Escaping Fate


Jessika whined softly, still squirming helplessly.


It had been going so well… she’d been well on her way to not only surviving, but acing her hunting initiation with Melissa and Serena.  They’d caught and eaten various prey, and they’d been enjoying themselves…


Then they’d decided to kill and share an octopus…


How the fuck did I not see the ten legs? She wondered in rage and frustration, crying salty tears into her captor’s fleshy insides.  She squirmed again, uselessly.  How did I not realize it was a Sucktopus?! Teach told us!  She told us!

The sucktopus was still swimming leisurely through the water.  She could feel it jerk from time to time as Serena and Melissa, too, struggled futilely to escape, as did that angel that had woken the monster and gotten them all devoured alive.  She could still hear them whimpering from time to time, like her.


Her skin was tingling… itching, really.  The sucktopus’ digestive fluids had been working on her for hours, but since it was continually siphoning seawater through its tentacle, the acids worked only slowly.  On the one hand, that would mean she could theoretically escape, since the moving water kept her gills oxygenated… but on the other hand, that meant she would be alive for a very long time while it digested her alive… which would be a horrendous experience…


She wept softly into the creature’s flesh.  She didn’t want to die… even worse, she didn’t want to suffer…


What would her mother think of her now?  The daughter of the great Adriana, being stupidly eaten by a mere sucktopus…


She stopped squirming, but kept weeping.  She was such a failure… such a disappointment to her mother’s great history.  She would have been better off had her mother simply eaten her merman father, rather than toy with him first…


Jessika’s eyes opened, but she closed them again right away so as not to get blinded by the acids.  Nonetheless, she stopped squirming and whimpering as a sudden hope appeared in her mind.


Her father had been a merman, but the only obvious sign of it on her body had always been her blue hair.  But then, around when she’d entered puberty, she’d discovered another trait he’d given her…


Quietly, she sucked in some of the water around her, and she tried to relax.  She tried to reach for that rare talent she had, and over which she had so little control, usually…


She began to sing.


It was an eerie, keening sound.  It really didn’t seem so much different from her cries of misery from only seconds before, but to her ear it sounded different, on a slightly unusual key.


Please work, she begged silently.  She heard her singing lose the unique tone as she lost concentration, so she focused again and drew the sound back into the song once more.


Though nothing seemed to happen for some time, she kept at it, running water from her gills to her lungs to keep the song constant.  She imagined sleepiness and calm, and the song was, indeed, calming to her.  She was able to ignore the itching of her skin as she sang for her life.


She didn’t really care when she realized Serena, Melissa, and the angel had stopped struggling and making noise.  The sucktopus, also, had mostly stopped moving, and after a time she felt it settle quietly to the ocean floor, swaying its main body gently left and right.


She knew it was working.  The special song she had inherited through her father’s genes was the song of the siren, rare even amongst mermaids but an amazing ability to a sharkling like her.  She’d never really been able to control it… but being near death could apparently work wonders…


Quietly the sucktopus relaxed completely into the sand, its tentacles unfurling as it slipped into sleep.  She continued singing anyway, well aware that stopping would allow the beast to re-awaken, particularly since she now began to squirm once more.


The tentacle was sucking up far less water than before, and she found breathing was getting difficult; however it also reduced the force keeping her inside the hollow tentacle.  There was a chance she could escape, if she didn’t pass out from lack of oxygen…


With great difficulty, she began working her tail and arms, trying to pull her way out of the stretchy tentacle.  She pushed downward and backward with her tail before easing it back into its drawn-out position and repeating the process.  At first she saw no result and began to despair, but after a time she realized that she had indeed slid backward just a bit.


Reassured, she redoubled her efforts, concentrating on her singing.  The sucktopus must not wake up now.  It would just suck her up again, and no way did she want that.


However, as she ground her body into its mushy folds, her excitement at making progress began to change into something else.  She found her song faltering somewhat, or at least changing, as she found her body growing hot.  She found, somewhat to her embarrassment, that her belly seemed to be sliding better, now… because she was adding her own lubricant to the sucktopus’ fleshy walls…


But she didn’t fight the feeling, and for various reasons.  Yes, it was helping in her escape, but also, if she didn’t make her escape, she might as well enjoy as much of her remaining time as possible.


To her joy, she discovered that the tip of her tail had emerged from the tentacle’s tip.  Overjoyed she continued to squirm, finding now that her song had changed even more, but was still keeping the beast and the other females asleep.  However she heard muffled moans, and suspected she was causing them to have rather… nice dreams.


She didn’t mind.  She wouldn’t be able to rescue the other two shark-girls, so she may as well at least give them a little pleasure before leaving them to their fate.


But… speaking of pleasure…


She’d managed to pull herself out of the tentacle to the base of her thighs, now.  Very soon she would be able to grab the edges of the tentacle’s maw with her hands…


But in the meantime…


Her hands had been pressed down in front of her shark-maw this whole time.  She’d not bothered to, but all she’d had to do was pull them up just a bit… and…


Her song became punctuated by moans, mostly hers but also from the other three females, as her hands began working at her sex.  She discovered that even without using her hands she’d already been close, so close…


She actually stopped squirming her way free for a few minutes, once her lower body had completely emerged from the plant.  She worked herself feverishly, and began crying out in pleasure, only to have the sounds emerge in her song instead of in her regular voice.  She had never known just how powerful her latent ability could be.


She finally came, screaming her song into the hollow tentacle, and the sucktopus quivered around her upper body, squeezing her breasts and increasing her pleasure even more.  It seemed to react to her song, and though it had no sexual organs that she had seen, she was sure that her song somehow triggered an orgasmic response.  The cries she heard from the other tentacles suggested the other females had responded in kind, also.


Gasping, Jessika nonetheless managed to maintain her song as she calmed herself and finally pulled herself out of the tentacle, using her tail and hands now.  She was free!


She sung still as she took in the scene.  Laid out on the sandy ocean floor in front of her was the sucktopus, still deep in sleep, its large yellow eyes ( which she had seen for a moment only, anyway, before it had eaten her ( closed.  Its tentacles were stretched out in front of her to both sides; inside three of the tentacles were the feminine shapes of its three other victims… Melissa, Serena, and that angel…


Quietly, the high of her orgasm fading somewhat, she began slowly sliding along the ocean floor, away from the creature.  She kept up her song, willing it to stay asleep, and she wiped away the digestive slime still coating her body.


She pushed off the ocean floor, and though her skin was still itchy, she found that she was still in excellent condition to swim.


She started swimming away as fast as she could.  Her joy at having escaped carried into the last few notes of her song as she left her friends and the angel to wake from pleasant dreams to the horror of reality… to be slowly digested alive.


By the time the sucktopus woke up, she was long gone.


Jessika spent the next three days very carefully continuing her test.  Though she wanted nothing more than to escape back to her home, she knew that she was not allowed to return before the full week for her test had passed.  Were she to return early, she would be punished for her failure… and the only way a young shark-girl could fail her hunting initiation was by being devoured.  If she flunked, one of her instructors would gladly let her belly give out the failing grade.


After what had happened, however, Jessika was meticulous about her hunting.  She always made sure of what her prey was before moving in for the kill, and was always on the lookout for other predators.


But the rest of the week passed without incident.  She ate only fish, and felt perfectly justified in doing so after her impossible escape from the sucktopus.  Her teachers wouldn’t be able to complain much about that.


On the seventh day, Jessika very gladly headed back toward the community.  She made sure to wait until after the hour she had left, seven days ago, so that she couldn’t be told she came back early.


She swam in the right direction ( she had learned to recognize landmarks the way she’d been taught to ( and before long she could see the coral pinnacles of her home community in the distance.  She’d made it… despite Serena and Melissa’s gruesome deaths (though admittedly they probably weren’t quite dead yet…), she was pleased with herself.  She’d passed!


“What the… Jessika?!”


She snapped her tail forward under her, effectively stopping short in the water.  Her head snapped around to her left as she sought out the source of the voice.  As pleased with herself as she’d been seconds before, now she was angry… she’d completely failed to see…


She blinked a few times as the feminine form emerged from behind some nearby coral.  Long dark hair… green eyes… a powerful tail…


“Teach?”  Jessika managed, her anger vanishing.  “Teach!  Oh, wow, I never thought I’d be glad to see you!”


Shelley swam forward slowly.  Her green eyes were wide and shocked, and her mouths ( both of them ( hung open in disbelief.


“Jessika?”  Shelley managed again, dumbfounded.  “You… you’re… you’re alive?”


Jessika was a bit angry at how obvious it was that Shelley had expected her to flunk… but reason won out, and she had to admit to herself that she wasn’t supposed to be alive.  Only a miracle had saved her.


“Yeah, teach,” she said, looking ( and feeling ( sheepish.  She shrugged and held her hands down and to her sides.  “By a miracle.  Wait until I tell you!”


Shelley swam in place for a few seconds, looking her over.


“What happened?”  She asked.


Jessika began, rather embarrassedly, to explain how she, Serena, and Melissa had foolishly mistaken a sucktopus for an octopus.  She admitted to being sucked up alive, doomed to experience a horrid death.


She then explained how her song, which she had always considered a genetic anomaly, had saved her life.  She told her teacher how she had miraculously pulled herself out of the tentacle and escaped, and how she’d been eating fish ever since to survive.


While Jessika was telling her story, Shelley was swimming in slow circles around her, watching her but listening attentively.  When the story finished, she whistled into the water.


“Amazing,” she said, shaking her head.  “Absolutely amazing.  By rights, you should be dead.  Hell, you deserve to be dead.  Your song was a miraculous fluke.”


“I know,” Jessika admitted softly, looking down at the coral beneath her.  “I’m the luckiest girl al…”


She didn’t quite finish her sentence.  Shelly was still swimming in circles around her, but even as Jessika was speaking the teacher swam in close from behind.  Jessika tensed up in surprise.


To her shock, however, it wasn’t an attack, as she had momentarily feared.  Her teacher wasn’t “flunking” her… she was hugging her.


“You did great,” Shelley said into her hear.  “You used your abilities to survive an encounter with a deadly predator.  That yours is a unique ability doesn’t matter.”


Jessika beamed and relaxed into her teacher’s embrace.


“Thank you, teach,” she said, closing her eyes.  “And you were right, I know that now.  There are other predators out there we can’t handle.  Bigger ones… stronger ones…”


“Smarter ones?” Shelley asked softly.  Her arm wrapped affectionately around Jessika’s throat.


“Yeah, even that,” Jessika admitted.  “Considering how… stupid we were to… ugh… t-teach, y-you’re…”


Her voice came out as a croak before failing her altogether as Shelley squeezed her throat with her powerful arm.  Jessika’s hands rose to clutch at it, and she started struggling.


Shelley gave a hard squeeze, and Jessika felt something go crunch in her throat.  The teacher’s arm moved away, but as Jessika tried to clutch at her throat, Shelley’s strong hands grabbed her wrists.


“You did really well, my dead,” Shelley whispered into her ear, “but I meant it when I said you deserved to be dead.  You flunk, Jess, dear.”


The young one squirmed, panic setting in.  It couldn’t be!  She hadn’t flunked!  She was alive, she’d fed herself!  Shelley couldn’t just…


But Shelley held her firmly, and as the smaller sharkling struggled, she shook her slightly and held her at arms’ length; suddenly Jessika felt the tip of her tail snag in something, and she didn’t have to look to know it was Shelley’s teeth.  Teach was really going to flunk her!


She struggled, but mercilessly Shelley sucked at her, drawing the weaker shark-girl inside bit by bit.  She laughed softly, sounding like he was rather enjoying the squirming inside her body.  It was warm and tight… and soft…


Jessika struggled, and she tried to scream in rage, frustration, and fear… but all she could do was croak.  Shelley had crushed her throat, but her gills were still fine to breathe; she just couldn’t talk…


She stopped struggling for a moment as she realized what this meant.  Her song… she couldn’t use her song…


She resumed fighting, but Shelley’s grip, both on her wrists and on her lower body, was too strong.  She found herself sliding into the larger shark-girl up to her waist; the folds of Shelley’s body squeezed around her, keeping her from opening her own shark-maw to bite.


“Yess… move like that…” Shelley whispered.


Jessika was torn between ceasing her struggles, so as not to pleasure the traitorous bitch, and struggling as hard as she could… to survive, evidently.  She chose the latter, despite the limited chances of success.


Slowly but inexorably she sank into her teacher’s hungry maw.  She struggled and squirmed and tried to croak out her song, but it was pointless.  Soon she had sunken in up to the base of her breasts, and with merciless strength Shelley forced first one, then the other of Jessika’s hands into herself.  Jessika choked as she tried to whimper… she was well and truly helpless now.


To Jessika’s surprise, Shelley then started groping at her breasts.  She squirmed, trying to escape the powerful, squeezing hands, but all that did was pleasure the larger shark-girl even more.


Oh so slowly she sank into her teacher, first one breast sliding over those sharp teeth undamaged, then the other.  Despite her horror of what was happening, she couldn’t help but to appreciate the feel of Shelley’s powerful folds grinding around her body, and by the gasps and groans Shelley was enjoying it even more.


In she sank, still struggling, but in a weakening fashion as she began running out of oxygen.  Her main gills were now crushed inside Shelley, with no water to strain for sustenance.  Her neck-gills wouldn’t suffice for long even in normal circumstances… and they were even now sliding into her teacher’s body…


Shelley was working feverishly at herself just over Jessika’s head.  Even as the young sharkling slid completely inside her teacher’s body and those jagged teeth closed, leaving her in darkness, Shelley began screaming in pleasure.  Her body clenched powerfully around Jessika’s, and she found herself responding, albeit weakly.


It wasn’t so bad, she thought vaguely as unconsciousness loomed.  It wasn’t even unpleasant.  She was comfortable… warm… it was soft… and she was just falling… asleep…


Darkness oozed in from the edges, and Jessika accepted her failing grade with one last, gentle sigh.

