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“Can I?” Carly asked, searching towards the thick baton of flesh with her hand.

The monster watched, then it looked up at Carly.  “Please,” it said.

Slowly, Carly placed the monster’s cock in her downturned fist.  She pinched around the flesh and found it as hard as it seemed.

“Feel good,” the monster said, caressing Carly’s cheek.

Carly hadn’t had this kind of connection on her travels so far.  One-night stands had happened, of course, but nothing meaningful.  Nothing like this.

“It does feel good,” Carly said, and she began to jerk the monster’s cock, hoping that it worked the same as any man’s.

To Carly’s delight, the creature groaned, and whilst it didn’t sound exactly human, it wasn’t far away from it.  It was more guttural and synthetic, but it was easy to discern the pleasure in it.

“Carly,” said Carly, placing a hand on her chest.

The monster blinked, then placed a hand on its own chest.  “Jorah.”

“Jorah,” repeated Carly, stroking along its stiff cock.  “That is a nice name.”

“C—arly,” croaked the monster, closing its eyes and throwing back its head.

Carly found herself enamored by the monster’s glorious moans.  They were unabashed and such a clear show of excitement that Carly couldn’t help but continue.

She pumped her fist along the amphibian’s cock, stepping closer so that she could feel the smooth head of it against her body.

“Good,” hushed Jorah.  “So good.”

Suddenly Jorah gripped Carly’s wrist and stopped her.  She smirked and tried to perform a few more pumps along his cock, delighting in its excitable discomfort.

“In the water,” it said.  “I ... I lose air.”

Carly didn’t hesitate.  She took one step and then bounded into the lagoon, feeling the rush of water over her body again.  As she emerged on the surface, she looked to Jorah to see him perform an arcing dive with barely a splash.

The dark figure circled her, but Carly didn’t fear it now.  She giggled in anticipation as its rotation drew closer, then shrieked with glee as the monster lifted her from the water.

Carly spread out her arms, baring her breasts to the canyon as she twirled in the water, with the monster beneath her, gripping her legs together.

Eventually she descended back into the sea, but the creature still didn’t surface.  It stayed at Carly’s ankles and then, to her surprise, started creeping its fingers up her legs.

“Oh,” hushed Carly.  “Oh, you know how to do ... that.”

Out of sight Carly felt the monsters slithering tongue.  Instantly she recognized it to be longer than its human counterpart, and it was able to slide much farther inside her than anyone else ever had.

Carly’s eyes bulged.  She reached down and held the monster’s smooth head, keeping it in place.

“Oh, Jorah,” she wept, and his tongue seemed to flutter and dance across every part of her pussy all at once.
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Carly Summers trekked along the coastal trail on a fine summer afternoon, drinking in the sea air and basking in the sunshine.

She’d heard about this place from a guy at the gas station, and it seemed like the perfect spot to unwind and cool down as she blazed her own trail across America.

She squinted at the sun, shielding her eyes and cautiously looking at the heat-blurred figures of what appeared to be two men approaching ahead of her.

“You’re not heading down to the lagoon, are you?” one of them asked as Carly got closer.

She’d learned to trust her intuition, and with no bad vibes emanating from the two twenty-somethings in front of her, she indulged them.

“I was going to,” she said.  “Why?  Is it dangerous?”

“It’s more than dangerous,” said the other stranger, stepping in closer to punctuate his point.  “It’s deadly.”

“Deadly?” wowed Carly, exuding a level of indistinguishable sarcasm.

“Sure is,” nodded the other man.  “You go in there, you’re likely to get the treatment from the creature.”

At this, Carly couldn’t help but laugh, and it earned a frown from the two men in her way.

“This is serious, miss,” the taller man said.  “This is life and death.  This is the creature from the black lagoon.”

“What sort of creature?” probed Carly.

“Some say it was dropped from a spacecraft,” supposed one man.

“Others say it was an ancient species cut off from the tide,” added the other.

“And it’s here?” asked Carly.  “Right here in California?”

The men nodded in unison.

Carly matched their serious expressions.  “I’ll make sure I steer clear.”

“Good,” they said, satisfied.  “You have a fine day now, miss.”

The men walked past Carly, and after a few seconds had passed, she glanced back at them.  They walked hurriedly, without looking back, talking animatedly to each other.

Carly had experience of something like this.  So often, locals would covet the nearby beauty spots and warn the tourists away for fear of wider discovery or, worse, abuse.  She’d seen it herself at the hidden lake close to where she grew up.  Once word got out, influencers descended, trash built up, and the once beautiful watery woodland retreat was ruined.

Carly thought herself different to the rest.  The rules didn’t apply to an adventurer, after all.  She would take only memories, and leave only footprints, or so her mantra went.  But Carly was about to create a memory the likes of which she’d never experienced.

She stayed close to the edge of the cliff, peering down every hundred meters or so to see if she was at the right spot.

Eventually, she looked down on a seldom-used trail that meandered down to the froth water’s edge, cutting through the half-circle of cliffside that surrounded the lagoon.

“I guess this is it,” she said aloud, although the lagoon looked much more green than black.

Regardless, she scaled the tricky path, getting low to the ground when she needed to and turning around whenever she needed to scramble down a short section.

The sloshing lagoon got louder as Carly descended, and soon she was at the waterside.  It was then she noticed that someone had installed a handrail affixed to the rocks that sloped down into the sea.

Carly removed the bag from her back and got undressed.  She looked up at the surrounding cliffs, squinting to find them empty of onlookers.

By now, all thoughts of the locals’ tall tale had evaporated from her mind.  All she could think about was how hot she was, and how the lagoon’s blueish green waters looked so refreshing and inviting.

She gripped the handrail and stepped cautiously down into the ocean, feeling the cool water surround her toes.

“Ooh,” she cooed.  “That’s what I need.”

Quickly she dropped into the water, pushing out from the rocky side of the lagoon.  The freshness took her breath away briefly, and she composed herself as she paddled out to the middle of the circular pool.

Carly trod water, looking up at the cliffs intermittently and hoping not to see the two men that she’d walked past.

She closed her eyes and tilted her body backwards, allowing the water to flow over her ears.  Suddenly she could hear the hum of the ocean beneath her as the sun shone down on her peaceful face.

This was what life was about for Carly.  She yearned for adventure and new experiences but didn’t forget about the downtime too.  It was often where she got in touch with herself.

She managed to calm her body until the metronomic pulse of her heart in her ears was sounding like a ticking clock.  Behind it she could hear the water lapping against the rocks, but then something else caught her attention.

It sounded like the quick thud of her own heart, but the source wasn’t within Carly, but elsewhere.  Her eyes opened, and she scanned the heavens.  She couldn’t explain why, but her senses became heightened.  The same gut instinct that served her so well was suddenly crying out to be heard.

Her body straightened in the water, and her legs kicked, touching something that didn’t feel like rock.  Carly looked down at a shadow, and her peaceful state of Zen suddenly became unbridled panic as the shadow began to circle her.

“No, no, no,” said Carly, kicking her feet and swimming frantically for the handrail.  “Not like this.”

Of all the ways to go, Carly never thought it would be a shark that got her.  She thought about the warning again now, and how she should have heeded it.  She thought about what they might find of her when they come across the scene.  An abandoned backpack at first, but then a deeper, more tragic story of misadventure.  Maybe her body wouldn’t be found at all.

The handrail was almost in reach.  Something brushed against her legs, and Carly wondered if her adrenaline was masking the pain of a shark’s enormous bite.  She feared she’d look down to see her leg torn in half.  Her arms stretched and she was able to grip the rail, tugging her body from the water in a panic.

Instantly she felt relief.  She’d made it, and what’s more, her body was intact, save for a few scratches on her ribcage from where she’d wrestled herself from the ocean.

On the rocky outcrop she sank into a squat, breathing hard and staring down at the silhouette in the water.  It moved unlike a fish, and it didn’t look much like one either.

“What are you?” asked Carly, putting her butt down on the water-smoothed rock and peering into the lagoon.

Carly’s relief turned to intrigue as her eyes narrowed and focused on the fast-moving creature, but that intrigue quickly became dread when the mysterious beast approached the rocky stairs that had been Carly’s exit.

“Wh—what the hell?!” sputtered Carly, kicking at the rock but finding no purchase.

Terror seized her body as the surface of the water broke to reveal a head, with yellow eyes that stared right at her.

“What are you?!” she cried, her screams bouncing off the cliffside.

The monster ascended with ease, revealing a humanoid face flecked in soft scales.  Gills flared at its neck, and fins adorned each side of
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