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	Heads-up
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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18+

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!

	And don’t forget to help a Sistah out, by leaving a Review! LOL
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	Every Culture Has them…

	 

	Unfortunately, you only hear about the European version. Well, today, since you picked up this book, you’ll learn a little about culture, and the rest of the world. For all intents and purposes of this book, the merfolk in this series are of African & Puerto Rican decent.

	The legends in this series are African & Taino.

	I hope you enjoy them, as the series will dive (tee-hee-hee) deeper into the legends and myths themselves.

	 

	Ancient African=  mermaid tales center on powerful, often divine water spirits, with Mami Wata being the most prominent, revered across West, Central, and South Africa as a bringer of wealth, fertility, and danger. These legends predate European mermaid myths, featuring shapeshifting deities like Yoruba's Yemoja and the Malian Numu

	 

	Puerto Rican/Taino= Puerto Rican mermaid tales blend indigenous Taino mythology, European folklore, and Caribbean coastal stories, often featuring the seductive siren Aycayia. These tales often revolve around themes of beauty, danger, and the mysterious nature of the sea, frequently connecting to manatees or local legends of enchanted women
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Prologue

	Three-Years 

	Prior
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	“I care… 

	[image: Image] not what he imagines, Lord Nereus. He is not to be king; I will give this life before I allow it. I do not wish the title nor the throne myself; therefore, it shall go to Bexley,” I vowed as I jerked my royal robe off glaring. 

	“But princess, you must, for the people need you! Do you truly wish for King Oceanus to overthrow yer kingdom? Whether you rule it or not, there will be consequences!,” Lord Nereus fussed, when I took several deep breaths attempting to calm myself.

	“The only reason the people even give him ear, is due to the fact that he was her husband, and they were loyal to her,” I snapped as I jerked off my crown, nearly threw it into the wall, when Lord Nereus huffed up, placing his ancient ass hand to his throat, and I attempted not to chuckle.

	“The people will be well, Nere, this I vow. I will train Bexely in what she musts and needs to be,” I sent back, removing the rest of my royal robes.

	“But, Princess Calla, the throne belongs to you!,” Lord Nereus wailed now.

	“I am quite aware of that, Nere, but where will I find a human consort to rule with me, as the oracles have issued. No human is equipped to withstand our home. And if I cannot find a consort to share in that love and the throne, the love of the people, then I am not fit to rule; which is the judgement that Bexely will rule. She is pledged to Kai, and even at this age, they have love for each other. She will rule well,” I sent back, then walked to the other side of my chamber, peered out the double windows, noticed a new school of fish, then exhaled deeply. The warmer weather brough more and more aquatic life to our kingdom each day. 

	The humans had no idea what they did to our ecosystem each day with their ships, chemicals, and their complete lack of care for it and us. It did not matter that few of them knew we existed, they had no cares for the goddesses Aycayia and Yemoja, both of which were mother to my mother, the gifts that they have bestowed the oceans, nor for the world and the creatures around them regardless.

	“But milady, surely--,” Lord Nereus began anew, when I waved my hand to halt the speech I knew he was to deliver.

	“Nere, even if I were to go above, to find my consort, it would be a waste of time, for he is…human. Now, we will discuss this no more,” I commanded, turned, then began to remove the rest of my royal attire. 

	My stepfather was a very malevolent being. He gave no cares to the people, only the power he would gain. He by now had alliances with Caspian and his barrier sharks, which I was certain he would use against me. He would not dare where Bexly was concerned, for he knew the people would rise up against him, for she was still a young one. 

	I, on the other hand, had no alliances of my own, save the prophecy, which gave the kingdom and it’s rule to me, as my mother had decreed it. If he were able to turn the people, before I was able to secure my consort, my only other option to keep him at bay, was to abdicate the throne to my sister. 

	And I would do just that, if it were my last resort to keep him from the throne, for surely, he had love for his own darling Bexley. 

	Only just within this cycle, I had notions that my mother’s death was his doing, however, could attain no verification of it as yet that I needed. My mother knew well of my desire to abdicate my throne to my sister Bexely, when she came of age to rule. I had no desire to be queen, and before her death, she knew of this. She had granted my wish, despite the fact that she was heartbroken; however, my mother was love in its finest. 

	Therefore, she would never force me to do something I did not wish, even if it were to be queen. Nevertheless, Bexely would need a strong champion, and that is what I came to be to her. 

	“Calla!,” Bexely cried as she burst through my chamber door, then threw herself into my arms scrambling up my body. I exhaled deeply attempting not to grin, looked at Calypso, she growled, when I finally chuckled as Bexely buried her face in my neck.

	“I will see to her, Calypso,” I smiled, she exhaled noisily, nodded, then turned on her heel to leave my chamber, but paused.

	“The young princess will not deter me in her lessons, no matter how long it takes,” Calypso snapped, I nodded chuckling once more, when Bexely moaned as Calypso left my chamber.

	“And this is what, Bex?,” I asked, when she drew back from me, patted my arms, when I set her to her feet.

	“I have no use for Calypso,” she grumbled, when I rolled my eyes.

	“It was mother’s will that you must, Bexely, you are to rule,” I stated sternly, when she pulled a face.

	“Must I, Calla, I do not wish to rule either. The throne belongs to you, not me!,” She fussed, when I exhaled noisily, motioned Lord Nereus from my chamber, he bowed, then exited.

	“Bexely, we have discussed this at length, you have no choice,” I stated as I motioned towards my divan, she grumbled once more, when I took a seat next to her smoothing the hair from her face. “If our people are to endure, then you must. We cannot allow the people to be subject to King Oceanus,” I instructed, she inhaled noisily, then nodded.

	“This I have knowledge of, Calla, but you are the heart of the people, and it is for this reason that mother chose you!,” Bexely moaned, when I chuckled, for the reason that she was well with wisdom beyond her years.

	“Come, I have a surprise for you,” I smiled changing the subject, when she jumped up, jerked me up as well, then tugged me from the chamber.

	 


Lower Depths
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	“I want her…
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	ended now, and that fucking little brat with her! I have not waited this long, bartered with the fucking Queen of eels Seretina, waylaid with King Fiskus of the mana rays, kissed King Manoba of the seahorses ass…simply to have that little bitch take my throne!,” King Oceanus spat, then walked towards the other side of his chamber.

	“But milord, she does not wish to rule, and Queen Nzinga gave decree of this before her death, so your daughter will rule. If milord would but simply have patience, mayhap he can bend the situation to his will,” Helios cajoled, when the king turned to glare at him.

	“Then you must rid me of Calla this night, for her influence on my daughter is great. At the death of my wife, Calla became queen, negating my throne. Bexely cannot rule until the Posidea festival has commenced and she is crowned. Equally, until the ceremony has completed, Calla will still be queen!,” the king spat, when Helios nodded.

	“It will be done this night milord,” Helios stated, then turned to go, when the king’s voice halted him.

	“I have no understanding why you cannot simply dispatch them both this night, Helios. Why, must I have fucking patience?,” the king spat.

	“If this is what milord wishes, it can be done, however as I have---,” Helios began, when the king cut him off.

	“I have no fucking cares for your advice, Helios, simply get it done,” the king hissed, Helios exhaled deeply, bowed, then nodded. He hurried from the chamber then. 

	King Oceanus grinned, then walked from the chamber as well, plans in motion. Kalista huffed up, walked from behind the statue of their beloved ocean mother, then hurried from the chamber herself. 

	She must warn Calla now.

	 


Calla’s 

	Chamber
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	“Milady!,”

	[image: Image] Kalista cried as she rushed into my chamber, when I looked up smiling.

	“What is it, Lista?,” I asked as I saw that she was greatly flustered.

	“Princess, the king and Lord Helios--,” she began, when I nodded sighing.

	“I have knowledge of the King’s meanderings just this evening from Ondine, and have set forth to quash them. I and Bexely are to depart this night, but you must keep silent at all cost, Lista. If I can somehow, find my consort, than the power we hold together, will not only thwart the king, but kill him and all those loyal to him as well. My mother had knowledge of his true intents with their marriage, so she forewarned me when I was a youngling,” I said as I reached for my rucksack with my most valued treasures. 

	“I vow, a team of wild seahorses will not drag it from me, milady!,” Kalista swore, when I grinned slightly.

	“Now, I must be off,” I said as I embraced her tightly, then rushed from my chamber.

	 


Bexely’s

	Chamber
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	“Bex…

	[image: Image] wake my love, we must hurry,” I said as I shook her, she rubbed her eyes, then sat up on the divan.

	“But why, Calla, Fereon was to take me to the furry on the morrow,” She whined, when I jerked her up and began to dress her in the human attire Mafera had fashioned for us.

	“It must wait, Bex, now hurry!,” I snapped, when she jerked on what Mafera had inferred to be a sweatshirt, and jeans, and I placed the coat on her. “Now Bex,” I snapped for a second time, then jerked up her hand and hurried us from the room towards the divide in the oceans between our world, and the humans.

	 


Chapter One

	Three-Years Later

	Midtown Manhattan

	Shift & Marlow Financial Corp

	Corporate Accounts
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	“What…

	[image: Image] the hell, Sanders?,” Oren cried as he walked into Joe’s office, and it was being rearranged. He looked towards Jason’s, and it too was being rearranged. Oren and Jason had been high school mates, were glued at the hip, and Joe had been not only his dad’s best friend; but like a second dad to him. 

	Both were killed in a car accident three-weeks ago, and the entire office as well as both his and Jason’s families were shook. Oren took a deep breath attempting to quell the rage, then glared at Sanders for a second time. Sanders exhaled deeply, then motioned Oren towards his office.

	“Why would you do this, Sanders, it hasn’t even been a fricken month yet!,” Oren fussed pissed, Sanders nodded grimacing, then motioned Oren into his office closing the door behind them. 

	“It’s not me Ren, the big Whigs want the office for some new VIP’s kid,” Sanders complained. 

	“Seriously? And the fact that Joseph Friedman was a loyal employee, not to mention gave twenty-five fucking years of his life to this office, obviously doesn’t count for shit, Sanders?,” Oren sent back glaring at his boss.

	“If I could son, you know that I would. I loved Joe like a brother. Hell, we went to college together, came up through the ranks, so believe me when I say, I am just as broken over this, if not more. Shit, I introduced him to Rebekah in college. But Wendel & Holms want this office vacated and remodeled by the end of the week,” Sanders stated, when Oren breathed out deeply running his fingers through his hair walking a complete circle, thrown that they would be this callous.

	“Assholes, fine. I guess now is as good a time as any to take my vacation; for if I see either one of them, the last ten years will go up in smoke,” Oren sent back running his fingers through his hair for a second time, his blue eyes reflecting his anger.

	“I agree, both will be here later this afternoon. Bonuses will be sent out later today, so I see no point in you not. Plus, you can stop off and give your condolences to Beka and Shannie,” Sanders sent back, Oren nodded blinking rapidly, shook Sanders’ hand, then left Sanders’ office heading towards his own.

	He snatched up his suitcoat, jerked his messenger bag onto his shoulder, waved to his office mates, then walked towards the elevators. He breathed out deeply for a second time to quell the pain in his chest, then dialed his dad’s number.

	“Hey pop. Yeah, I’m not even sure what to say to them,” Oren groaned, his breath catching, when his dad’s echoed it. “Okay, and the funeral is Thursday, right?,” Oren countered as the elevator doors opened, he stepped out and walked through the double doors onto Park Avenue.

	 


Hells Kitchen
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	Oren groaned…
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	for a second time as he threw his bag in the corner of his living room, then sunk onto the sofa groaning even louder. He snatched his cell from his pocket, then pressed Dianna’s number.

	“Hey?,” he said into the phone, when she exhaled noisily.

	“Hey Ren, so sorry about Jason and his dad,” she sent back, when he swallowed hard.

	“Thanks, I was thinking that--,” Oren began, when Dianna cut him off.

	“Let me stop you there, Ren. We broke up, you wanted something different, and I gave you that. And as much as I loved Jason and Joseph, I am only here for you for that. You can’t keep doing this to me. I’m living my separate life, just as you wanted it. And it isn’t fair that for the reason that you’re alone…and can’t have what you truly want…you call me. It took me awhile to figure it out that whatever it was you were searching for, I could never give it to you, I accepted it and moved on, to take care of myself. 

	My point is…you need to do the same. I’ll be here for you as a friend, Ren, like I always have been for the last ten-years, but nothing more,” Dianna returned; Oren nodded into the phone, then exhaled as she hung up.

	He wasn’t pissed, for she was right. 

	He decided to let the relationship go. 

	But it wasn’t for the reason that Dianna wasn’t an amazing person or wasn’t drop dead stunning; the long legs and blond hair to her butt proved it. It was just that whatever it was that linked one person to another in a romantic way, that deep bonding commitment; just wasn’t there for him, despite the fact that he loved her. They’d known each other since college as well. So, he’d allowed the relationship to fizzle, for to him something was still missing.

	Oren walked on towards his bedroom, removed his clothes in favor of a pair of sweats and a tee, then walked back into the living room walking towards the double windows. There was just something about winter and ice. Where most hated it, he loved the peace and solitude. He looked towards his bags in the corner, exhaled once more, then thought of home. He’d imagined himself actually moving to Maine permanently years ago. 

	He and Dianna had been in the height of their relationship, and he’d always assumed that they would get married at some point; but she hated Maine, so he’d pretty much put it from his mind.

	He inhaled, felt the ache in his chest, turned from the window, then walked to the bar and poured himself a drink. He looked towards the table where his phone was as if his six sense knew it was about to ring, then groaned when it did. He wasn’t sure what was wrong with him lately. 

	He was distraught over Jason’s death yes, but whatever this melancholy mood that had plagued him of late was even before the accident. Perfect example; he’d just walked in one day after six years of their relationship and told Dianna he wasn’t the same person anymore, and whatever it was that he was supposed to be feeling wasn’t there. 

	The only thing that made any of that bearable, despite the fact that he’d acted like a fucking douche asshole level twenty-five, was the fact that Dianna said she’d felt the same; as if the both of them were simply going through the motions now, and whatever relationship they’d had fizzled years ago. 

	He grumbled, since whatever it was that he just knew his life needed; he couldn’t quite put his finger on. He grunted as he swiped his phone answering it even against his better judgement as he plopped down on the sofa.

	“Hey, what up? We’re heading to Kiely’s for a drink in Jay’s honor. You in?,” Mahlik said, Oren breathed out deeply, then spoke.

	“Yea, I’ll be there in like thirty. Gotta change up,” Oren sent back.

	“Aight, see you in thirty,” Mahlik countered, then hung up. Oren jumped up from the sofa and rushed into his bedroom thankful for the distraction.

	 


Kiely’s Pub

	Midtown…
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	As Oren…

	[image: Image] walked into the bar, he smiled slightly as he saw his friends seated at the back of the pub. They waved him over, when he embraced them as he walked up.

	“How are you?,” Denae asked as she embraced him tightly, when Oren swallowed hard, then nodded blinking back the emotions.

	“Still a bit shocked,” Oren whispered, when Denae nodded.

	“I know, I still can’t wrap my head around it. I feel completely lost, Ren, and I’m having a hard time speaking with Rebekah and Shoshana. I mean I loved him; he was my life, we were getting married in September, but he was actually her son; and every time I look at her, I break down,” Denae said, her voice breaking, when Oren embraced her once more as she broke into sobs, he nodded to Teresa, then walked Denae onto the back patio.

	“Shit, maybe this was a bad idea. I wasn’t really thinking about Denae, or if she’d even show up when I set this up. I just wanted to get together and talk about how amazing Jason was as a friend,” Mahlik moaned, when the people at the table sighed.

	“Your heart was in the right place, baby; this is a lot to deal with, and you were trying to comfort,” Monica said as she caressed his hand, her blue eyes sorrowful as well.

	“Yea, but I think she needs this right now. And for the fact that Jason and Ren were so close, Ren is probably the only person right now that could seriously comfort her,” Rene said as she watched the two of them on the patio. 

	She’d always imagined that those two would end up together; but then Ren introduced her to Jason, and the grey eyes said all that Rene guessed Ren’s blue couldn’t. Rene chuckled to herself, mainly, for the reason that a brown woman had had two of the hottest white men in Manhattan panting after her.

	“You think he should just take her home?,” Abihu asked, his face scrunched up, when Rene exhaled.

	“I don’t think so, unless he stays with her. She shouldn’t be alone right now, and her parents aren’t due for another day. And God is the emotion at the Friedman’s overwhelming right now, and rightly so. Jay and I were just friends; I can’t even imagine how Denae is dealing with it by herself. I mean Rebekah is amazing, but they weren’t married yet, so it’s probably awkward too being there with all those white people,” Rene said, Monica huffed up, when Abihu gave Rene wide eyes. 

	“I so didn’t mean it like that, Monee, and you know it, it’s just that she’s the only person of color in any fricken room, so it is still awkward, even with how much the Friedman’s love her,” Rene elucidated.

	“Shush, here they come,” Mahlik said frowning at Rene, she exhaled noisily, then nodded.

	“I’m going to drive Denae home guys, I’ll catch you guys tomorrow,” Oren said frowning slightly. They nodded, then watched the two of them walk off.

	“How do you think, he’s doing?,” Abihu asked.

	“I’m sure devastated, but you know Ren, he refuses to show it; which isn’t good at all,” Monica said as Oren and Denae walked out the double doors, Oren speaking to her in hushed tones.

	“Six shots,” Abihu told the server as she passed, the group nodded, when the server walked towards the bar to complete the order.

	“I’m thinking I need more than a fucking shot,” Teresa said, when they nodded.
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