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Bridgett Nelson
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When they look at the sea, I often wonder if people think about all the bits and pieces of rotted flesh floating around in it. And I don’t just mean that of the sea life.

No.

The ocean is nothing more than a big, swirling vat of salty, human DNA stew. And let’s face it, most people whose remains end up in the water didn’t go peacefully. Well, except maybe those who were cremated and requested their ashes become part of Earth’s hydrologic cycle. For a not insignificant percentage, though, these folks were diced up, stored in thick, black garbage bags, and dropped from boats wearing monikers like Slice of Life or Bloody Vengeance.

I gazed at the “pristine” aqua waters from the deck of my own boat, Seaduction, and chuckled. I’d scared away more than one boyfriend, and most of my family, with the macabre nature of my thoughts. 

“How much longer?” I called to my pilot and assistant, as I ventured toward my private quarters.

“An hour, give or take a few minutes,” Ron responded from the doorway of the wheelhouse. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

If you only knew. An excited tingle ran down my spine.

“Don’t ask stupid questions, Ronnie.”

“Look, Crystal, I know this is your dream, and I support you. But I can’t help but feel I’m steering this craft to your watery grave.”

“Charming.”

“Well, it’s the goddamn truth! This is insane!”

“Maybe it is, but I’ve been working most of my life for this, and I won’t have it ruined by your nonsense. I didn’t suddenly drop a ‘holy shit’ bomb on you. You’ve known my plans for years, so don’t go getting cold feet now!” I slammed my cabin door behind me—conversation OVER.

Who the hell does he think he is?

I sat on my bed, my body stiff with anger, tired of people who thought they could run my life better than I could. I stared at my posters, did some deep breathing, and eventually felt my equilibrium return.

The posters.

Each carefully chosen.

Carefully chosen to sexually arouse me.

I ran my hand along the slick surface of one and felt a promising tingle between my thighs. Tucking my hand into my shorts, I ran my middle finger over my swollen clit. I was ready. Slick moisture coated my hairless pussy lips.

Not yet.

I reluctantly removed my hand from my shorts and licked my finger clean. I loved the way I tasted. Sighing contentedly, I sprawled across the small bed and gave the posters on the ceiling their moment in the spotlight.

Sweet God, I thought, my mouth twisting into an excited smirk. I can’t wait to get into the fucking water.

***
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Almost exactly one hour later, we arrived at my very specific destination. Near the Guadalupe Islands, it was known as the “Everest of Shark Diving.” Years ago, I’d tagged a magnificent great white and had been tracking him ever since. I’d secretly named him Bert, and I’d followed him as he’d migrated to the warm waters of the eastern Caribbean.

As I pulled on my customized dive suit, Ron knocked on the door.

“Not decent!” I yelled, hoping he’d go away.

“Let me prep the cage, Crystal.” He spoke plaintively to me through the wooden door. “This is nuts!”

I pulled open the door. He suddenly seemed like a stranger—his face flushed, and his pupils dilated. A giant wave of anxiety rolled off him like a tsunami.

“Ron, listen. This is a free dive. You’ve known that from the very beginning. I’ve studied sharks my entire life. I know how to read their behaviors, and I know when to get the hell out of dodge.” I glared at him, my patience long gone. “This particular great white has been on my radar for years. He’s an old friend. I’ll be fine.”

Pushing past Ron, I made my way to the boat’s stern, where the diving platform was located. I did my safety checks on the scaffold, the warm ocean water playfully lapping at my feet. Satisfied that everything was as it should be, including the customizations to my dive suit, I prepared to enter the water.

“What the fuck?” Ron asked. “I’ve never seen you wear anything like that before. That’s some damn weird shit.”

“I’m testing a theory, is all. Now back off, and let me do my job.”

I leapt off the platform, feet first, and felt the Caribbean water caress my body. Looking downward into the aqua abyss, I smiled.

It was time.
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Ron paced the deck of the Seaduction, full of nervous energy. Crystal wasn’t telling him something. She had been secretive and evasive, which was unlike her. He couldn’t shake the feeling this dive was going to be disastrous.

Maybe there’s a clue in her cabin...

He knew he shouldn’t. Entering Crystal’s sleeping quarters was a huge invasion of privacy that would likely end their friendship, and cost him a job, if she found out. But if she was doing something dangerous, he needed to know. Pulling the master key from the pocket of his cargo shorts, he went to the door, unlocked it, stepped inside...

...and gaped in horror.

Every square inch of wall and ceiling space was covered in shark posters—many of them images of the predators violently copulating.

Lying on the bed, still wet with vaginal juices, was a large flesh-colored dildo. On the device’s head, an image of a gaping shark’s maw had been drawn with multi-colored markers, the teeth sharp and deadly.

“Goddamn,” Ron muttered, wiping a palm across his suddenly sweaty brow. “What the ever-lovin’ Christ, Crystal?”
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I removed my phone from the mesh bag attached to a loop on my diving suit and opened Bert’s tracking app.

He was 500 feet away and closing the gap quickly. I couldn’t see him, yet I wondered if he was attracted to my scent. I knew male sharks could find ovulating female sharks with only their sense of smell, but did that apply to male sharks and human females too? I’d made sure this trip was scheduled on the perfect day in my cycle.

I returned my phone to the mesh bag and began fiddling with the custom-made additions to my diving suit which had startled Ron. After wrapping and securing the straps around each of my shoulders, I pulled a cord which extended my ‘pectoral fins’ to their outright positions. They were made of neoprene-covered rubber and should serve their purpose perfectly.

Bert’s outline appeared in the shadowy depths. Within seconds, his toothy grin was visible. Keeping his distance, he slowly circled.

Contrary to popular thought, I knew Bert was not evaluating me as a potential food source. He was simply curious. I remained still in the water, letting him venture closer and closer. My body responded to his muscular physique and aggressive nature, readying itself for what I hoped was an inevitable encounter.

When he was near enough, I gently grasped his pectoral fin and swam by his side. He seemed undisturbed by the move, so I stayed where I was, allowing him to acclimate to the feel of my body against his.

My titillated body.

I gave myself five minutes of close, personal contact with Bert, enjoying the sandpapery feel of his skin as we glided through the briny seawater together. Unfortunately, there was only so much oxygen in my dive tank, so I’d been forced to plan this meeting carefully.

My time was now.

I released the snaps of my beavertail dive suit, causing the crotch flap to float out behind me, and exposing my cunt to the elements. Reaching into my mesh bag, I grabbed a bottle of female shark pheromones and emptied it into the water.

Bert immediately reacted, opening and closing his mouth spasmodically, while frantically swiveling his head left, then right.

The finger I pushed into my slit verified just how ready my body was. My fluid was silky and viscous... a stark contrast to the salty sea surrounding me. Positioning myself over one of Bert’s claspers, I rubbed my pelvis against him, increasing my excitement—and his. He responded by curling his body into an arch and biting at my fake pectoral fin. 

Yes! It’s working!

I was concerned I’d be too small or too foreign, and his interest would be lacking. I silently thanked Ka’ahupahau, the Hawaiian goddess of sharks, that my Bert was a randy fellow. Spreading my thighs and wrapping my arms around Bert’s trunk, I felt the tip of a clasper at my labia.

This is it! The moment I’ve been waiting for my entire life!

I ever-so-slowly slid myself onto Bert’s sixteen-inch length, savoring the feel of his smooth, calcified appendage. Although I knew I couldn’t take the entire thing, I’d been practicing with my dildos and could easily accommodate nine inches.

The feel of the massive shark cock inside my feminine folds was delicious. My clit swelled with blood, my nipples hardened, and my pussy clenched and throbbed against his immense organ. I had probably six inches of the white clasper inside me, but needed much, much more.

Using my grip on his torso as leverage, I moved my body up and down his stout dick. As my pussy took in more and more of him, I erupted in an intense, mind-blowing orgasm. When my body finished convulsing, I knew I was just getting started. I wanted more. So much more.

The wetter I became, the more of Bert I could take inside me, yet my rapid, ragged breaths were causing me to use way more oxygen than I’d anticipated. I needed to make my remaining time count. Sliding myself up his massive shaft, I disengaged our bodies. The immediate lack of fullness in my pelvis made me feel empty, but I had a plan. Pushing his clasper back, away from his body, I wiggled around until a few inches penetrated my anus.

Oh, fuck yeah!

Had anything ever felt this good? This hole was much drier and wasn’t as accommodating to his mammoth size. But the friction!

Men—human men—never satisfied me.

This was extraordinary... like the first time I’d realized how sensational rubbing against a pillow felt when I was just seven. I’d never been as happy as I was right now. This is what I was meant to do. Bouncing my ass up and down on the clasper, my clit rubbed against the shark’s coarse skin causing my body to repeatedly shudder as multiple orgasms ripped through me.

Bert, perhaps detecting the pheromones my body was emitting, repositioned his grip on my temporary pectoral fin, biting harder and more firmly establishing our union.

I smiled, intuitively knowing he was enjoying me as much as I was enjoying him.

Seconds later, my smile quickly turned into an open-mouthed scream as Bert’s body arched and twisted against me, thrusting his clasper much deeper.

Too deep.

Too far.

I felt it tear through my guts and viscera, punching through my abdominal wall at liver-level.

The pain was indescribable. So was my disbelief. Bert, panicked, thrashed and bucked wildly, further eviscerating me.

As gouts of blood poured from my ass, my abdomen, and my mouth—and consciousness began fading—I saw a huge female great white swimming toward us, her mouth open in a predatory grin, drawn by the tantalizing scent of coppery blood.

I’d gone from shark mistress to shark feast.

This isn’t fucking fai...

***
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The hydraulic system kicked on, lowering Ron and the cage into the temperate southern water. As he descended, he looked for Crystal, his anxiety growing. She wouldn’t have strayed far from the boat—hadn’t had the oxygen for an extended dive. Yet he’d seen the blood cloud rise to the surface; had watched the aqua water turn deep claret and ripple from an apparent large-predator feeding frenzy. Ron knew the chance of finding Crystal alive wasn’t likely, but knew he needed to try.

Thirty feet down, about fifteen feet from the sandy bottom, he finally saw her.

Well, the little that was left.

Her severed head sat on the ocean floor, eyes staring vacantly through her cracked and foggy facemask. Jagged pieces of bloody skin surrounded her neck-stump like the petals of a sunflower. Her mouth opened in a rictus smile, the regulator shoved into the deflated remains of her throat. A reddish-brown blob, which Ron suspected was Crystal’s liver, was impaled on a single, massive shark clasper. The chimeric monstrosity undulated in the gentle currents of the sea a few feet from the head.

What the fuck happened down here?

Overcome, Ron kicked the cage in anger and frustration. He was goddamned pissed at Crystal for being a stubborn dumbass and frustrated that she’d refused to listen.

But still... the poor girl.

She’d just wanted to have some fun, maybe fuck a shark or two. Who was he to judge? Instead, she’d become part of that damn oceanic DNA stew she was always blathering about. Ron exhaled, a long sigh escaping his lungs, as a grim smile played upon his lips.

Bon appétit.
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SEA COW
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Lucas Milliron

––––––––
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Kyle looked like the heavy metal band Five Finger Death Punch gang raped Jimmy Buffet. His body was tatted up like a can of sugar free Monster Energy Drink, and his face could have broken daylight with his crackhead, toothy smile. Kyle’s long blond dreadlocks were a mop dragged across the ocean floor. Bits of shells, sea glass beads, and driftwood clicked as his locks fluttered in the breeze. With his prospects of Olympic Gold in freestyle swimming, and a dick the size of a tall Red Bull can, women came in droves to be impaled on his rod.

Dead fish and iguanas floated on the water’s surface, slick with green algae. The pungent aroma of nitrates from the sugar farms upstream left a metallic odor that tickled the throat and tongue. It reminded Kyle of pussy right before a period. That sweat, unctuous odor was an everglades aphrodisiac. Salt life and sunshine, and everything was fine.

Rosalie, Kyles Miami girlfriend, was standing next to him in his rotted-out boat, a ‘93 Mariah Talari MX named, Shit Box. Rosalie’s skin was soft as toffy ice cream. Kyle itched for a lick as he watched a bead of sweat race between her apple sized breasts. Rosalie’s juicy thighs and fat ass swayed to the rhythm of the boat as it rocked in the gentle waves.

Cans of Swamp Ape IPA and White Claw clanked across their feet. Rosalie cringed as stale beer spilled across her white painted toenails. The Florida flag tattoo on the side of Kyle’s neck fluttered while he flexed, sucking on his vape rig. Plumes of sickly sweat THC and cotton candy smoke billowed out of his mouth.

“What the fuck we doin’?” Rosalie yelled. In all her eighteen years, she’d never been so pissed off. “I fucking hate fishing! It’s hot, I’m sweaty, and I hate seafood!”

“Get psyched!” Kyle gave her the shaka before burying his hand in the bait bucket. “Shrimp on the line!”

He pulled out a large shrimp the size of his palm and hooked its tail.

“Why’s it alive!?!?” Rosalie screamed.

“So the fish have something tasty, bro!” he smiled before baiting her hook.

“Eeew!” Rosalie cringed as the shrimp curled its body and snapped its tiny claws. “Why does it have so many legs!?”

Kyle cast out his line a couple yards. Rosalie flicked her rod and spiked her bait against the side of the boat. It plopped into the water, sinking to the bottom.

“This is bullshit!” she said, reeling in her line.

Before the bait breached the surface, something bit the line.

“What the fuck do I do!?” Rosalie regarded the pole like a big ugly dick as it pulled from her grip.

“Fish on, dude!” Kyle rushed to her side. “This thing’s jacked, dude! Yeah man! Hey Jack! Jackie Chan, man! Whooooh!”

Rosalie screamed as the fish crested the water. Its tail flicked with a flurry.

Rosalie’s brow wrinkled into a scowl; her sweaty lips peeled back like a panting dog as she strained to reel the fish in. Kyle belted with whoops and howled as it surfaced.

“It’s that easy!”, he cheered, “I could catch thirty more of these! Minor. Not a prob, dude!”

Rosalie brought the fish over the side of the boat. 

“What the fuck’s wrong with its face?” She screamed.

“Sheepshead snapper!” Kyle grabbed pliers from the tackle box beside them. “Got teeth like a person. We’re going to the dentist, bro!”

Kyle used the pliers and wiggled the hook out of the fish’s mouth. It slapped Kyle with its tail and wiggled free. Rosalie screamed as the sheepshead flopped around the deck, it’s spiny fines poking her ankles.

“Totally sick, man!” Kyle grabbed the fish and tossed it overboard.

“I’M gonna be sick...” All the color drained from Rosalie’s face.

She covered her mouth, but the sputum was already at the back of her tongue. She leaned over the side of the boat and fed the guppies swimming around the boat a half-digested protein bar and three cans boozy seltzer.
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A few miles ahead, Mama Cow and her Baby Calf floated like grey clouds in the greenish-brown waters. Mama Cow poked her nose out of the neon slime that blossomed across the canal, took a breath, then sank towards the bottom.

Baby Calf rose to the surface, but the bloom was too thick, sticking to her nostrils like breathing through a wet, fiberglass blanket. Mama Cow floated up under Baby Calf and pushed her above the slime. Baby Calf smiled, her black button eyes squinting with delight as she took a delicious breath.

Mama Cow heard the speed boat engines. Her back was a checkerboard of gashes and scars. It was a long, tattered relationship with surface life. Her scars itched with anticipation. She slipped next to Baby Calf and pressed her nose to the air for one last breath before diving towards the bottom.

Baby Calf floated with her head above the muck, curious at the commotion above the surface.

***
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Kyle heard the boat but thought nothing of it, not until he the sounds of Limp Bizkit’s song Rollin’ echoed down the canal.

Kyle gulped, “Fuck me, bro!”

“What’s wrong?” Rosalie asked, her question punctuated by a viscous belch.

As Fred Durst hit the first hook, “Keep rollin’, rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,” Kyle could hear the sputtering racket of the beat-up bolt on airboat engine. Squinting, he made out the two figures sitting in the camo-colored Johnboat. Makayla, his Boca Bitch girlfriend, and her brother, Officer Dan, were coming in hot.

Kyle swore this was the last time he fucked around with a cop’s little sister.

“We gotta go,” he said, throwing both rods onto the deck.

“What’s up?” Rosalie whipped her mouth and got to her feet.

“Don’t be mad,” Kyle said, sucking on his vape pen while turning the ignition, “But I think my psycho ex-fiancé found us.”

“Your WHAT?” Rosalie roared, all the sick in her eyes was washed away with rage.

Kyle gunned it before Rosalie could even sit down. She fell on her ass with a hard thud, empty cans crunching under her thick thighs. A few yards up the canal, Makayla and Dan were in hot pursuit.

“We got that fucker on the run!” Dan whooped.

“Can’t we go any faster?” Makayla asked, sitting in front Dan.

“Trying!” He spat a wad of chew into the water. “Told you he was a fucking bum.”

“Least I didn’t knock up Anastasia from that strip club, the Port Hole!”

“Don’t be talkin’ about my baby mama!”

Kyle kept looking behind him. Makayla was tan as boot leather with hair blond as lemonade. She wore a bright blue lace top over her a pink hibiscus bikini and gold jewelry.

It was like her face was shrink wrapped to an alien skull. Her voluptuous DD cup breasts were taught as sandbags stapled to her chest. She was holding her six-inch yellow polka dot high heels, wearing pink tie dye Crocs.

Her brother Dan couldn’t have been any more different, sitting in the boat fat and sweaty in his camo sun shirt and denim jeans. His balding head was buzzed short, the afternoon sun glinting off his blue mirrored Oakley sunglasses.

Dan bobbed his foot to the songs bridge blasting through his Bluetooth speaker, his finger up his nose to the second knuckle. He pulled out his finger and regarded the nose gold stuck beneath the nailbed, tilted his head to one side, then dragged it across his tongue.

Makayla belched an acrid burp trying not to lose her ceviche lunch. Dan laughed and shoved another pinch of Skoal in his cheek.

“Kyle!” Rosalie yelled.

Kyle looked forward. They were headed full speed into “Slow for Manatees,” sign. He cut the wheel, missing the post by inches. Kyle followed the canal as it turned a corner and brought them to a small cul-de-sac of cypress trees and mangroves. He turned the Shit Box around, but Dan and Makayla blocked them in.

“We gott’em!” Dan said to Makayla.

Kyle looked over at Rosalie.

“Don’t you dare!” She barked.

Kyle pulled out his vape from his pocket and took a deep puff.

Dan heard Kyle rev his engines and followed suit.

“He wants to play,” Dan licked the sweat from his lips.

“Do it.” Makayla gave her brother a maniacal glance.

Dan spat out the side of the boat gave it full throttle.

Rosalie was about to smack Kyle with her flip-flop when he gunned the engine. She fell back into the mess of cans while the beads and shells in Kyle’s dreads clicked in the wind.
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Baby Calf was looking the other way when Kyles boat slammed into the back of her head. Globs of brain oozed out of her cracked skull
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