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The summer breeze played with Marella's hair, the salty smell filled her lungs. The dock at the edge of Honau was filled with naiads. Naiads were water creatures that somehow lived on land, or on a floating city. The Naiads looked a lot like the humans who had entered this world as slaves. There was however a few things different. Naiads have shell like ears and a sort of gleam on their skin. Also their eyes were a bit bigger. But the biggest difference of all where the gills. The city, Honau, was all busy with unloading the ships, merchants yelling and selling their fish, or other seafood. This was her town, her whole world. But she knew when everybody looked at her, they saw someone that didn't belong. Still nobody ever said it to her face, literally nobody. Not even her grandparents, who hated her from the day she was born. She was not a full blood, like everybody else. She sighed and looked into the water, her reflection was mercury, but still clear as day. She didn't know who her father was, but she had the feeling that she would know him when she would meet him. If he was still alive that is. She must look like him, because she didn't look like her mother at all. Or the rest of her family.

"Marella!" that was her mother's voice. "Marella, what in the Nine Kingdoms are you doing here?" loudly.

"What those it look like, " Marella replied. She didn’t turned around, to look at her mother.

"It looks like, nothing," her mother said sharp. "It looks like you are doing nothing productive with your life."

"That is not what I am doing mother, I am looking at the ocean. You know the place you told my father came from," Marella said, with a very sweet tone. The honey was dripping of it, or was it poison. She did not know, and did not care.

"Why are you so ...," her mother started. She looked at her mother once again, they looked nothing alike. Her mother had acorn brown hair, hazel eyes and a beautiful sand skin tone. Where she had blond with red streaks, red to pink eyes and was pale ivory without the Naiad gleam.

"Challenging, irritating, unyielding, bothersome," Marella started to sum up all the things her mother had called her over the years. "I do not know. There is so much I do not know about myself." Her mother sighed and looked deflated.

"I know that it is not easy," her mother started again. She was not able to pile her mother’s emotion, which was strange. Normally, she would be mad.

"That is the understatement of the century," Marella said. "Everybody hates me, the friends that I have, are only my friends because of grandpa's Acorns. In the meantime I feel like a fish out of water, I can not breathe, I can't run, I can't hide. Mom, why am I so different? And please do not tell me that it is because some man came out of the sea one day and knocked you up." She knew that it was rude to say this to her mother, but all she wanted were some answers. She was a Naiad without the ability to control water, which made everything worse.

"Scylla, was looking for you. She and her friends were going for a trip," her mother said. Chancing the subject, like Marella had not said anything at all. That was the problem every time Marella said something about her father, her mother chanced the subject. "She wanted to know if you wanted to come too," Marella wanted to sigh. Did her mother not hear her, when she said that her 'friends' only saw the Acorns. Not her Acorns, her grandfather's. But of course, her mother would ignore that fact, as any other.

"Do I need to?" Marella asked. She knew that Scylla's family wanted to make a good impression on hers. And hers wanted to make a good impression on Scylla's family. Normally Marella would have declined Scylla's invitation, but something told her that she would not have much choice in the matter.

"Yes," her mother replied, in one single word. "They are on the dock near our mansion, if you want to make it you need to run." In other words, get your butt over there.

"I am on my way," Marella said with a sigh. Walking away from her mother, but she did not run.
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The Nightstorm's yacht lay still at the dock, she sighed. She had so hoped that she would miss it. The servants of the family were still busy loading it with food and drinks. Marella shook her head with a sigh, really was it too much trouble to load that dammed things themselves. She really couldn't understand people with too many Acorns to their name. Her family included, she cleaned her own room, washed her own clothing. Something that was beneath her according to her grandmother, but Marella just felt useful when she did it.

"Hey Marella!" someone on the yacht yelled. Marella looked up and saw Scylla, a girl with long rose gold hair, green eyes and an umber skin tone, heavily waving at her. "I am so glad you could join use," that was clearly a lie, Marella knew that for a fact. But she said nothing, just walked towards the ship and stepped onboard. She needed to climb a small set of stairs to reach the main deck, were a whole group, three boys and three other girls, besides Scylla, sat on the chairs and sofa's. She didn't know all of them, but then again she never needed to know them. Scylla with her walked over to her and tried to hug her. Marella frowned, this was awkward, to say the least. Scylla was a long brunette with an amazing fake tan. At least it looked unnatural to her.

"Thank you for inviting me, Scylla," Marella said politely. Her voice was once again dripping with honey.

"Of course, no problem. We will leave shortly," Syclla replied, with a fake smile on her face. She had probably hoped that Marella would decline, like always. But apparently that was not in the cards, for the both of them. Marella stepped forward.

"My mother," Marella said, as if it explained everything.

"Mine too, so now you are stuck with use," Scylla said and Marella just nodded and shrugged. Scylla turned around. "Never mind, we are going to have so much fun. First we are going to make a trip to the Pōha'siren, were we are going to swim. Play some music and my cock will grill the most delicious food you ever tasted." The last part was highly doubtful, but she was not going to say that. Her grandparent's cook was so well known in the kingdom it was almost criminal, and he was very good, He never has prepared a dish that she didn’t like. She forced a smile on her face.

"Sounds indeed like fun," she said, while making a small mental note, do not go in the water. Scylla guided her to the rest of the guests, some other rich kids. Marella greeted everybody.

"Alright sit down everybody, we are going to leave," the captain said. Everybody said down and they took off.

*******
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The sun was already setting when they arrived at the Pōha'siren. Almost everybody made themselves ready to jump into the water. Marella almost sighed in relief when she saw that she was not the only one who was not going in. Two girls who sat a bit away from her, stayed in their clothing and watched, just like her, how the others jumped into the salt water. The cock was already mending the grill. Which filled the salty air, with other delicious smells. Marella looked at the large sharp rocks that pointed out of the water. Legend has it that sirens sat on those rocks waiting for their next victim. But she couldn't see any spot that would be comfortable to sit on, for any amount of time.

"So, you are roped into this trip as well," somebody said behind her. Marella turned her head, it was one of the two girls. She had the same skin tone as Scylla, only this girl had long raven wing black hair and seaweed green eyes. The other girl next to her was almost the same, but she had sandy blond hair. They were sisters there was no doubt about it.

"Yes, my mother incited that I came. I am not much of a party girl," Marella replied. She remembered the names of the girls, Ruby and Cyntia. Scylla's cousins. Ruby just nodded and sighed.

"Hey, I get it. You do not fit anywhere, so it is better not to engage with people. You stick out like a sore thumb, but still your family is trying to make you fit in," Ruby said. "And this is not even your own fault. Your mother and her fairy tale man from the sea." Marella looked at her with narrowed eyes, most of the time she was thinking the same thing, but that didn't mean she wanted to hear it out of somebodies else's mouth.

"Ruby," Cyntia, who was a bit younger then her sister, snapped. "That was so rude," Ruby shrugged, simply as if she did not care. Which in Marella's opinion was a breath of fresh air. Nobody ever had acted like this in front of her, it did not mean that she liked it.

"Ruby, can you please not talk about my mother like that. She is still my mother," Marella said sharply. "And there is maybe some truth to her story, you can simply see that by looking at me." Ruby nodded slowly, as if she was thinking about those words.

"Ruby," Cyntia snapped again. This time Ruby shrunk slightly, as she was got hit by something. "I am sorry Marella, my sister is such a b...," a scream or terror interrupted her, all three of the stood up and ran to the side of the yacht. The cock and the captain joined them.

"In the name of the Dragon Lord," one of them whispered. Between the swimming naiads there were men in bright colors. The water around the ship was colored a deep red, blood. "Sirens!" The captain screamed turning around. "We need to get out of here and...," a blade to his throat prevented him from finishing the sentence. A large man covered in purple scales stood on the main deck, looking at her. The water was still rushing of his skin, and the only thing he was wearing was some kind of fishnet around his manhood. There went a shiver through her spine, not a shiver of fear. But she didn't know what else it was. His wet silver blond hair hung on his back. His silver eyes with a blue undertone looked at her, he was like a shark watching his next meal.

"Rʻulaʻula," he said in a whisper. She frowned this was Mou, Sirentongue. She has never heard someone speak it before. Still she understood it. He said 'red'. What ever that meant. Ruby and Cyntia screamed as another siren leaped onto the main deck, this one was covered in orange scales. He was equally muscled and dressed the same way. He had orange hair, and his orange eyes scream bloody murder. This time the shiver was from fear, she stepped away from the orange man. But she then bumped into the purple one, one wall of muscle. He looked at her with silver gray eyes, his wet hair was gray- white with a purple highlights.

"Kūˈnoinā kel wahi," the orange man said, to the purple one. Again she understood him.

"No, please do not kill me," she started to beg. Ruby and Cyntia looked at her in horror. What, she couldn't help it that she understood Mou.

"Rʻulaʻula," the purple one said, again. The orange one shook his head and repeated his command to kill her. "Ä'ole. Rʻulaʻula." The orange man sighed and then turned towards Ruby and Cyntia. The purple man grabbed Marella by the waist lifted her up and then her world became dark. The last thing she remembered were their screams.
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Marella woke up out of breath, she didn't know where she was. Only that lasted for a short moment, then everything came back to her. Sirens attacked and slaughtered everybody, why was she still alive? She did not know, but that purple man had seen something in her. He kept calling her Rʻulaʻula, red, what ever that meant. She looked around why was she in one of this yacht bedrooms? She gasped for breath and looked at herself. Yep, she was naked. Did that purple man rape her? Why those she not remember it? All those questions echoed through her head. She heard footsteps above her, there was somebody out there. Maybe another who had survived the attack, Rudy or maybe Cyntia. She quickly grabbed her clothing which lay fowled on the nightstand. She buttoned up her jeans and ran out of the cabin.

"Hello, is there somebody there?" She yelled, running up the stairs. But after she set foot on the main deck she got tackled to the ground. She smacked against the ground and her body started to hurt. Something heavy pushed her even harder.

"What have you done?," asked someone, it was a male voice. "What have you done half-breed?" The man repeated his question. She was now able to look at him, he had an umber skin tone, sandy blond hair that was cropped. He was middle aged and his seaweed green eyes were looking at her with such hate that it burned.

"Nothing, I have done nothing," she said. Which was difficult, because the air was pushed out of her lungs.

"Then how do you explain this?" He asked and pulled her up by her hair. She screamed it out, it really hurt. But she could see who he was and what he meant. There was blood everywhere, tears started to sting in her eyes.

"It were the sirens," she said, through gritted teeth. "Sirens attacked the boat and killed everybody. Mister Nightstorm." He was the father of Ruby and Cyntia. The grip didn’t loosen, it became tighter.

"Everybody, but you," he snapped at her. "How lucky you are, are you really thinking I would believe you?" He slapped her in the face. His fingers were still burning in her flesh after the fact. "I should kill you here and now. You are just like your mother, a lying whore."

"Let her go, Aenon," somebody else said. She was not able to see who, but she recognize his voice Cato Nightstorm, Scylla’s father. "She might be tell the truth."

"Look at this Cato, look at your daughter! She is dead, they are all dead! Expect this lying..." Aenon snapped at his brother.

"I didn't kill anybody! I am telling you it were the sirens. I do not know why they spared me, but they did. Please, believe me mister Nightstorm," she cried out. "I didn't do anything, I didn't kill anybody."

"Shut up, you little whore." Aenon snipped at her. "Or I will finish the job for them." Cato Nightstorm appeared in her view. He looked almost the same as his brother, only his eyes were a bit lighter green.

"Marella, look me in the eye," he said.

"Cato, you can not be serious?" Aenon asked in disbelieve. But Cato raised his hand up. Marella looked him in the eye. His eyes were a lighter green, and had little spats of gold in them. Something she didn’t want to know.

"Did you kill, my daughter and the others?" He asked, his voice was shaken. She wanted to shake her head, only Aenon was holding her hair in a thigh grip.

"No, I didn't kill them," she said through her tears. He nodded and sighed.

"Let her go, Aenon. I believe her," Cato said, but Aenon didn't let her go. No, he pulled even harder on her hair.

"That those not mean that she didn't play a role in it." Aenon retorted. "Why else would she be alive?"

"Because one of them, believed that I was one of them!" She screamed. The pull on her hair was almost unbearable. No it was unbearable. "One kept calling me red." Aenon quickly let go of her hair. "He took me away when an orange siren killed Ruby and Cyntia."

"Where did he take you?" Cato asked, his voice was filled with worry this time, and she looked away. "Marella, where did he take you?" There was no point in lying to them now.

"One of the cabins," she whispered and tears again streamed down her face. She shrunk to her knees and started sobbing. She couldn't look them in the eye, knowing what she would see in them. Right now, she was being judged. "He raped me," she whispered, she was not sure about that statement, but at least they wouldn't call her a whore. At least not out loud. "I want to go home, I want my mom," she wrapped her own arms around her waist. "I want to go home."
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[image: ]


Acale hid behind one of the Pōha'siren, barely restraining himself. When that... He took a deep breath, she was safe for now. But he should keep a close eye on her. She was the most beautiful creature he has ever seen. She looked like a land walker, a naiad at first. With the ears and eyes, but when he studied her closer, he could see the difference. She had soft blond hair with, red and pink hair lights. No shimmer on her skin and he even has found some scales, red ones, on her...

"So instead of killing her, you slept with her," Kalama said. Acale looked at one of the most obnoxious sirens in the sea, always thinking he those know best. He was a member of the Alani family, and the closest thing he has to a friend. The man has orange scales, which showed in which family he was. His orange eyes were judging him.

"She is not one of those land walkers," Acale said, calmly. "You have eyes don't you, you clearly could see that she is part of the Rʻulaʻula family." But Kalama shook his head.

"All what I saw was a naiad girl, that tried to look like use," Kalama replied.

"Then how in sea's name could she understand you? I know one thing for a fact, naiads do not speak Mou." Acale snapped at him, and Kalama was taking aback by that.

"Alright you have a point, that was indeed strange. But she looked a lot like them," Kalama said. Acale nodded with regret, he knows that. Which made it even stranger.

"What have you done half-breed?" That was what the man, who hurt her, called her.

"They just called her a half-breed," Acale said. "But that would mean that one of the Rʻulaʻula family slept with a Naiad." Kalama shivered by the thought, Acale did not, considering he had done the same thing. There was something about that girl, she looked so lost at first. But after he had brought her to the cabin, she melted in his hands. He didn't rape her, as she just claimed to those two men. He was shocked to say the least that she said that. She was the one that wanted to have sex, she kissed him first. She was the one who made the first move, but that did not mean, that he would have stopped if she wanted him too. Women were the leaders of his race, if he had continued after she told him to stop, he would have been in very big trouble. Live threatening trouble. He sighed. Her eyes, they will hunt him until the end of his days. And her lips on his, he could almost feel them now.

"Let's go back, Acale. Your mother is waiting on our report," Kalama said and he dived underwater. Acale looked at the boat that sailed away from him, she was on it. On her way back home.

"I hope to see you again, little Rʻulaʻula." He whispered in the wind and then followed Kalama.

*******
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"Marella, what in Dragon Lord's name has happened?" Her mother screamed, she almost strangled her in a hug. Marella was about to break in a million pieces. Who was she going to tell her mother this.

"Marella is the sole survivor of a siren attack, Kelby," Cato Nightstorm answered for her. He leaned closer to her. "Take her home, Kelby. And keep her there for the time being. Not everybody would believe her story." Marella heard every word, and she would have to agree with him. Aenon alone was already difficult to convince. Marella's mother dragged her with her, she didn't look at the others on the dock. She didn't want to see their faces, the hate, disbelieve, the pity. Marella breath a sigh of relief when the doors of her grandparent's mansion closed behind her.

"Alright Marella, spill." Her mother
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