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The clock mounted above the locker room doors flickered with a missing segment in the number nine, reading 0:58 PM, though Kyle knew closing time approached. The "Splash Zone" Community Center finally sat empty, save for the oppressive humidity and the relentless, chemical stink of chloramines clinging to his skin like a second layer of sweat. Kyle, twenty-four years old and currently regretting every life choice leading him back to guarding the municipal pool of his toddlerhood, dragged the aluminum pole of the skimmer net through the glassy surface. His triceps flexed with the repetitive motion, the definition clear beneath his tanned skin—a physical testament to bored hours spent doing pull-ups on the high dive ladder when the supervisor looked away. He wore standard-issue red board shorts hanging low on his hips, the elastic waistband barely clinging to his V-line, and a whistle feeling like a lead weight against his bare chest. He wanted to go home. He wanted a beer. He wanted to scrub the scent of other people's children off his body.

Once the overhead fluorescents clattered off, triggered by the automatic timer, the atmosphere in the natatorium shifted. Only the underwater lights remained to illuminate the vast, tiled cavern. Without the screaming hordes of day camp kids, the place felt tomblike. The pool became a massive, glowing sapphire rectangle in the dark, casting wobbling, serpentine blue shadows against the peeling paint of the ceiling. The filtration system hummed with a loud, mechanical thrum, a vibrating bass note rattling the fillings in Kyle's teeth. It sounded louder than usual tonight, growling rather than whirring.

Kyle paused near the shallow end, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. The silence stretching between the mechanical chugs of the filter hung heavy, pregnant with the kind of spooky stillness usually preceding a jump scare in a bad slasher movie. He hated the night shift. The water always looked too deep, the drains at the bottom resembling unblinking eyes staring up at him.

He resumed skimming, fishing out a soggy bandage floating by like a dead jellyfish.

"Gross," he muttered to the empty room, his voice echoing flatly off the damp tiles. He flicked the refuse onto the deck with a wet smack.

He turned to wheel the equipment cart back to the storage closet when a sound cut through the drone of the pumps. A splash. Heavy and deliberate, it sounded as if a cannonball had dropped into the deep end. Kyle froze, his grip tightening on the aluminum pole until his knuckles turned white. He spun around, eyes narrowing as he scanned the far end of the pool. The surface roiled, waves slapping against the gutters with frantic energy.

"Pool's closed!" Kyle shouted, his voice cracking with irritation rather than fear. He assumed a local teenager hid in the locker rooms to sneak a late-night dip or vandalize the starting blocks. "Seriously, get out now and I won't call the cops. I just want to go home, man."

No answer came, only the sloshing of disturbed water. Kyle sighed, an exasperated huff of air leaving his lungs, and began the long walk down the length of the pool deck. His flip-flops smacked loudly against the wet concrete, a rhythmic counterpoint to the thrumming machinery. As he approached the deep end, the lighting changed. The standard electric blue illumination from the underwater bulbs flickered and died, plunging the pool into a momentary, terrifying darkness. Before Kyle could reach for the flashlight on his hip, a new light bloomed from the depths. A soft, pulsating bioluminescent green started at the main drain, a radioactive swirl expanding outward, turning the water into a glowing vat of neon lime. The sickly yet hypnotic light cast long, strange shadows dancing independently of the water's movement.

Kyle stopped ten feet from the edge, his brow furrowing. "Okay, that's... that's a new electrical problem," he whispered, knowing faulty wiring rarely glowed like toxic sludge.

Then came the singing. Starting low, a vibrating hum resonated in the water itself before rising into the humid air. The melody, distinct and melodramatic, echoed off the ceramic tiles with a haunting, reverb-heavy quality. Kyle cocked his head, straining to identify the tune over the bubbling of the filtration system. It moved agonizingly slow, stripped of its poppy upbeat tempo and rendered into a dirge-like ballad.

*"Cause we are living... in a material world..."*

The voice sounded feminine, sultry, and pitched with a dangerous allure, dragging out the vowels until they hung in the air like smoke.

*"And I am a material... girl..."*

Madonna, sung from the bottom of a well while high on tranquilizers. The absurdity warred with the genuine creepiness of the scene.

"Is this a prank?" Kyle called out, stepping closer to the glowing edge. "Tyler? If that's you with a waterproof speaker, you're fired."

He reached the precipice, the toes of his flip-flops hanging over the lip of the gutter. The green glow shone intensely here, lighting up his face and torso with an alien cast. The water below appeared as a thick, luminous fog rather than a transparent liquid. The singing stopped abruptly, cutting off mid-lyric, replaced by a sudden, heavy silence making the hair on Kyle's arms stand up. He leaned forward, peering into the soup, trying to see the bottom.

"Hello?" he asked, feeling foolish.

The water surface sat perfectly still now, resembling a sheet of green glass. He leaned in further, curiosity overriding his survival instinct. Suddenly, the surface tension broke. A hand shot out of the water, slapping onto the wet concrete between Kyle's feet with a wet, heavy impact. The skin shimmered with iridescent blue, smooth and slick like a dolphin's, but the fingers were long, elegant, and webbed. Razor-sharp, obsidian claws tipped the digits, clicking menacingly against the tile.

A sinewy, pale forearm followed, corded with muscle too dense for the slender frame it hinted at. Kyle watched, paralyzed by adrenaline and confusion, as the creature leveraged itself upward. A wet, sucking sound accompanied the heavy mass breaking the surface tension, and then she rose from the neon-green soup. She ascended with terrifying, fluid grace, water cascading off her form in sheets sparkling under the strange bioluminescence. First came the shoulders, broad and elegant, capped with shimmering, opalescent scales fading into skin the color of moonlight. Then the face, framed by a mane of wet, dark hair clinging to her cheeks and neck like obsidian seaweed. Her eyes locked onto him first—glowing, predatory yellow orbs with vertical slit pupils narrowing instantly in the dim light.

Pressing down with those clawed hands, she vaulted her upper body onto the tiles, dragging the rest of her bulk with a heavy, wet *thud* vibrating through the soles of Kyle’s flip-flops. She appeared nude, or as nude as a creature half-fish could be. Her breasts were high and firm, the nipples darkening to a deep, bruised violet, glistening with pool water running in rivulets down a torso impossibly long and tapered. Below the navel, the pale skin transitioned abruptly into a coarse, armored plating of emerald and sapphire scales, widening into a massive, powerful tail flopping heavily onto the concrete deck, the fins at the end splayed out like a translucent, deadly fan. She looked magnificent, terrifying, and smelled intensely of ozone and salt, cutting through the chemical reek of the community center.

Kyle’s mouth opened, but his vocal cords seemed to have gone on strike. He stared at the creature, his eyes tracing the line of her spine where sharp, dorsal spines lay flat against her back, twitching slightly as she adjusted to the air. The creature took a ragged, wet breath, her gills—slits located along her ribcage—fluttering spasmodically. Then, she leaned forward, chest heaving, and let out a harsh, wet retching noise. Her throat convulsed, and with a wet *hack*, she spat something onto the tiles near Kyle’s feet. It bounced with a hollow plastic sound: a chewed-up, red diving ring from the kid's swim class. She wiped her mouth with the back of a webbed hand, claws clicking against her teeth, and looked up at Kyle with an expression of pure, unadulterated disdain.

"This water," she hissed, her voice raspy but carrying that same melodic, vibrating undertone, "tastes like bleach and poverty." She narrowed her eyes, sniffing the air with a crinkle of her nose. "I require mineral water. Sparkling. And a towel that does not smell of urine."

The sheer absurdity of the demand slapped Kyle harder than the fear. He blinked, his brain trying to reconcile the eldritch horror of a mermaid in the municipal pool with her diva-like attitude. "I... uh... the vending machine is..." he trailed off, gesturing vaguely toward the lobby.

As he spoke, the fear began to recede, replaced by a heavy, throbbing heat starting in the pit of his stomach and radiating outward. Beyond her nudity, a psychic weight pressed down on him, a thick, invisible miasma of lust rolling off her like radiation. The 'Siren Song' evolved from a melody into a biological imperative rewriting his nervous system. He found himself staring at the curve of her waist, the way the water beaded on her breasts, the dangerous, powerful arch of her tail. His breath hitched, shallow and hot in his chest. Without permission, his blood rushed south, filling his groin with a sudden, painful erection straining against the thin fabric of his red lifeguard shorts. The elastic waistband cut into his skin as he hardened rapidly, his cock throbbing in time with the pulsing green light from the pool.

Marina, sensing the shift in his pheromones, turned her gaze fully upon him. The yellow glow of her eyes softened, pupils dilating as she took in his reaction. She looked amused rather than threatened. A slow, predatory smirk curled her blue-tinted lips, revealing rows of translucent, needle-like teeth. She shifted her weight, rolling onto her side on the wet tiles, a movement calculated to display the curve of her hip and the sheer length of her tail. She reached up, running a webbed hand through her heavy, wet hair, slicking it back from her face in a gesture unmistakably preening.

"Oh?" she purred, the sound vibrating in Kyle’s bones. "You like what you see, little land-walker?"

She arched her back, thrusting her chest out slightly, the bioluminescence from the water highlighting the heavy sway of her breasts. Kyle felt his knees unlock, a desperate urge to kneel washing over him. He wanted to touch her. He wanted to run his hands over those scales, to feel the slickness of her skin, to see if she tasted as much like the ocean as she smelled. The logic center of his brain screamed that she was a predator with claws capable of evisceration, but his lizard brain—currently piloting the ship—only wanted proximity.

"I..." Kyle croaked, his voice dropping an octave, thick with aroused confusion. He took an involuntary step forward, his flip-flop squeaking on the tile.

The sound seemed to please her. She extended a hand toward him, palm up, claws glinting under the emergency lights. "Come here," she commanded. The words hooked into his chest, pulling him with the force of a gravity well. "My tail is heavy, and this dry air is withering my skin. You will assist me back into the water." She tilted her head, her gaze dropping explicitly to the bulge in his shorts before flicking back up to his eyes. "Unless you have a better use for that energy?"

The implication hung in the humid air, thick and intoxicating. Kyle’s heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird. He knew he should run. He should bolt for the exit doors, call the police, call animal control, call a priest. But his legs refused to obey. Instead, he watched his own hand reach out, trembling, as he took another step toward the edge of the pool. The water
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