					Siren
It’s calling me; your voice. It reverberates like the ripples in the ocean’s expanse. Water enters my lungs but I remain calm. I plunge deeper beneath the waves, your voice echoing in my thoughts. Burden. Temptress. Bad luck. Stowaway. These thoughts seem to choke my lungs even further. My eyes shoot open. I’m alive. My legs once bound by rope now fused together into a powerful tail. I no longer struggle to breathe. I smile then take off towards your ship. The one attempting to abandon its crime scene. You’ll realize the mistake you’ve made. You’ll scream as I drag you further from the surface. Your ship is in my sight now, my lips curled into a cruel smile. I call to the others. The ones who’ve ended up just like me. They come by the thousand, sharp nails scraping and clawing at your boats’ belly. The jagged grinding: the same as carving flesh. We hear you and your men crying out. Praying out to someone, anyone to rescue you from your already sealed fate. But all in vain; the salty sea rushes to swallow you whole. Lakes of blood mix with the sea foam. A haunting melody encircles you. Our raspy voices pull you in ever closer. We’ve devoured your fear and soak in your pain. The sea claims another vessel. A manmade skeleton sinking to the pits of the blackened sea. The last thing you lay eyes upon is my toothy grin. It’s revenge for the world of hurt you’ve caused. Eyes with regret in every fiber of your being. The look upon your face is sweet to the salty cruelty put upon me, upon us. Hissing and cackling, our gathering disperses. I swim through the darkness, hounding out another vessel to destroy.
