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Listening to the gentle splashing of the waves, Jean secured his fishing pole to the railing and leaned back in his chair. It always was a treat to sneak out before the tourists hit the water. They were most certainly his bread and butter but he enjoyed the quiet tranquility of the sunrise with only the sounds of the water, the wind, the birds, and the occasional swat of a fish not likely to take the bait on his hook.

‘No worries.’ He thought, swaying his feet over the railing and wishing his toes could reach the water. His charter fishing boat – lovingly named the BoRen after both his grandmothers; Bo and Renee - was too high in the water for that. ‘More fish for the tourists.’ This morning wasn’t about sport for Jean; it was about calm waters and the sun on his dark brown skin. The wind picked up and made his dreadlocks tap against the back of his chair as he reclined with his arms folded over his bare chest. He could feel sweat threatening to bead on his skin as the day warmed and the promise of another hot day. This late August has been particularly brutal but the marlin and yellowfin have been plentiful; enough for Jean to consider sneaking away for a day off. But with the cost of diesel showing no signs of mercy, Jean checked his phone for the time; giving himself half an hour before heading back to the dock for more customers.

After a few moments of contentment, Jean’s line went taught and the fishing rod bent violently towards the water. He cracked open one eye, disbelieving the sight until whatever was on the line pulled so hard, the boat tilted with it. Jean leaped from his seat and grabbed the fishing rod to pull his catch in. The fish fought harder than any other Jean had ever encountered and he braced one bare foot just under the metal railing to pull as hard as he could. He felt the rod strain under the weight, the line shook as his catch struggled for freedom.

Sweat dripping in rivulets, Jean gave one final heave only to be rewarded with a sharp thump against the side of the boat. The line went still but hadn’t snapped. Curiosity and confusion kept Jean’s hand reeling on the line; feeling the weight but no resistance. Did the fish get partially eaten by a larger predator? Did the hook rip free after snagging on some debris?

Jean leaned over the railing and secured the rod in a holder. His heart skipped.

‘Is that... Hair?’ He thought, squinting down and the snarl in the water. When a pale blue face bobbed into view, Jean’s own face drained of color.

“Oh my God!” Grabbing his emergency ladder and his great grandmother’s pocket knife, he hooked the ladder to the railing and scrambled down the metal rungs to pull the figure closer to him.

‘Oh, sweet fuck, I found a dead body. Somebody got kidnapped or robbed and it all went wrong and I’m gonna have the cops shut down my boat...’ He tried not to panic or disturb any possible evidence by doing anything more than tug on the fishing line. ‘But I can’t leave it in the water.’ The form rose up further, revealing a torso wrapped in thin gray material. ‘Her. Can’t leave her in the water.’ He thought, scolding himself for being so callous. The woman was blue all over, her lips a darker hue and her hair a much paler shade and with a sea green gloss to it.

Suddenly she shivered and blinked up at Jean, terror filling her blue-black eyes. For a moment they were frozen there, but she broke the trance, a hiss slipping from her lips as she thrashed to get away from him.

“Wait!” Jean stumbled over every letter, biting his tongue. “The hook!”

But the panicked woman ignored him, wrenching the line hard enough for the cord to dig into Jean’s palm; drawing blood. He winced and fumbled with the pocket knife in his other hand. She hissed again when she saw it and in her squirming, a flash of a fishtail broke the surface of the water.

“I’m just going to cut the line.” He tried to sound soothing but Jean’s hands were trembling with fear. The line cut deeper into his skin as he went to cut it below his hand and the moment the blade went through, the woman vanished with what Jean swears is the glint of scales.

Favoring his injured hand, Jean climbed up the ladder and left it hanging while he went to clean out his wound. Despite the bleeding, there were only small cuts on the side of his palm and between his thumb and index finger. Nothing requiring more than some regular band-aids.

Once his hand had been tended to, Jean rolled up his emergency ladder and replayed the event over and over in his head. The woman’s skin was blue like he thought a dead body would be but clearly, she was alive. She looked at him with such terror, she must have thought Jean would hurt her. And did she have a fishtail? Such things just aren’t possible, right?

The crackling of his radio shattered his thoughts. “Hey, Jean! You takin’ customers today? The dock’s fillin’ up.”

Jean awkwardly maneuvered the radio with his good hand, unfortunately his left and Jean was right-handed. “Copy, Marco. Just ran out for a quick one. Be back in twenty.”

“Gotcha, buddy. See ya soon.”

Forcing himself to put it out of his mind, Jean secured the cut line and steered BoRen back to the waiting customers lined up and ready for a peaceful day of fishing.
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“Kevi!”

The owner of the nickname winced but dutifully pushed himself up from the rock he should be relaxing on. “What now?”

“I can’t get this thing out of my hair!” She shrieked, barreling towards him and causing fish to scatter from her path.

Kevi swam up to meet her, his powerful tail leaving a cloud of sand behind him. “I repeat, what have you done now?”

“I was up near the surface-”

“Oh, jeez” He groaned.

“Ugh! I got caught on a hook and hit the boat with my head, okay! Scold me later. I can’t see this thing to get it out!”

“One of these days, you’ll end up on the wrong end of some scientist’s scalpel.” Kevi rolled his eyes, dark blue like his sister’s, and flicked his hand toward the formally relaxing stone. “Go on and sit still so I can work it out.”

Bevi did as she was told, her tail nervously twitching and clawed fingers tangled together to keep from fussing. “It was off schedule from the usual fishing times so I didn’t think there was much risk.”

“Did you forget about the overnight trips?” Kevi smoothed the untangled hair out of the way and picked at the snarl with his claws.

“This was a small boat that doesn’t do the overnights, bro.” Bevi crossed her arms over her chest in a huff, not disturbing the sharkskin wrapped around her breasts. “I’m no child. Stop thinking I’m stupid.”

“She says as I untangle a fishing hook and line from her hair.” Kevi tugged the last few strands free and swam in front of her to show the thing off in his palm. “You should start collecting these for posterity. Imagine the intimidating necklace you could make!” He teased, smiling to reveal gleaming white, sharp teeth.

“Ha, ha.” Bevi scrunched up her nose at the hook. “You keep it if you want.”

“Were you seen?”

Bevi shrugged. “Yeah, but the human let me go. He looked as scared as I was but he cut the line so I could get away.

Keverian’s mocking grin slid from his face. “He saw what you were and let you go?”

Bevi blushed a deeper blue and refused to meet his eyes. “Uh... No?”

Kevi sighed heavily, his broad shoulders sagging in exasperation. “Damnit, Bevi. You owe that human a debt.”

She pushed herself up nose to nose with her brother. “I am not going back to that boat. I already cracked my head on it once! I am done with the surface for a long time.”

“You should have been done before this!” Keverian didn’t back down, his jaw set firm. “You know the elders will tell you to go if you don’t volunteer. And if you don’t at least report the encounter and they learn about it through rumors...”

“I’ve seen them three times this month.” She murmured, breaking eye contact with him to stare at the ocean floor.

“Oh gods, Bevi. Forget the elders. Once Mom gets her hands on you, you won’t see sunlight for years.”

Beveria looked up at her brother through her long eyelashes, her full lips set in a pout.

“No.”

“Come on! You’re the darling child! If you go for me,”

“Beveria, are you kidding me?”

“You could go and come back and nobody would ever know!”

“No way.” Keverian turned and swam away from her, shaking his head. “You’ll get us both in trouble.”

Beveria darted in front of him. “Please? You’ve always been great at blending in when you go on land!”

“Because I only go when I’m told! With permission! In an emergency! An emergency, Bevi, not foolishness!”

“I will owe you the biggest favor! The biggest ever!”

Kevi tried to ignore his little sister’s pleading eyes but she knew his weakness: the quivering lip. “I’m going to regret this.”

His sister squealed and threw her arms around Keverian’s neck and squeezed so hard, he gasped. “You are the best!” She kissed his cheek.

“Yeah, yeah, tell me that after you grant me my biggest favor ever. Now, tell me what he looks like and the name of the boat if you saw it so I can get this over with.”
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