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  Viking Mermen Book 1: Her Nordic Merman




  Erin returns from shore after a vigorous swim in the bay near her native village when her eyes catch an image of an alluring creature sitting on a rock off shore. Curiosity pushes her to investigate and what she discovers takes her on a path that changes her life.




  Chapter 1




  Jacob arrived in the Seine River valley village of Rouen one morning after overseeing progress of the new port in the coastal city of Le Havre’, France. He found his beautiful wife, Erin, standing behind the bar of her father’s tavern, preparing for her day of waiting tables and serving cups of honey mead, village wine and Highland spirits to the Viking crewmen who frequented the place. Jacob stood near the door while his eyes absorbed the low light, and he enjoyed the peace of the early morning that would soon disappear with the midday rush. In the dim light from the low set windows and lanterns anchored on support beams throughout the room, Jacob watched Erin behind the bar, cleaning mead and wine cups, wiping the counter, and humming a sweet Irish ballad.




  What a rare beauty, this one. She is uncommon indeed, and I should not be pulled away from her so often with the Duke’s folly in Le Havre.




  Jacob rushed around the counter with great stealth and placed his hands about her slim waist, below the bounty of her full bosom that was fighting to spill over her thin flaxen blouse and leather vest. He quickly turned her, and lifted his sweet Irish lass in his arms, trying to cover her in kisses and bury his face in the flexing valley between her breasts. She kicked about, mocking an attempt of getting free from the arms. Jacob’s arms slipped below her shapely butt and lifted her in his tight grip.




  “Let go of me stranger, or I will tell my husband of your assault on my innocence.” She laughed.




  “Innocence, is it?” Jacob grinned. “So says the mystic bar-keep of a sea maiden’s lair, smack in the center of Viking country. Such a sweet wench would have great difficulty in claiming such innocence, my lady!” Jacob teased. “Who is this mystic sea creature?”




  “’Tis I, you seagoing, whale-cock of a merman!” Erin teased.




  “Is this not the very tavern and the lair of Lorelei, Queen sea maiden of Norwegian shores, and Sweet Mary Patterson, Queen of the Irish Mur’uch? I must have the wrong place, miss. I was sure that I had stepped into the lewd and lusty, bawdy lair of sea creatures, and the warren of wild and wooly Viking pillagers. Heartless thieves! I am truly sorry, miss, for breaking in on you like this. I will take my leave while I may and leave you to your duties, for surely you are expecting an Anglo monk and his faithful followers,” Jacob teased. “But first, I must take a taste of these trembling tits hanging so temptingly in my face.”




  Jacob planted his face between his wife’s sweet breasts and placed noisy kisses upon them. “I shall have this sea woman and take her to my den. I would wiggle between her thighs and lie there until the grim reaper separates me from her belly.”




  “Oh, husband. You are full of yourself this morn,” Erin laughed.




  “How is my beautiful wife today?” Jacob asked.




  “Waiting for you to return, husband,” she answered, planting a kiss on his forehead. “You have been gone a fortnight helping the new Duke of Normandy with his port at Le Havre’.”




  Jacob squeezed Erin’s slim waist and pressed his hands on her shapely ass, anxiously caressing and kneading her firm flesh in anticipation of a lively response to his pleading. “I am hungry for your loving this morning, dear wife. Let me take you home, rush you to your bed, and crawl between those sweet, supple thighs. I would give you a little, ‘How do you do, Mrs. Murphy,’” Jacob begged.




  With the ease of lifting a cup of mead, Jacob’s powerful arms lifted his love onto the long, rough-cut oak bar top. Before she could object, he gently lifted her long flowing skirts over her knees and folded the crease tenderly, knowing that he tread upon dangerous grounds.




  In the absence of signs of protest, Jacob nimbly stepped between Erin’s lithe legs and secured her about her waist.




  “What are you after, you horny sea otter?” She laughed. “You come into my tavern and interrupt ongoing chores all for a favor from the head bar maiden? Put me down, you seagoing scallywag, before my patrons fill this place and demand my services.”




  “Aye, miss. I see. But, I would demand your services as well. I want some of your sweet puse’, but I want to get some more of these tasty tits first. You know what I am after; these are the famous melons of Dumbarton, Scotland, and now the Rouen River Valley, my love,” Jacob pronounced. “Sailors from the north speak of your sweet, swaying tits in gentle terms while passing near the Highlander port of Dumbarton. They claim to ache to gaze upon your beauty, my love.” Jacob continued to pour it on while Erin sat, one hand on her hip and the other resting on the counter.




  “These are the breasts that made your father’s tavern famous. Yet, I dream of laying my hands upon your sweet flesh, like all other men who lust for your favors. The difference is, I get to carry out my fantasy, and they do not,” Jacob pushed on in mockery of the Rouen’s village bard.




  “Oh, you are boastful and sure of yourself this morning, husband,” Erin said. “Like the day I first laid eyes upon you on the rock in Dumbarton harbor. Aye! You were cocksure of yourself that day as well. There is no humble in your ploy to get into my knickers today, I see,” Erin teased.




  Erin quickly looked around the tavern to see if they were alone. While her father’s patrons were no stranger to Jacob and Erin’s expression of passion for each other, she did not intend to get caught with her knickers pulled down and stooped over a wine barrel, while her husband slipped behind her for a morning quickie. She knew that some unsuspecting soul might surely drift in for his morning cup of mead and disrupt her plan for her husband’s long anticipated return.




  Erin dropped her veiled objections. She pulled her lover closer, attacking his lips and caressing his ears, while seeking the attention that she so desperately wanted. She leaned back on the counter to give her husband full access to her now aching bosom. Jacob pulled her flaxen blouse down to her ribs with great anticipation. Erin’s tender, and perfectly formed pendulant breasts swung free from their thin restraints, and settled on her blouse with a satisfying thump upon the leather bustier.




  Jacob’s eyes rested on the sweet, round form of his love’s generous breasts and the broad, raised nipples that capped them. These are the tits that have kept me over these many nights alone at the Duke’s port. I missed their soft mass jiggling in my hand as I snuggled against her back at night.




  Pressing her hands on Jacob’s chest for space between them, she removed her arms from their sleeves and freed her bosom for free play. With her hands supporting her heavy breasts from the underside, she offered her sweet bosom to her anxious husband. “There they are husband. Have at them!” She giggled, flipping the sweet flesh on her palms.




  Jacob took them in his grip, and pulled their puffy nipples with his eager lips. He placed his face in the valley between the objects of his desire, and kissed them with his wet, probing lips. Erin’s full bosom filled his hands. He wallowed in their luxury and gave thanks for his return to his wife’s care.




  Jacob raised his face. He kissed Erin’s lips. She watched her husband please himself like a youngster playing with a long lost toy. “You are the love of my life, sweet wife. I ache when I am away from you. I hold your image in my mind until I can return,” Jacob persisted.




  “What, this image? With my shirt yanked down to my belly, and my tits laying out like fresh hams on the dinner table?” she teased. “That is your image? Have you no romance in your heart, man? Do you not picture me on a beach, or the prow of your boat spread out to welcome you, at least?”




  “You bet your sweet arse, I do. But, today, I am lustful to have your puse’ swallow my stiff cock, and I am getting more bent toward that direction as we diddle-dick around here,” he answered, perhaps too directly. “Romance will come after I have sated my lust for your loving puse’. Now, pull down your knickers, and show me some puse’ before I fucking burst!”




  “Today, that is exactly the image that I wish to hold,” he went on, as his hand touched the smooth, hairless fitte mound over her puse’. With his eyes now planted below Erin’s sweet belly, Jacob played with the soft folds of her opening; feeling moisture brought on by their play coat his fingers, Jacob felt his loins fill with lust.




  Erin opened her knees, encouraging, as Jacob placed his face between her legs. He kissed her shaking, anticipating thighs as his mouth came to her moist puse’. With a flick of his tongue, he took the dew from the nubbin that appeared from her folds .




  “’Tis sweet nectar,” he whispered between her thighs. “Give me more. I want to taste your briny cum on my lips.”




  Jacob placed his forearms under Erin’s thighs. He lifted her closer to the edge of the counter. She leaned back and opened her legs, anticipated the thrill of the touch of his tongue. “You may not know for what you plead, husband. I have enough saved up for you that I may wash you down the Seine when it finally releases.”




  Jacob placed his mouth over Erin’s puse’ nubbin. He pressed his tongue upon it, and laved over her sweet folds. She began to pant shallow breaths. Her grip on the back of Jacob’s head pressed harder, holding him to the thrusts of her hips, meeting the rhythm of his probing tongue.




  Erin held Jacob’s head to her mound as he worked with great passion. Her thighs shook. She moaned, panted, and finally squealed as she released her juices onto Jacob’s face. He stayed on it, not wanting to cheat his wife of the last morsel of bliss that she might reach in her time of passionate pleasure. The tremors of her passion rose and shook her body a second time, and finally a third before she lifted her hand from Jacob’s head and let him rise.




  “Oh!” Erin cried, her back still moving in spasms. “I thought that I had passed away and stood at Odin’s steps in Valhalla. Put me down you monster,” Erin begged. “I missed that big curly fish cock of yours, and I will wait no longer for it.”




  Erin jumped from the counter and dropped to her knees. She began untying the strings on Jacob’s pants, fumbling in anticipation, huffing in frustration as she fought with the ties. Once untied, she reached inside Jacob’s pantaloons. She pulled, trying to free Jacob’s penis. It would not come out, even with all her tugging and pulling.




  “Ouch!” Jacob said. “Stand back, woman. You are about to pull my prick in two.” He bent over and helped her drop his pants.




  “Yes!” she whispered as Jacob’s penis finally came free. She held it in her hands. She began to stroke its extraordinary length, marveling at its peculiar shape, singular girth and surging strength. With a smooth motion of her hands, she took Jacob’s stiff member in her mouth. She worked it vigorously with her tongue and lips, enjoying the salty brine of her husband’s pre-cum.




  I recall when I first saw this huge, three sided, creature cock. It was the day that I found Jacob after my early evening swim at home, in Dumbarton. I had never seen a male Nordic merman. They are indeed rare and seldom seen. As I gazed upon his figure from the shore, I was uncertain of his true form. Drawn by some strange force, I swam to his rock for a better look. He was beautiful, full muscled, and broad shouldered. But, most of all, I was amazed at the sight of this great, fucking phallus. I was amazed at how unbelievably long and broad it was, and its strange three-sided shape held my eyes unfailingly upon it. I could not help staring at it, for I wanted to hold it in my hands, examine it with my eyes, and finally taste it with my lips. It curled like a great serpent as it rested on his muscular thigh. I wanted to lift it from his leg and test its mass in my hand. I thought its strange three sided shape odd, for sure, but little did I know that I was soon to discover its purpose. I should never have questioned nature’s reasoning for the shape, and design of her creatures of the sea. She knows best, and as I took this creature’s cock in my puse’ I remorsefully realized that she was right, once again.
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