
  
    
      RESCUED BY MERMAIDS

      A FF MONSTERFUCKER EROTICA

      
        THE CRYPTIDS OF AMERICA

      

    

    
      
        KATRYNA LALOCK

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Desert Dingo Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Katryna Lalock

      All rights reserved.

      This book was not written using AI. No part of this book may be used to train AI.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also By Katryna Lalock (ebook)

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      “ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?!” I screamed into the empty air. It was all open space, just water, no land or boats in sight.

      As much as I would like to blame the guys at work, this was all my fault. I let their taunting get to my head and my Too Much gene kicked in. It started innocently enough, as most shitty work interactions do. We were headed for a conference in some part of Florida (I had no idea where; Florida was a wasteland as far as I knew.). We were a group of heads of departments as well as a few underlings. Honestly, it was just an excuse for most of them to get away from their kids and cheat on their wives. I’d heard these conferences were more like parties than actual places to learn.

      I went because I was new to the company and I actually did want to learn a little bit and network. The company I’d joined wasn’t what I wanted out of life; it was more of a stepping stone. I was hoping that this networking event would give me the means to go literally anywhere else. I hated the frat bro culture most of all. It was a man’s world and I had the distinct impression that I was hired to fit some diversity requirement. Diversity to them being a white woman.

      So, I went to this conference in tropical ass, humid as hell Florida. I went to the meetings and met people and networked and generally avoided my crew. I lasted a whole two days before the guys at work started in on The Race.

      Apparently, at the end of the conference, there was a race. It was unsanctioned and involved a ton of alcohol. Each company put together a relay team of four rowers that would row around some inlet off the beaten path. It was a private beach owned by some mega-millionaire in the area, someplace everyone could get absolutely shit-faced and navigate boats with no risks of being caught or arrested for a DUI.

      I found out about it tangentially, while they were talking about it at breakfast on the second to last morning. They were all obviously hung over, wearing thick sunglasses and struggling to keep down their waters. I was sitting at our table enjoying my own breakfast while reading a book when they plopped down around me one at a time, staring bleakly at the burnt toast on their plate. They immediately started to talk about the race and who they’d recruit this year.

      “Hannah,” said Ted, one of the HR reps. I tried to pretend like I hadn’t been eavesdropping. This was the first I’d heard of any sort of race and my interest was piqued.

      I didn’t see it on the agenda. It must have been invite-only, I reasoned. “Hmm?” I asked, swallowing the last piece of my bacon.

      “Nah,” said Mike from accounting. “I don’t think she’d be interested.” He said it with a cursory look up and down my body. Ah, the age-old ‘fat girl can’t do sports.’ I picked up another piece of bacon despite not actually being hungry anymore. It was a matter of principle at this point.

      “Interested in what?” I asked with the same air of indifference. The guys exchanged glances, one of them openly glaring at Ted.

      “It’s a boat race,” said Ted. “A rowing competition, actually. It’s between all the companies, very competitive.” The others around the table murmured their agreement.

      “Nothing you’d be interested in,” said another. He was one of the faceless guys from…sales? I didn’t remember, they all kinda looked the same.

      “Why wouldn’t I be interested?” I asked innocently. I wanted to see if any of them had the balls to say what they were really thinking. It was no surprise to me when they exchanged glances again.

      “It’s just…” sales boy continued, steepling his fingers. “It’s very…strenuous. It involves a lot of skill, too. I just don’t see you being particularly interested. It’s why we never mentioned it before today.”

      The truth is I was interested. I’d never rowed a day in my life, I wasn’t a particularly strong swimmer, and the idea of competing alongside any of these chucklefucks made me want to throw myself off a cliff. Despite this, I could feel my common sense slipping away. The need to prove myself as a worthy member of their group was burning me up inside. Before I could stop them, the words poured out of my mouth; “I was captain of my undergrad crew team,” I lied. I have no idea why I said it. It was an outright lie. It’s not like I wasn’t an athlete, I was just more of a runner to be honest. I’d done my share of 5k races and half marathons. Nothing about the open water appealed to me.

      “You’re kidding,” said Mike. His tone implied that he truly didn’t believe me. “Didn’t you go to Arizona State University?” asked the sales fucker.

      “There’s a big canal system,” I said. There was, but they weren’t the type you’d row down. “And Tempe Town Lake,” I added. “Very popular place for rowing. We also had the Salt River. Honestly, it’s like you guys don’t know anything about competitive crew.” I popped another piece of bacon in my mouth and turned back to my book.

      I watched them from the corner of my eye as they chatted under their breath. I caught bits and pieces here and there— “We can’t let MegaCorp beat us again,” and “Every year they taunt us relentlessly…”

      At last, they made a decision and elected Mike to deliver it. “We’ll have a little test run tomorrow morning. You know, to make sure you’re up to snuff.”

      Like the dumbass I was, I was elated. I skipped the afternoon meetings to head a few miles down the shoreline to a kayak rental place. It was harder than I realized, and YouTube was only so useful. I rowed and rowed and…I must have hit a riptide or current or something like that because all of a sudden, I couldn’t control my kayak. It was too strong and my sad little kayak was floating further and further away from the shoreline. I watched it disappear and, no matter how hard I rowed, I couldn’t make up the distance.

      So I tried to row a different way, seeing if I could get myself out of the current before turning to head back to shore. I turned and fought and eventually was free of it. I sighed in relief, sweating like a fucking pig in the process. The humidity was bad enough without the exertion of rowing. I may have run my share of races but those didn’t really require upper body strength. I was exhausted and could only tread water for a while before I realized I was absolutely lost with no idea of where the shore was.

      The panic at that realization was instant. I felt the tell-tale signs of an anxiety attack starting at my toes, tingling its way along my arms. My chest was heavy, I was short of breath and I was convinced that, if I didn’t tell myself to breathe, I would stop and drop dead there. All the tactics my therapist gave me to work through these attacks flew out of my mind. It was replaced by the headline, ‘Tourist Lost at Sea Trying to Prove Herself Like an Idiot to her Coworkers.’

      It felt like hours before I finally calmed down enough to try to devise a plan. That was my strength, wasn’t it? I was a problem solver, that’s why I’d been hired by the company. I fixed things. I could fix this. The sun rises in the east and sets in the west… Where was the sun now?

      Directly overhead. Shit.

      Okay, so I could just wait a little bit for the sun to start to set then I could follow its trajectory. I was pretty sure I was on the east side of Florida, so I just needed to head west. It occurred to me then that the sun didn’t set exactly west, it depended on the time of the year. That’s why at Cichchen-Itza the sun only made that cool snake shadow twice a year on the solstices. Would it be setting west enough for me to find my way back to shore?

      Shit, shit, shit.

      This was my fault. If I didn’t lie, if I didn’t want so deeply to be liked by coworkers I didn’t even care about, I would be at the conference sitting cozy, networking with a company that might actually take me seriously. I could blame the guys for treating me like shit and making me go to extremes to fit in, but at the end of the day, the only person I had to blame was myself.

      So I stood up in the swaying kayak and screamed into the void, “ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?”

      The ocean didn’t respond.
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      The sun started to set and I followed the path.

      What else could I do? I took a deep breath and put the rowers into the water, aware of how much heavier they felt than they did just a few hours ago. I gave a few quick strokes before I had to slow my pace. Follow the sun, follow the sun, follow the sun…

      The sun set and I still didn’t see shore. There was no way I was that far away. The rip tide couldn’t have carried me so far away that I couldn’t make it back within thirty, forty minutes tops. Plus…I didn’t even see the shore. It wasn’t like it was getting farther and farther away, it’s that it just wasn’t there. Night settled and the full moon shone over the waters, making the stars reflect along the surface. It was beautiful but I didn’t give two shits. The rising panic I’d felt all day was at an ultimate head right now. I felt strung out, frayed at the edges, like pieces
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