another threat.”

      “Are you serious?” I whispered. “How did I not know this?”

      Misty shrugged. “No clue, dudette. You want me to tell her off?”

      “Umm, sure,” I said, still trying to absorb the appalling fact that Sea Hags could do themselves. I supposed it was probably a good thing since no creature in their right mind would want to get within a hundred feet of the hideous beasts.

      “Tell old Bony Velma that her farts are so bad she’s been accused of Global Warming. I’d suggest you losers go into hiding before the Stank Patrol arrests your asses,” Misty shouted with a snort of delight, as Rickety Sheila Clotlegs shrieked with fury.

      “I will be back and you will be sorry,” she bellowed as she disappeared in a blast of putrid green mist, leaving her fallen comrades floating on the water.

      “Did you call the sharks or do we have to clean this shitshow up?” Madison asked, swimming over.

      “They’ll be here in five,” I replied.
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        * * *

      

      “Tallulah,” Ariel griped, wiping the blood from her sparkling orange tail as we made our way to shallower waters. “I don’t know how much longer we can hold the Hags off. Our morale is shit, I’ve lost about twenty scales and the humans have all but left the island. Our tourist business is sucking the big one.”

      Sighing, I looked at my tiny, battered army of exhausted Mermaids. There were four of us including me. At the moment, it was my sisters and me against a giant army of stinky foes. I was the oldest of my siblings and therefore I got stuck with being the leader. We had others Mermaids in our pod, but we were the only ones strong enough to take on the Hags. The deadly attacks were coming daily and at this point, I wasn’t real sure we would live to see next week.

      Ariel was correct about our odds and, sadly, our business. Of course her name wasn’t really Ariel—it was Joan. However, she’d viewed The Little Mermaid so many times she’d adopted the name, much to my horror.

      “Actually,” Madison—whose real name was Cindy, but she was obsessed with the movie Splash—chimed in. “Our tourist business has always sucked. Not real sure who thought picking an island smack in the middle of the Bermuda Triangle was a good plan.”

      “Quit your bitchin’,” Misty snapped—the only sister that had kept her given name, besides me. “It was reasonably priced, considering we got robbed by that bastard Pirate that Tallulah was boinking a century ago and we had no gold coins left to buy something in a better location.”

      “Ya know,” I said, running my hands through my lavender hair and rolling my matching lavender eyes. “It’s not like I’m the only one who boinked an asshole over the centuries—we’re Mermaids—we tend to boink fairly often. Ariel, I believe we just had to take out a restraining order on the Johnny Depp wannabe who trashed the gift shop and peed in the pool when the cruise ship stopped by—ensuring that we are no longer a destination for any of the cruise ship lines.”

      Ariel shrugged her slim shoulders and tossed her bright blue hair over her shoulders. “He was hot,” she said in her defense and then giggled. “And a total douche.”

      “And Madison,” I pointed out, tired of being blamed for our bad fortune. “You boinked the Dragon Twins who literally fried the entire south end of the island.”

      “Fine point. Well made,” Madison agreed with a shudder. “Although it’s too bad that was five years ago. We could certainly use those fire breathers now. It would be fabulous to fry up some Sea Hag and feed it to the sharks.”

      “True,” I said with a weary chuckle. “However, I’ve made a call for back up.”

      My Sisters of the Sea stared at me in shock.

      “What?” I demanded, slapping my tail on the surface of the water and splashing the open mouthed dummies.

      “How exactly are we going to pay for backup?” Misty asked. “We’re kinda low in the bank department.”

      “I have a plan,” I started only to be met with groans from the ungrateful idiots I presided over.

      “Does this plan have anything to do with magicians who incite terror in humans and create massive lawsuits?” Madison inquired with a snicker.

      “No,” I snapped. “And Merlin couldn’t help the way he looked. Of course, sawing the human newlyweds in half was a horrifying idea, but other than that he was lovely.”

      “He was a twelve hundred year old jackhole,” Ariel pointed out.

      “Fine. He was a mistake,” I admitted. “I just thought we needed some entertainment for the humans. Hindsight is twenty-twenty. I fired him and I was able to repair the couple he dismembered.”

      “What’s your plan?” Madison asked as she plucked a shrimp from the sea and popped it into her mouth. “Needs cocktail sauce,” she muttered, spitting it back out.

      Ignoring her appalling manners, I continued trying to drum up some excitement. “The Hags have an enormous stash of diamonds in their cave. As you can plainly see, the damage they’ve caused to our island makes it only right that we should be compensated for their destruction. And if what I hear is true there will be plenty left over to pay for whomever is being sent to us.”

      “Hang on a second,” Misty said, narrowing her emerald green eyes that were identical in color to her long curly locks. “You called for backup and you have no clue who you called?”

      “I called the Otherworld Defense Agency. The human owner—Renee—was lovely and promised to send a crew that was good on the sea and deadly.”

      Misty’s point hit home in an enormous way. It was insanely irresponsible of me to have agreed to just anyone. However, the Renee woman wasn’t sure who she could find to help us. Desperate times called for shitty measures. Any help would do at this point.

      “Better not be fucking Pirates,” Madison grumbled as she waved her hand over her tail and conjured her human legs.

      “Pirates hate Mermaids and Mermaids hate Pirates—or at least we do,” Misty stated as she too took on her land body. “Hopefully, they’ll send Selkies. I’m horny and those bastards are hot.”

      “As long as it’s not Sponge Bob Square Pants, we’ll be fine,” I said with a laugh as I reluctantly called to my land legs. Being in the water was where I longed to be, but I had a pod to lead and we needed to prepare a few rooms at the crumbling lodge for our mystery hired guns. It hadn’t even occurred to me that Renee could send Pirates. My distress call was a last ditch effort to save my people, our home and our pathetic business.

      Besides, it wouldn’t be the one Pirate that I despised more than any other. He would be an idiot to show his face here after what he’d done. Not only did the dumbass abscond with our treasure, the son of a bitch took my heart with him as well.

      I’d tear his sorry ass to shreds if he so much as stepped on my island.
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          PIRATE DOUG

        

      

    

    
      I stared at my three-man crew and sighed dramatically. They stood in a row, all looking extremely guilty—because they were. I’d been sailing the seven seas with the arseholes for two hundred years. I expected better of my mates.

      Thornycraft ‘Gunner’ Rowley stared at his fingers. He was missing three of them and his thumb so at least that made some sense to me. However, Bonar ‘Savage’ Thunder and Upton ‘Iron Chest’ Driscol had no such excuse. They were sporting all of their fucking digits.

      “Who thought calling my inebriated father was an outstanding idea?” I demanded as I paced the small cabin below the main deck of the ship.

      “He did,” they all yelled, pointing at each other.

      “Did not, ya greasy haired sea rat,” Upton bellowed at his comrades.

      “Wasn’t me,” Bonar swore and narrowed his eyes at the others.

      “Yarr are peg-legged bow bunglers,” Thornycraft shouted, pointing at the idiots—or at least he tried. Being partially fingerless had some distinct disadvantages.

      I paused for a long moment and rolled my eyes. “What the hell does peg-legged bow bunglers even mean?”

      All three stared at each other in confusion as they searched for the answer. Some things were simply better left to the imagination. Deciding it was counterproductive to flummox them even more—not to mention I was also a bit bewildered at this point—I got back to the matter at hand.

      “So if none of you arses called my father. Who did?” I demanded.

      As if on cue, the bane of my fucking existence—or at least one of them—swooped into the cabin and landed on my shoulder.

      “Holly, how many times do I have to tell you that you are not allowed in the house?” I growled, attempting to remain stoic as the scraggly feathered flying shitbag dug her sharp claws into my shoulder and sent an electrical shock through my body.

      “Ahoy, Dipshit,” the parrot chirped and dug her claws in deeper.

      “Ahh, Captain?” Upton said raising his hand politely.

      “Yes, Upton?” I asked, trying not to wince as the vicious avian pecked at my ear.

      “The bird’s name is Polly—not Holly.”

      “Interesting,” I replied, trying to recall if Upton was correct.

      For the life of me, I could never remember the moniker of the pest. It had barnacled itself to me fifty years ago. No matter how many times I’d tried to kill it or leave it in a random port, the soaring shitter always found her way back.

      “Are you sure?” I asked, wondering if I could pawn the little bastard off on my father.

      “Aye, Captain,” Upton replied, keeping his distance.

      Polly or Holly—I still wasn’t convinced—was known to go for the eyes and occasionally, the nuts. A smart man kept a healthy distance from the maniac.

      “So Solly,” I growled at the bird.

      “Polly,” Bonar corrected me.

      “Right. Polly,” I amended. “Are you the scurvy wench that invited my father aboard my ship?”

      “Eat me, arsehole,” she chirped and crapped on my shoulder.

      The crew stayed warily silent as did I. Thankfully, there had been a pause before the arsehole part of that comment, but I was unsure if she was calling me an arsehole or wanted me to eat hers. The thought was appalling and it was all I could do not to remove my own arm and beat her with it.

      “Umm,” I said, carefully gauging my next move. “I’ve already had breakfast so I’ll have to pass. Answer the question or I’ll feed you to the sharks.”

      Not that my shark friends wanted anything to do with Polly-Holly-Solly either. They were as terrified of her as we were. The damned bird made the bloodthirsty Gnomes seem like innocent children.

      “You’re a dumbarse,” Polly cawed and flapped her wings in my face.

      “Your point?” I inquired with an eye roll. I already knew this. I wanted to know if the feathered fiend had called my father. The bird was an idiot.

      “Polly want a cracker, douchebucket.”

      “What the hell is a cracker douchebucket?” I asked my wide-eyed, cowardly crew who were slowly making their way to the door of the cabin.

      “Well…” Thornycraft said, scratching his head. “Me guess would be it’s a vinegar hamper used to hold salted biscuits.”

      “Do we have one of those?” I asked, certain Thornycraft was correct.

      He was excellent with random bits of bizarre knowledge.

      “I do,” Upton announced.

      “Go get it, man,” I shouted. “Wally is trying to gouge my shoulder off. I’m dying here.”

      “Tis impossible, Captain,” Bonar said. “The parrot would have to behead ye to actually end yer life.”

      “It was a finger of speech,” I snapped. “Certainly you’ve heard of that.”

      “A finger?” Thornycraft asked, squinting his eyes and pointing to the invisible digits on his hand. “I thought it was a figure of speech.”

      “Don’t think. It’s overrated. Get the damned vinegar cookie basket. NOW.”

      My crew sprinted from the cabin like the Devil himself was on their heels. Damn it. I was alone with the bird. I thought the surprise visit from my father was hideous, but no, this was much worse.

      “So Folly, nice weather we’re having,” I said, keeping the conversation neutral.

      “Yep, Doug,” the feathered jackhole replied.

      “It’s Pirate Doug. If you’re going to terrorize my ship you will call me by the correct name, Yolly,” I told her. No one called me Doug and lived to tell.

      Lolly’s eye roll was outstanding. “Pot. Kettle. Black,” she squawked and flipped me off.

      “Whatever,” I muttered, conceding the point. She’d called me Doug to be disrespectful. I called her Dolly because I couldn’t for the life of me remember her name. There was a distinct difference here. Anyhoo, I had a much bigger problem at the moment and I was fairly sure Nolly was at the root of it.

      “Umm… I understand my father is on deck. Do you know why he’s here?”

      “Yep.”

      “Would you like to share?” I asked carefully as I coaxed the bird to my hand.

      “Nope,” the parrot answered, settling herself on my arm and piercing an artery.

      “Do you hate me?” I asked through gritted teeth, wondering if I snapped her neck if she would survive it.

      “Yar Dipshit, gotta feed the fish. Yarr are a mutiny minded platoon splinter. Yar will dance the hempen jig and walk the plank if yar cutlass flappin’ fish stink don’t avast ye,” she squawked.

      “My arse is in danger?” I asked, trying to decipher her babbling. The vicious bird was more fluent in Pirate speak than I was.

      With a swift swat to the back of my head with her wing, I went flying across the cabin. I was a damned Vampire Pirate and I was getting my arse handed to me by a bird. It was a fine thing that my crew wasn’t present.

      “Talk to yer dad,” Bolly squawked, pointing her wing at me.

      “Now?” I questioned, hoping to delay what was most definitely going to be a mortifying heart to heart with my father.

      I had Sea Hags to destroy and a certain Mermaid to dodge. I didn’t have time for family reunions at the moment.

      “NOW!” the feathered menace instructed.

      She didn’t have to ask twice. Quickly waving a hand over my gushing artery, I stemmed the flow of blood and checked myself in the mirror. Damn, if I wasn’t a handsome son of a bitch. I could take on the world today.

      Or at least I could take on my father… maybe…
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      “I’d really like you to call me Pappy,” Poseidon bellowed, uncorking a bottle of my finest rum and dancing around the deck of my ship like he needed to be medicated.

      His Clam Band—whom he always traveled with and were literally six clams with arms and legs—played a teeth grinding medley of banjo tunes and grinned with delight at the bizarre antics of my insane father. Fish were jumping out of the water to catch a glimpse of the God of the Sea and the old man didn’t disappoint. He danced like a loon until he’d worked up a sweat and then doused his body with my fucking rum.

      The man was enormous and terrifying. I’d often considered suggesting he dye his arse length green hair a more appealing color, but his wrath was legendary. I’d long ago decided to keep my fashion tips to myself. While my intellect might be questionable, my memory was excellent. I was still sporting a nasty scar from the time I’d offered up my opinion on his wearing a toga and what amounted to a diaper in the winter. Pappy’s attempts at getting closer over the centuries were becoming more frequent—and more alarming.

      “Okay… Pappy,” I said slowly, savoring the word on my tongue. I liked it. “How about Pappy Poseidon?”

      “How about no?” he shot back and took a healthy swig from the bottle. “I’ve come to apologize for ruining your life and to warn you about your future.”

      “How about we just get wasted and call it a day?” I suggested gamely. Conversation never ended well for us. I usually ended up blowing one of my ships to smithereens in a temper tantrum when my father was about.

      “While that appeals greatly, I have come for a reason. My therapist thinks that honesty is important. I have my doubts, but she is quite attractive with lovely bosoms so I’m going to give it a shot. Sit, boy.”

      I did. I might be a five hundred year old Vampire Pirate, but when Poseidon told you to sit—you sat.

      “Alrighty then,” he said, shrugging out of his rum soaked toga and tossing it overboard to the squealing female fish who followed him everywhere. “Son, I never intended for you to end up an undead bloodsucker of the Seven Seas.”

      My eyes narrowed to slits. We’d been through this one before. I quite enjoyed being a Vampire. I had no idea how I’d become a Vamp, but the perks were fabulous. Yessss, I had to wear sunscreen—SPF 100 for total blockage—due to the burning to a crisp in the sunlight issue, but my regenerative powers were outstanding.

      “Great. Apology accepted,” I said through clenched teeth. “Next?”

      It wasn’t exactly wise to have a go at the God of the Sea, but I was going to do exactly that if the old man kept it up. If he really wanted to be honest he’d tell me who my damned mother was.

      “Let me explain,” he continued with a chuckle. “I lost the Championship Olympian Charades Tournament about four hundred and seventy-two years ago which was utter bullshit considering I’m brilliant with pantomime. Who do you think taught Marcel Marceau all his moves? I’m still certain that bastard Zeus cheated, but that drunken sot Dionysus was judging and I think Zeus bribed him.”

      “Does this have a point?” I asked with an eye roll.

      “Of course it does,” Poseidon bellowed and finished off the rum. “Since I lost, I had to hand over my favorite child to be turned into a Vampire.”

      “Seriously?” I questioned. The Gods were indeed crazy. Not that I was unhappy with the end result, but that was one fucked up game of charades.

      “Yes,” he said sheepishly as my bird Rolly dive bombed him and crapped on his head.

      It was the first nice thing the airborne shit monster had ever done for me. I grinned and gave the bird a thumbs up. However, since she was such an evil piece of work, she took a flying dump on me as well.

      “Of course, I didn’t really think it all through. And as your mother—the greatest love of my life—was out shopping, I just grabbed you from the top of the pile and let them turn you,” he finished and then popped open another bottle of rum.

      “Interesting,” I said, taking the bottle from his hand and downing half the contents. It was very difficult to tie one on for a Vampire, but a bit of liquid courage at the moment was necessary. “And my mother’s name?”

      “All in good time, son,” Poseidon assured me as he signaled to his Clam Band. They began strumming a horrifying banjo medley of Phil Collins’ greatest hits. “Just know that your mother has been watching your every move for quite some time now.”

      “That sounds rather frightening,” I choked out, glancing around for someone who could pass as my mother. I certainly hoped it wasn’t one of the clams.

      “Trust me, boy,” Poseidon affirmed. “It scares the hell out of me too. The crazy harpy tries to castrate me every chance she gets. But the woman loves you something fierce. She cut a bizarre deal with Apollo to get permission to guard over you.”

      “Why does the woman not show her face?” I demanded.

      Pappy Poseidon shrugged his wide shoulders and sighed. “That I don’t know. However, you will know her when you meet her.”

      “How?”

      “She’s rather violent and has the mouth of a sailor,” he replied with a shudder. “Now on to the rest of the reason I’m here—besides the fact that you have outstanding rum. You need to beware the Kraken. The multi-legged menace is after my successor.”

      “So why are you warning me?” I demanded. I really didn’t have time for this shit. I needed to get the mission done while keeping my pecker intact. This would get the Gnomes off my arse and then I could make a looting schedule for the summer. I was very busy.

      “Are ya daft, boy?” Pappy shouted, slapping himself on the forehead and groaning. “You. You’re my successor—not that I’m going to retire anytime soon in the next millennia, but all Gods have heirs.”

      “An heir and a spare?” I questioned, hoping one of the other nine hundred and twenty of my siblings might be ahead of me.

      “You are my favorite, Pirate Doug,” Poseidon replied. “You will take my place. However, you need to get your shit together and become the god-in-training I know you can be.”

      “Could you be a bit more specific?” I inquired. If having arse length green hair was part of the job description I was going to pass.

      Poseidon looked to the sky and shook his enormous head. “You need to settle down with a nice immortal gal and quit your pilfering.”

      My eyes narrowed and my fingers began to spit menacing sparks. “I’m quite good at pilfering and I enjoy it.”

      “Yes well, you also have as many bounties on your head as you have brothers and sisters,” Pappy pointed out with a raised brow.

      “Your point?”

      “My point is that you will keep your eyes open for the Kraken. That giant ugly squid bastard is a deadly foe. I haven’t groomed you for nearly five hundred years to have you end up being lunch for that Titan son of a bitch. You feel me?”

      “I do,” I replied, warming to the idea of eventually taking over for the old man. Looting the other Gods was wildly appealing. “I shall be on watch for the Smacken.”

      “Kraken,” Pappy said.

      “Right. Kraken. Anything else?” I inquired.

      “Yes. The one you are meant for hates your scoundrel guts. You shall need to prove your worth to her and her kind. This is important, boy. The Gods have decided the time has come for you to settle your randy ass down. Of course, the simpletons also thought it was a fine plan to turn you into a Vampire, but that’s neither here nor there at the moment.”

      “That’s a little vague.” I wasn’t quite sure if I could get away with avoiding the command. I was outstanding at shirking responsibility… and looting… and fornicating.

      “Yep, I’m good like that. Besides that’s all I know. Who exactly have you been seeing as of late?” Pappy asked.

      “Define seeing,” I said.

      “Manwhore,” my unwanted sidekick squawked and crossed her scraggly wings over her puffed up chest in disgust.

      “Interesting,” Pappy said with a wide grin. “Well, I’d suggest you make a list of the women who despise you and then work your way down until you find your mate.”

      “That could take a while,” I explained.

      “A long, long, long, long, long, long…” the obnoxious bird chirped with a parrot cackle.

      “Enough, Jolly,” I shouted. “The ladies love me! I’m Pirate Doug. My trouser snake is legendary and my staying power is unrivaled. I shall be able to figure this new conundrum out. I’m not stellar at math, but Upton has a calculator and says he knows how to use it.”

      “Dipshit,” the parrot sang as she lit up like a deranged firework and bit a chunk of hair from my head. “Prove it.”

      My Pappy was smart enough to run for cover and his Clam Band dove back into the ocean, banjos and all. Of course, my idiot crew was still nowhere to be seen. I just hoped the arses had found the cracker douchebucket. Dolly was on a rampage.

      “I shall prove it,” I swore as I dove under a pile of ropes and hid from the bird. “You just wait, you hateful bag of feathers. I shall find my mate.”
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      “They left,” Misty said, letting her head drop forward in defeat. “I tried to get them to stay on—even offered them a free week at the lodge—but no go.”

      I sighed as I tried to balance our books. Motherhumpin’ chicken of the sea, we were barely making it before the Sea Hags had terrorized our island. Now we were about to lose our shirts—not that we wore shirts. Bikini tops were more to our liking. Our hair and our eyes were set from birth. My color was lavender, Ariel’s was blue, Misty’s was emerald green and Madison’s was pink. Each Mermaid’s hair and eyes were unique to them and no two were alike. However, the color of our tails changed with our moods and our fashion choices. I always matched my tail—or when in human form, my sarong skirt— to my bikini top.

      “All the humans are gone?” I asked.

      “Every last one.”

      “That’s probably better,” I said with a wide smile that I hoped didn’t look like a pained grimace. I was trying my damnedest to be positive. “As soon as our mystery backup arrives, we can destroy the Hags and then business will pick up. We’ll be saving money if we don’t have to ship in human food for a little while and I’ll temporarily suspend everyone’s salary—not that anyone has actually gotten paid in a year or two.”

      “Or three,” Misty said with a grin.

      “Or four,” I corrected her with a giggle.

      “Don’t worry,” Misty said, putting her arms around me and hugging me tight. “We’ll be fine. If not, we can go back to Vegas and work in the Cirque Du Soleil water show again. That was fun and I got laid regularly.”

      “You’re right. We’re Mermaids. Our kind has survived for thousands of years. We will not let a little setback get us down like no money, or a war with the Sea Hags, or a shittily located island or dire lack of beddable men. Of course, dying would suck.”

      “Speak for yourself,” Misty said with a raised brow.

      “You don’t think dying would suck?” I questioned, confused.

      “Oh, that would definitely suck. However, you’re the only one lacking in the beddable men department. When was the last time you did the nasty?” Misty inquired.

      “It was… umm… it must have been…”

      “Dudette,” Misty said with a laugh. “Suffice it to say it’s been far too long since someone caught your eye and warmed your bed.”

      I was silent because she was correct. Mermaids were the sirens of the sea. It was our calling to lure men in and indulge in hedonistic pleasure. In the olden days before my time—thank Poseidon—our kind used to ingest their paramours after seducing them. Now we were just normal gals with tails, very long lives—and healthy libidos.

      And I had definitely been ignoring mine.

      I just hadn’t found myself attracted to anyone in eons. However, it was time to change that sad fact. Maybe our saviors would be attractive. I could see myself with a hot Selkie or even a Werewolf as long as he wasn’t too hairy. Our luck was changing. I could feel it in my fins.

      Today was the day I started living again.
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        * * *

      

      “They’re coming,” Ariel shouted as the Mermaids squealed and assembled on the beach.

      Our pod was small—only fifteen—but with all the homeless Mermaids in the Bermuda Triangle shacking up with us at the moment our number had reached about a hundred. It was getting increasingly difficult to house all of the displaced gals, but thankfully many enjoyed slumbering in the pool. At least fifty slept in the Olympic sized pool at night and about fifteen caught their Z’s in the hot tub. It wasn’t the best situation, but we were making do.

      “Ohhhh,” a Mermaid with bright orange hair from a neighboring island cooed, shuddering with delight and adjusting her bikini top so her breasts were literally popping out of it. “Men on a ship!”

      As if on cue, about eighty of the horny idiots dropped their tops and began jumping up and down. I was surprised a few didn’t knock themselves out with the size of their assets.

      Rolling my eyes and looking up to the Heavens, I reminded myself that it would be bad form to annihilate my species just because the vast majority were loose in the morals department. I had my hands full at the moment. There was no way in Poseidon’s Seven Seas I could teach my kind to behave in a ladylike manner in five minutes.

      “Nope,” I shouted and shot a warning blast of purple magic into the air. “These men are not here for our pleasure or theirs. They are here to help us fight off the Sea Hags. If anyone so much as flashes a tit at them, I will put you in the Under Water Pokey. Am I clear?”

      Nodding unhappily, the masses covered up their goodies and pouted. It was difficult leading hordes of horny women, but I wasn’t bullshitting them. I’d incarcerate any randy swimming hooker who derailed my plans to save the island. Sadly, most of the Mermaids on the beach were worthless in the fighting department. It was why the Hags had been successful at taking over their islands. We were created by Poseidon for pleasure—not war. However, some of us had evolved with necessity and the Mermaids of the Mystical Isle Pod had definitely rolled with the tide.

      “What the ever-lovin’ tuna?” Ariel muttered, squinting out at the slowly approaching ship. “Is that a Pirate ship?”

      “Looks like it,” Madison said with a shit-eating grin. “And that flag looks vaguely familiar. Don’t ya think so, Tallulah?”

      I froze and glared at the ship out on the horizon. This could not be happening. Of all the freakin’ deadly immortals that could have been sent to help, it had to be him? Did the nimrod have a death wish? Was he unaware of whom he’d agreed to aid? Was he simply an idiot?

      I quickly pushed away the ridiculous zing of pleasure that sizzled through me at the thought of seeing the sticky-fingered imbecile again and instead focused on dismembering the son of a bitch. Fool me once, shame on me. Fool me twice, lose your joystick.

      “Mother of Pearl in a jock strap,” I hissed, doing a few jumping jacks to get limbered up. “Sorry, but I’m gonna have to kill the backup. Maybe if we teach the hookers on the beach to fight, we can take the Sea Hags without help.”

      “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Misty said with wide eyes and a grunt of laughter. “How about we let Pirate Slug and his crew of dummies help us defeat the Hags and then we off them? Not sure there’s enough time in the near future to train an army of gals who would rather be painting their nails than fighting.”

      “Point,” I agreed as the blood pumped through my veins and my adrenaline spiked. “Can I deck him though?”

      “Absolutely,” Ariel said. “We’ll help.”

      “No,” I said as my lavender locks began to blow around my head and my magic drew close to the surface. “He’s all mine.”

      Pirate Doug was about to rue the day he’d been born.

      “Wait, what the hell is happening out there?” I asked as the sea whipped up into a violent storm and tossed the ship full of idiots around like rag dolls.

      “Did you cause a hurricane?” Misty asked, watching in shock as enormous waves almost capsized the ship.

      “Nope, not that I wouldn’t like to, but we’re kind of screwed at the moment. I was going with the plan to kill them after they help us,” I said, wondering what to do.

      “Do you think it’s the Sea Hags?” Madison asked.

      “Doubtful. Those stinky buttcracks don’t have that much power,” I replied.

      “What kind of creature can cause that kind of damage?” Ariel inquired.

      “Well, umm… Pirates can,” I said with an eye roll and a shake of my head.

      “Are they that stupid? I mean, they’re about a mile offshore. Did they think that forcing us to save their asses would be impressive?” Misty asked as she winced at the violent show we were observing.

      “We’re not going anywhere,” I lied through my teeth. “If those idiots can’t sail a ship, they sure as hell can’t fight off Sea Hags.”

      My sisters just stared at me and I let my chin fall to my chest.

      “Fine,” I conceded. “If the ship goes down we can drag them in. But no one touches Pirate Doug but me. Clear?”

      “Roger that,” Misty said with a wink. “Pirate Doug is all yours.”
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      “Fucking Kraken,” I bellowed as I waved my hands in the air and summoned a hurricane.

      The multi-legged bastard had been chasing us for three hundred nautical miles and the ship was bearing the brunt of the maniac’s wrath. I knew we would have a chilly reception from the Mermaids, but bringing a man-eating Kraken to their shores would not bode well for anyone’s peckers at all.

      “Solly, make yourself useful. Crap on the arsehole’s head,” I commanded.

      The damned bird perked up and laid a few outstanding turds on Bonar’s bald head.

      “Not that arsehole,” I shouted above the wind of the storm I’d created to blow the Kraken back out to sea. “The arsehole in the water that’s trying to sink the damned frigate.”

      With a disrespectful wiggle of her tail feathers, Dolly called me a few unmentionable names and shot straight up into the air like a bullet from a pistol. The scraggly shitter paused only momentarily about two hundred feet in the air and then flew straight at the Kraken. As she barreled down toward the beast her beak grew in size. It was fabulously nightmare inducing. The damned beak looked like an oddly shaped, orange, twenty-foot long dagger.

      “Yarr a green gilled, cutlass flapping, soaked shitbucket,” Jolly screeched as she jammed her massive beak right between the beast’s eyes.

      The Kraken screamed like a girl and tried to knock my bird off his warty, slimy, puke green body, but Wally wasn’t having it. She added her claws to the mix and sent an electrical shock through the monster that turned his blubbery green skin a solid, ashy white. It looked like an enormous albino octopus.

      Tolly pulled her beak out and with a quick and impressive crap on the Kraken’s head, flew back to the ship. With one last roar, the Kraken sank under the waves and swam back out to sea.

      My men and I were shocked to a horrified yet wildly impressed silence as Golly landed on the poop deck and flipped us off. Thankfully her beak was back to normal size. I was beginning to doubt that my bird was a bird at all, but I had no time to ponder that conundrum. Thinking was draining and I needed my energy to conjure up some pecker protectors. I’d mull over Zolly’s quirks later—or never. It was quite possible that I didn’t want to solve the secret of Colly. Something in my gut told me it would not bode well.

      “Upton, get yer arse to the crow’s nest and tell me what you see,” I instructed as I snapped my fingers and abruptly ended the hurricane.

      “Crayons with boobs, Captain,” he shouted down at us with a grin on his face.

      “Sexist pig humper,” Molly squawked and flew out ahead of the ship towards the island.

      Her parting gift was a turd atop each of our heads. We were definitely going to have to take a dip before we hit shore or we’d smell like bird droppings.

      “Explain yourself, man,” I demanded, squinting my eyes at the island in the distance and trying to make out what the idiot saw. Had we gone off course and aimed for the wrong island? I was an excellent navigator, but the Kraken had demanded all my attention. We could have easily taken a wrong turn somewhere along the way.

      “About a hundred Mermaids. All different colors. Looks like an ocean of crayons with tremendous knockers.”

      “Aye.” I nodded in understanding. “Do you see one with lavender hair and a rack that could make a grown man weep?”

      “Front and center,” Upton replied with a shudder. “Looks kinda mean—and kinda familiar.”

      Thornycraft raised his hand politely and waited to be called on.

      “Yes?”

      “Is thar a reason yarr going to an island where I’m fairly sure the mutiny minded She-Devils inhabiting it want to put us in Davy Jones’ locker?”

      “Fine question, mate,” I replied, realizing I’d completely forgotten to get my crew up to speed on the dangerous mission we were about to embark on. Between my Pappy’s visit,  thoughts of a certain sexy Mermaid I’d wronged taking revenge on my nads, and Rolly being on a turd dropping rampage, I’d been a bit scattered. “I cut a fine deal to get the Gnomes off my arse. However, it involves saving the testicle-bashing Mermaids from the Sea Hags.”

      “Can we loot ‘em?” Bonar inquired, very logically.

      “Only the Hags,” I explained. “But I’m warning ya now, keep your nuts out of range of the colorful swimming hookers. It takes months to regrow a tallywhacker.”

      My men nodded solemnly and placed their hands over their jewels.

      “Just follow my lead and we’ll be out of here in a jiffy,” I promised.

      “Correct me if I’m wrong,” Upton said with a smirk. “But me thinks there might be a swimming hooker on that thar isle that hates yer guts.”

      “Your point?” I asked with an eye roll. There was no way in Poseidon’s Seas I was going to let on that I was looking forward to seeing the half-woman, half-fish that I’d never been able to forget.

      “Overheard yer Pappy tell you that yer true mate hates yer guts,” Upton offered up with a raised brow.

      An unfamiliar burst of elation burst consumed me, but then fear for my manhood outweighed it by a ten ton whale. “Fate couldn’t be such an arse to barnacle me to a woman who would just as soon tear my schlong off and throw it to the sharks as warm my bed,” I blustered.

      My brain told me this was a bad thing, but my roger grew quite jolly at the thought of Tallulah.

      “But wait,” Thornycraft said, scratching his head with the hand that had fingers on it. “Didn’t ye pilfer all the gold coins from this particular man-eating pod?”

      “I might have,” I muttered, examining my nails nonchalantly. “Can’t quite recall.”

      “Yar did,” Bonar said with a laugh. “Yar got some booty and then took off with some booty.”

      The idiots thought that was hilarious. At the time, it had seemed quite logical. Now? Not so much.

      “Enough,” I growled. “Tallulah probably doesn’t even remember that I absconded with their treasure. Certainly a hundred years is enough time to forgive a little boo-boo.”

      “If yar says so,” Thornycraft said with a barely suppressed chuckle as he tossed me his spyglass. “But the She-Devil don’t look like she forgot.”

      Peeking through the lens, my breath caught in my throat.

      Tallulah of the Mystical Isle Pod was the most tremendous specimen of a female that the Gods had ever created. Her full, pouty lips were made to be kissed and her body was made for lovin’. My fingers itched to bury themselves in her long lavender locks almost as much as my trouser snake longed to be buried in her luscious body.

      The Mermaid’s sun kissed skin glistened and her eyes…

      Well, they were narrowed to slits of rage. My crew was correct. Clearly, the swimming sexpot had a sharp memory. What in the sea-loving hell had I been thinking to leave such a delicious, pissed off wench behind? Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing she hated my guts.

      Maybe.
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