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The Anglerfish Monster & The Overboard Girl


Johnson's lure pulsed with a soft, blue light, illuminating the cave and the woman, Lola, who sat propped against the wall, watching him. 
His new appendage, slick and sensitive, twitched against his thigh, a foreign nerve bundle screaming with every shift of her body, every breath she took.
The scent of her: salt, human sweat, something warm and alive, flooded his gills, making his head spin. He had saved her from the storm, but now this… this wanting felt like a different kind of drowning.
He stood frozen, a statue of black fish-skin and deep-sea muscle, his webbed fingers curled at his sides. The cool cave air did nothing to soothe the heat radiating from the center of him.
The thing, his cock, a word he’d scavenged from sunken wreckage, was fully extruded now.
It was long, thicker at the base, tapering slightly, and glistening with a natural, clear slickness that caught the bioluminescent glow. It hung heavy between his thighs, twitching again as Lola shifted her weight, the wet fabric of her trousers whispering against the stone.
"That's new," Lola said. Her voice was a rasp, raw from swallowed seawater, but there was no fear in it.
Johnson’s massive head tilted. A low, guttural click vibrated in his chest.
He had no words for this.
The sensation was a storm inside him, all pressure and lightning-strike nerves. He watched her face, the way her brown eyes tracked the movement of his lure, then dropped, unwavering, down the length of his body. She didn’t look away. Her gaze was a physical touch, and his cock jerked in response, a bead of something thicker than seawater pearling at the tip.
"Does it… hurt?" she asked. She pushed a strand of wet, dark hair from her cheek. The scrape on her forearm stood out in angry red against her sun-warmed skin.
Another click, softer. He shook his head slowly, the lure swaying.
No. It didn’t hurt.
It ached.
It was a hollow, desperate ache that seemed to pull from the very pit of his being, centering in that sensitive, exposed flesh.
It was an ache to be touched.
The concept was alien, terrifying. In the black silence of the trench, touch was collision, was combat, was the closing of jaws. This was different. This was the warmth of her across the cave, a siren call his whole body strained toward.
Lola let out a slow breath. She leaned her head back against the cave wall, but her eyes stayed on him. "Right. Doesn't hurt. Just… happens. When you see something you like."
He understood the words, but their meaning was a current he couldn’t navigate.
Like.
He liked the shimmer of squid. He liked the taste of cold, pressure-crushed crab.
This was not that.
This need stripped him of thought, reducing the vast, intelligent curiosity he held for the surface world to a single, primal point of focus: her.
He took a step forward. One webbed foot settled on the stone with a soft, wet sound. The blue light from his lure danced over her, catching the curve of her lower lip, the swell of her breast beneath the soaked cotton of her shirt. Her scent intensified, that warm, living musk cutting through the salt. His gills flared, drinking it in.
Lola didn’t flinch. She watched him come, her own breathing deepening. "You saved me," she said, as if reminding herself. "Pulled me right out of the black. Never seen anything like you, not in any story."
He was close enough now that the faint heat from her body reached him. It was a dry, bright heat, so different from the eternal chill of his world. He stopped, his own massive frame casting her into shadow, his lure the only source of light. He could see the pulse in her throat, a rapid, fluttering rhythm. He wanted to press his mouth there, to feel that life beat against his teeth.
The thought made a shudder roll through him, from the crown of his head down the ridge of his spine, making his cock sway and drip.
"Johnson," he rumbled, the name strange and heavy in his mouth. He’d taken it from a metal plate on a sunken hull. It was the only thing to call himself.
"Lola," she answered. A faint, wild smile touched her lips. "You can talk."
"Little." The effort was immense. Language was air, and he was built for water. His voice was the creak of a ship's timbers in the deep, the groan of continental plates.
He lifted a hand, black and webbed. He hovered it near her face, not touching, just feeling the radiant warmth of her skin. The curiosity was a physical pain, sharper now, mingled with the ache.
She didn’t move. She let his hand hover, her eyes locked on his—or where she thought his eyes were, in the shadow beneath the glowing lure. "It's okay," she whispered. The sound was swallowed by the drip of water, the sigh of the distant tide. "You can."
His fingertips, slick and cool, brushed her cheek. The contact was an electric shock. It jolted up his arm, seized his chest, and pulled a ragged groan from the depths of his throat.
Her skin was so soft.
Impossibly soft.
He traced the line of her jaw, the pad of his thumb grazing the corner of her mouth. She was warm. Alive. Real.
Her breath hitched as her own hand came up, calloused and strong, and covered his. She didn’t push it away. She held it there, pressing his palm more firmly to her face. Her skin was hot against his cooler, slick flesh. "See?" she murmured, her lips moving against his thumb. "Not so scary."
But he was scared. He was terrified. This was an uncharted abyss.
Every sensation was magnified, screaming along nerves he didn't know he possessed. The rough texture of her palm. The damp silk of her hair where it touched his wrist. The way her eyelashes fluttered when he traced the arch of her brow. And beneath it all, the relentless, throbbing demand of his own body, the slick shaft heavy and full, brushing against his thigh as he leaned closer.
He made a sound, a confused, yearning rumble.
He let her guide his hand down, over the column of her throat, to the neckline of her shirt. The wet cotton  was nearly transparent. He could see the dark shadow of her nipple beneath, peaked tight from the cave's chill or from this, from him.
The hollow ache in his gut twisted, became a sharp, clenching need.
Lola’s other hand moved then, not to his face, but down. Her fingers, tentative but sure, brushed the back of his thigh, then trailed inward. She was moving toward the heat, toward the source of his trembling. Johnson froze, every muscle locking.
A high, thin whine escaped his maw, a sound he’d never made before.
Her fingertips found him. Not on the shaft, but on the inner slope of his thigh, just beside it. The touch was fire. He jerked, a full-body spasm, and a fresh wave of that clear slickness wept from his cock, dripping onto the stone between his feet. The scent of it, musky and deep, mixed with her own in the damp air.
"Shhh," she soothed, though her own breath was coming fast now. "Easy. I've got you." Her fingers slid higher, a whisper of touch along the sensitive skin where his shaft met his body.
The sensation was so intense it was nearly painful. His vision, attuned to the faintest glow, swam with her heat signature. He was panting, great heaves of his chest that fluttered his gills.
Then her hand closed around him.
Johnson’s world shattered into pure sensation. Her grip was firm, her palm hot and slightly rough. The contrast of her dry, living heat against his wet, cool flesh was catastrophic.
He cried out, a raw, booming sound that echoed in the cavern. His hips bucked forward instinctively, sliding his length through her fist. The friction was unbelievable. Every ridge, every vein was a live wire. He could feel the pulse in her wrist beating against him.
"Oh," Lola breathed, her eyes wide with awe, not fear. She looked from her hand, wrapped around his girth, back to his face. She gave an experimental stroke, from root to tip, her thumb smearing the slickness that gathered at the head.
It was too much.
It was not enough.
Johnson’s hands, which had been hovering, suddenly found her shoulders. He didn’t grab; he clung, his webbed fingers pressing into the sodden fabric, needing an anchor as she destroyed him. His cock throbbed in her grasp, hard as deep-sea stone, yet so sensitive he felt he might dissolve with every movement of her hand.
He was learning. This was touch. This was connection. This was the frantic, gasping opposite of the silent, crushing dark.
It was her smell in his lungs, her heat in his hand, her rough skin on the most vulnerable part of him.
It was a language his body understood instantly, a hunger named and given form.
Lola leaned forward, her forehead nearly touching his chest. She was watching her hand work him, her strokes growing more confident, twisting slightly at the top. "You feel that?" she whispered, more to herself than to him. "God, you're beautiful. Like nothing else."
Beautiful, the word meant nothing, but the reverence in her voice meant everything.
He was unspooling, a tight coil in his lower belly winding tighter and tighter with every pass of her hand. A new pressure built, terrifying and inevitable. He made a series of frantic clicks, a warning he didn't know how to voice.
She understood. She slowed, then stopped, her hand still wrapped around the base, holding him. She was breathing hard too, her cheeks flushed. She looked up at him, the blue glow painting her face in otherworldly shades.
"Not yet," she said, her voice husky. "We're just getting started."
With her free hand, she began to fumble with the fastenings of her trousers. Johnson watched, mesmerized, the deep, gnawing hunger shifting, focusing, as she pushed the wet fabric down over her hips. The cave air touched new skin, and he saw the thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs, the powerful curves of her hips laid bare. The scent of her changed, deepened, became a rich, salty-sweet musk that made his mouth water and his cock leap in her loose grip.
This was the shore.
This was the warm, living world he’d watched from below, and she was opening it to him. The drowning feeling returned, but he no longer fought it. He let the current take him, his whole being focused on the woman pulling him into the light.
His hands left her shoulders, drifting down as if pulled by the tide of his own hunger. The webbing between his fingers stretched taut, black and slick, as his palms settled on the bare skin of her hips. He felt the solid curve of bone beneath warm, living flesh. A shudder ran through him.
Lola released her grip on his cock, letting her hand fall away to brace against the cave wall. She watched his face, her lips parted. "Go on," she breathed. "I won't break."
He didn't know how to do this.
His touch had only ever been for hunting, for anchoring, for tearing.
This was a different kind of exploration.
He traced the dip of her waist, the swell of her hip, his fingertips mapping her like a sunken wreck he needed to memorize. Her skin was so smooth, except for the fine grain of salt and the occasional silvered scar—a life lived on the water, written on her.
​
He slid his hands around to the small of her back, pressing into the gentle hollow there. She arched into the contact with a soft sigh, and the movement pushed her stomach against the throbbing length of him. The jolt of sensation made him groan, a deep, watery sound. He froze, afraid to move, afraid to break the moment.
"It's okay," she murmured, her hands coming up to rest on his forearms. Her touch was an anchor. "You can't hurt me by feeling me."
Emboldened, he let his hands drift lower, over the full, heavy curves of her backside. The flesh was resilient, soft yet powerful. He squeezed gently, testing the give, and another one of those high, thin whines escaped his maw. The heat here was incredible. It seeped into his cooler skin, a brand.
He dropped to his knees on the cold stone. The position brought his face to her stomach level. His lure cast its blue glow over the plane of her abdomen, the dark line of hair leading down from her navel. The scent of her was overwhelming here—salt, sea, and that profound, musky sweetness that made his mouth flood with saliva. He nuzzled his face against her lower belly, the rough texture of his fish-skin a stark contrast to her softness.
Lola gasped, her fingers tangling in the strange, fleshy filaments near his head. "Oh, god. Johnson."
He didn't have words. He had need.
He turned his head, pressing an open-mouthed kiss to the skin just inside her hip bone. He didn't use teeth; he simply let his lips, thin and cool, rest there, feeling the pulse beneath. He inhaled, his gills fluttering wildly, drinking her directly from the source.
His hands slid around to her inner thighs. They were strong, tensed, and trembling slightly. He urged them apart with gentle pressure from his webbed hands. She complied, shifting her stance and opening herself to the cool cave air and his gaze.
There, in the blue light, was the heart of her warmth. A thatch of dark, wet curls. Folds of skin, glistening with her own slickness, a deeper, more vibrant pink than anything in his world. The scent bloomed, rich and primal, and his cock gave a violent twitch against his stomach, weeping a clear strand of fluid that dripped onto the rock between his knees.
A clicking rumble built in his chest, pure awe. He leaned closer, until his breath, cooler than the air, washed over her.
"Are you… looking?" Her voice was strangled, half-laugh, half-moan.
He was. He was committing every detail to a memory deeper than instinct. The way the folds parted slightly. The bead of moisture gathering at her entrance. The intricate, vulnerable architecture of her.
His curiosity was a physical ache, sharper than the one in his groin.
He lifted a hand, staring at his own black, webbed fingers. He brought a single fingertip to her, not entering, just tracing the outer swell.
She was so hot. Burning. Her flesh yielded under his touch, silken and wet. A choked sound escaped her, and her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk forward, seeking more pressure.
He gave it to her. He pressed the pad of his finger more firmly against her, sliding through the slickness, learning the shape of her. He found a small, hardened nub at the apex of her folds and circled it experimentally.
Lola cried out, her knees buckling. She caught herself on his broad shoulders, nails digging into his slick skin. "There. Right there. Don't stop."
The command was a current he could follow. He focused on that one point, rubbing slow, deliberate circles, his gaze fixed on her face. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open, every muscle in her neck taut.
He watched her pleasure like a man watching a storm surface—with terror and utter fascination.
Her reactions were a language. The gasp meant he should continue. The arch of her back meant he should press harder. The broken whisper of his name meant he was doing something right.
He added a second finger, spreading her slickness, exploring the entrance to her body. It was a tight, hot ring of muscle. The thought of pushing inside, of being surrounded by that heat, made his own length throb so painfully he had to grit his needle-teeth.
But he didn't enter. Not yet. This was her threshold, and he was learning it.
He bent his head, unable to resist any longer. He dragged his tongue, long and cooler than a human's, up through her folds in one broad, flat stroke.
The taste exploded in his mouth—complex, salty, profoundly her. Lola screamed, a raw, unfettered sound that echoed off the cave walls. Her hands fisted in the flesh around his lure, pulling hard. The spark of pain mixed with the taste of her, and it was transcendent.
He feasted.
He licked and suckled, learning what made her legs shake, what made her sob his name into the darkness. He drank her slickness, lapped at her clit with a focused, relentless rhythm that was entirely alien to him but felt as natural as the hunt. Her taste was on his tongue, in his gills, becoming part of him.
Her climax hit suddenly, her body seized, clamping around the fingers he had finally, gently, pushed inside her. She chanted a stream of curses and pleas, her hips grinding against his face, riding out the convulsions.
He held her through it, his hands gripping her thighs, keeping his mouth on her until the last tremor subsided and she sagged, boneless, against the cave wall.
He pulled back slowly, his mouth and chin glistening with her. He looked up at her, panting.
Her eyes were glazed, her body slack with spent pleasure. The hunger in him had not abated. It had been given a taste, and now it roared, demanding more.
He rose to his feet, his massive frame towering over her again. His cock, neglected and aching, bobbed heavily between them, slick with his own need. He took her face in both his hands, tilting it up to the blue glow of his lure. He needed her to see him, all of him, in this moment.
Lola blinked, coming back to herself. She looked from his face down to his throbbing length, then back up. A slow, sated, wicked smile spread across her lips. She reached down, wrapping her hand around him once more. Her grip was sure. "My turn," she whispered.
She guided him toward her, the broad, slick head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. The heat was a palpable force, even through the sensitivity.
Johnson trembled, a low, continuous rumble vibrating in his chest.
He was poised at the brink of a new abyss.
"Slow," she breathed, her eyes locked with his. "Go slow."
He obeyed, pushing forward with an infinitesimal shift of his hips. The resistance was immediate, incredible. Her body yielded, then gripped, a tight, velvety heat that began to swallow him.
The sensation was beyond anything.
It was connection, completion, a home he never knew he lacked. A guttural roar tore from him as he sank deeper, inch by impossible inch, filled with her light, her heat, her life, until he was buried to the hilt, and the world was reduced to the place where their bodies joined.
Instinct took him.
The slow, careful joining shattered. The moment he was fully seated inside her, a switch flipped in the deep, ancient parts of his brain. Completion









