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The sea gives, and the sea takes. But some debts, once paid, are never forgotten.

"You're just a scaredy-cat, Finn," chuckled his first mate, Seamus, slapping a meaty hand on the wooden table. The impact sent sloshing ale over the rims of their pewter tankards. Around them, the tavern was a cacophony of drunken laughter and the roar of a fire fighting a losing battle against the gale howling outside. Rain lashed against the salt-crusted windows of the Salty Dog, but Captain Finn O'Malley's eyes remained fixed on the churning, black sea beyond. He took a slow sip of his rum, the amber liquid a familiar fire in his throat, yet it did little to warm the profound chill that had settled deep in his bones.

It was a chill that had little to do with the storm.

"Sirens? Pah!" Finn finally spat, turning his gaze from the tempest to fix Seamus with a look of weary disdain. He waved a dismissive hand, the leather of his captain's coat creaking with the movement. "Nothing but fishwives' tales to keep green boys from straying too far from their mothers' skirts. I've sailed these waters for twenty years, and the only deadly siren I've met is the one that sings from the bottom of a bottle."

Seamus leaned in closer, his broad shoulders blocking the flickering firelight. His breath reeked of strong ale and pickled herring. "But the men are spooked, Captain. Old Man Hemlock was spinning a yarn about the Maiden's Folly, vanished in this very strait not a year ago. Wreckage washed ashore clean as a whistle, but not a single soul was found. Said the ship looked like it was lured right onto the Dragon's Teeth rocks."

Finn’s jaw tightened. He knew the story. He also knew that storms, currents, and human error were far more common killers than mythical sea-witches. To believe otherwise was to give the sea a power, a malice, that he refused to acknowledge. The sea was chaos, nothing more. It had no will, no voice. It couldn't. To think it did was a path to madness.

"Hemlock is half-mad and perpetually drunk," Finn grumbled, draining his tankard. "The Folly was likely captained by a fool who thought himself wiser than the charts. We are not fools."

"But what if they're true, Captain?" Seamus pressed, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "What if there is a song on the water tonight?"

Finn's gaze, hard as flint, didn't waver. He thought of another storm, another ship, another voice lost to the waves. "Then let them sing their sweet songs to someone else," he said, the words tasting like ash in his mouth. "We sail on the morning tide."



The next morning, the skies were a painter's dream of cerulean blue, and the sea was a sheet of deceptive, glittering calm. The storm had broken as quickly as it had arrived, leaving behind air that smelled clean and sharp with salt. The crew of the Sea Serpent set sail, their drunken fears from the night before replaced by the familiar, rhythmic work of hoisting sails and coiling ropes. The ship, a beautiful and brutal vessel that was more home to Finn than any patch of dry land, cut through the waves with a satisfying hiss.

Finn stood at the helm, one hand resting on the smooth, worn wood of the ship's wheel. He felt the vessel's life thrumming up through the deck, a vibration that was as familiar to him as his own heartbeat. For a few blessed hours, there was only the sun on his face, the cry of gulls, and the steady creak of his ship. The ghosts that haunted his waking hours were silent, drowned out by the routine of the sea.

It was mid-afternoon when the first note drifted across the water.

It was so faint, so ethereal, it was almost imperceptible—a single, high, crystalline sound that could have been the wind whistling through the rigging in a peculiar way. Finn’s head tilted, his brow furrowing. Then it came again, joined by another, and another, weaving together into a soft, haunting melody. It was a tune that seemed to bypass the ears and sink directly into the soul.

The crew began to slow, their movements becoming sluggish. A deckhand coiling a rope froze mid-task, his head cocked, a distant, dreamy look on his face. Another, swabbing the deck, leaned against his mop, his eyes wide and unfocused. The easy chatter of the morning died, replaced by a heavy, expectant silence, broken only by the lapping of the waves and that impossible, enchanting music.

Finn clenched the ship's wheel, his knuckles turning white. He recognized the cadence from the old lullabies his grandmother used to sing—the forbidden ones, the salt-stained lullabies of the siren's song. He had never believed in such nonsense, not until this very moment.

The music grew louder, more alluring, a complex harmony that promised everything a man could ever desire. It spoke of endless gold in sunken chests, of feasting and glory, of a hero's welcome in a port he’d never known. To Finn, it sang a different promise. It whispered of peace. An end to the relentless striving, the lonely nights, the gnawing memory of a face he could no longer quite recall. It promised a quiet, cool, silent embrace. Oblivion.

With the song came an eerie, pearlescent mist, rising from the placid water as if the sea itself were exhaling. It swirled around the Sea Serpent, clinging to the wood, obscuring the horizon and the sun. The air grew cool and damp, carrying a scent that was both intoxicating and unnerving—salt, yes, but also something ancient and floral, like funeral lilies on a forgotten grave.

The ship lurched violently to starboard, the helm fighting against his grip. An unseen current had seized them, pulling them off course.

Panic, sharp and sudden, finally broke the spell for some of the crew. "It's a trap!" a young sailor shrieked, his voice cracking with terror. "The sirens! They're luring us to our doom!"

"The Dragon's Teeth!" Seamus roared, his face pale as bone as he pointed into the thickening fog. Through a momentary gap, Finn saw them: jagged black rocks jutting out from the sea like the teeth in a monstrous, waiting jaw.

Finn’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the song's seductive rhythm. He fought the pull on the wheel, his muscles straining, veins standing out on his forearms. But it was like fighting the tide itself. The music was a physical presence now, wrapping around them, a lover's caress with the strength of an anchor chain. It coiled in his gut, a sickening, thrilling knot of desire and dread. It wasn't just in the air; it was inside him, resonating in his blood, making his mind swirl with images of a world beneath the waves. He saw a throne of coral and pearl, treasures beyond any mortal king's, and a queen... a queen whose beauty could make a man forget his own name, his own soul.

"Cut the anchors! Back the sails! Full rudder, now!" Finn roared, his voice raw, barely heard over the enthralling melody that promised him everything his broken heart yearned for.

But it was too late. The crew was a mix of petrified statues and panicking fools. The ship was held fast in the siren's grip, its course unchangeable.

A deafening crack, like the sky splitting open, echoed as the Sea Serpent's hull scraped hard against the reef. The sound of splintering timbers was a scream of agony from the ship he loved. Men were thrown from their feet. The main mast groaned, shuddered, and then snapped, crashing down onto the deck in a tangled mess of canvas and rope.

The world dissolved into a chaos of shouting, shattering wood, and the ceaseless, beautiful, triumphant song. The ship tilted, water pouring over the rails. Finn lost his footing, his grip on the wheel torn away as he was thrown across the deck. His head connected with the railing with a sickening thud.

His last sensation was of the cold, dark water closing over him. The sirens' song was loudest here, a deafening symphony inside his skull. It was no longer a promise of peace, but a declaration of ownership. As his consciousness frayed, he felt himself being pulled not down, but forward, through the crushing deep. And in the blackness, he saw her.

Just a glimpse. Luminous eyes the color of priceless pearls, regarding him with ancient amusement. Hair that flowed around her face not like hair at all, but like living strands of midnight kelp. And a smile—a smile that held all the cruel beauty and terrible hunger of the sea itself.

Then, the world, and Captain Finn O'Malley, went dark.
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Consciousness returned not as a gentle dawn, but as a cold, crushing tide. Finn’s first sensation was the rhythmic, gentle lapping of water against stone, a sound far too soft for the violent memory of his ship’s demise. A dull, percussive ache pounded behind his eyes, a phantom echo of the sirens' song. His body felt impossibly heavy, weighted down not just by waterlogged clothes but by an oppressive lethargy that seemed to seep from the very air.

He tried to sit up, to push himself from the ground, but his arms wouldn’t obey. A groan escaped his lips, rough and raw. He cracked open his eyelids, the light a strange, sickly green that made him wince. As his vision swam into focus, he found himself bound. Thick, rubbery strands of kelp, strong as iron chains, were wrapped tight around his wrists and ankles, securing him to a flat, damp slab of black rock. The seaweed bit into his skin, the salt stinging the raw abrasions beneath.

He was in a cavern, a vast grotto whose ceiling was lost in shadow. The only light emanated from clusters of phosphorescent fungi that grew in eerie constellations on the damp walls, casting long, dancing shadows that writhed like living things. The air was cool and heavy with the scent of brine, wet stone, and something else... something cloyingly sweet, like night-blooming flowers and ancient decay. The gentle lapping was the sound of an underground pool, its surface a sheet of shimmering, unnatural turquoise in the ghostly light.

This was no survivor's cove. This was a tomb. A beautiful, terrifying tomb.

"Welcome, Captain O'Malley."

The voice was not a sound he heard, but a melody he felt. It resonated through the stone beneath him, vibrated in the marrow of his bones, and wrapped around his mind like a silken shroud. It was the voice from the song, distilled to its purest, most potent form.

He twisted his head, his neck muscles screaming in protest, to find the source of the melody. There, standing at the edge of the pool, was the creature from his final, drowning vision. She was both more beautiful and more horrifying than his fractured memory could conjure.

Her skin possessed a pale, nacreous lustre, shimmering with faint, iridescent colours like the inside of an abalone shell. Her hair, the colour of darkest midnight, was not hair at all, but a living mantle of fine, flowing kelp that floated in the humid air as if she were still submerged in the deep. It framed a face of impossible, heart-stopping perfection—high cheekbones, a sharp jaw, and lips the colour of deep-water coral.

But it was her eyes that held him captive. They were large and luminous, without pupils or sclera, only the solid, milky gleam of polished pearls. They regarded him not with the heat of human emotion, but with the cool, detached curiosity of an immortal predator observing its new-caught prey. She was Deirdre, the Siren
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