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  Chapter 1




  Erin Patterson swam back to shore with long natural strokes above the rolling surf and stepped onto the pebbled beach below her home village of Dumbarton, Scotland. Refreshed and revitalized by the cool breeze and a brisk swim in the chilled waters, she reached for her fleece cover and began wiping the briny wetness from her face and bare chest. Like most early evenings, Erin felt relaxed and at peace following her afternoon swim.




  With her mind at ease before returning to a hectic night at her father’s tavern and inn, The Fattened Goose, she looked out onto the narrow crossing between her native Highlands and the western shores of County Antrim, Ireland.




  Erin’s peaceful gaze onto the placid early evening tide was interrupted by an unexpected image sitting on a rock outcropping one-hundred and fifty meters from shore. She rubbed her eyes as if to clarify the sight of this creature, or wipe it from her mind. She did not trust the image that held her gaze, and captivated her curiosity.




  “I know these waters well,” Erin whispered.”Yet, I have not seen this creature before.”




  It appears to be a man, though there are troubling details that are not yet clear enough for me to be sure. Is this man or beast?




  Erin stepped to the lapping surf rolling onto the beach for a better view. To her surprise, the creature that she was trying to identify, sat peacefully on the edge of a rock splashing the water amidst several frolicking sea lions.




  What manner of creature is this? From a distance, it appears to be a naked man sitting on a rock enjoying the cool mist of the evening, without an apparent care in the world. The creature’s near human appearance is confused by scaled legs…and, for the love of Odin…finned feet.




  I swear that his muscled legs have scales. This must be the much discussed but seldom seen Nordic merman, the male gender of the Nordic havfrau.




  “That I am,” the creature answered with a whisper into Erin’s ear.




  “You can hear me?” she asked.




  “Aye. And, there is no need to holler. I can hear your thoughts before you speak them, Erin Patterson. You surely know the legend of the Nordic havfrau and the Irish mur’uch? Your Scottish Highlanders have lived among them since the dawn of time.”




  “Aye. I know the story, but I have never laid eyes on a merman of either creed,” Erin answered.




  Wanting to investigate this creature of Nordic lore further, Erin stepped into the surf, and waded toward the rock and this beguiling creature. With her last gaze toward the attractive being, she dove into a breaker, surfaced as quickly as possible and swam toward the rock with her eyes firmly fixed on the creature. As she neared, its features became clear.




  A handsome creature, this one. Broad shoulders, powerful legs and a great curled phallus lying across his thigh? What form of fantasy is this?




  “I have never seen such a long curled cock,” Erin stuttered. “By the eyes of Odin, that is the longest cock one I have ever seen. I wonder if my narrow puse’ could even take in such a large one?”




  Erin’s hands grasped the edge of the rock. The sea lions swam nervously about her feet with the excitement of an unexpected visitor as the merman creature stood and extended his hand to assist her. Erin gazed up to meet a handsome face and an extraordinarily large penis hanging over her head.




  A handsome creature, he is. Such strong, muscled legs and powerful hips and chest, and that great curled cock. Oh my! Where has my curiosity taken me now?




  Erin was lifted by a powerful arm. He placed her on the rock with such ease that it staggered her already befuddled mind. As their gazes met, he stood before her, staring deeply into her eyes. She inspected his bright azure blue eyes, and high cheekbones framed in wavy hair the color of winter wheat.




  “Do you often sit, secretly spying on women?” she asked directly as she broke the awkward silence.




  “Aye, and a fine woman you are,” he answered with confidence.




  The creature held Erin’s hand as he sat. He motioned for her to join him, playfully tugging on her outstretched arm. “Sit beside me, please.”




  Erin kneeled and then took her place beside him, still agitated over his ill-mannered answer to her complaint of privacy. I swim these shores every evening, and have since I was a child. I have never before had an occasion where my bathing was so interrupted, so public!




  “Forgive my intrusion,” he answered her unspoken question. “I wanted to meet you and I was apparently too bold in my method.




  “I am Jacob Jacobson,” the creature said. “I came to enjoy the early evening sun and peace of your harbor, Erin Patterson,” he quipped. “And I do apologize for interrupting your privacy, but, I must admit that I also came here because I knew that I would find you enjoying your evening swim.”




  “You know my habits, and you know my name as well?” Erin asked.




  “Aye. You are Erin Patterson, the most handsome daughter of Patrick Patterson, the inn and tavern operator of Dumbarton,” Jacob answered. “The Fattened Goose, I believe it is.”




  “And how is it that you know my name, Jacob Jacobson?” Erin asked.




  “I have seen you in your father’s tavern over the last several evenings. He is a well known innkeeper among the crewmen of my country. We often pass through Dumbarton on shipping runs between our homeland in the north and our settlement in Dublin town.”




  “You mean raid and pillage settlements along our shores,” Erin dared.




  “Nay! We have lived peacefully with the Irish and the Highlanders of your western shores. We have since we purged your land of Romans long ago. We are much more peaceful these days. We only raid villages and monasteries of the wealthy Anglos in these times,” Jacob responded with assurance. “Besides, the Irish and Scots have nothing to steal, except for a few fine lasses like yourself.




  “Your beauty is legendary among the crews who visit your father’s establishment. You are spoken of often by those of us who pass this way.”




  “Well, what brings you to Dumbarton this time, then?” Erin asked, ignoring Jacob’s ploy at winning her forgiveness. “Do you come to steal me away?” Erin persisted.




  “No, my pretty. I come to steal your heart,” Jacob answered directly.




  “Me?” Erin asked. “What have you to do with me, and what makes you think that I will allow you to steal my heart? You are quite presumptuous to think so. What woman would agree to such a preposterous proposition with a half-man, half-creature like yourself?”




  “Nay! You have longed for the right man to come along and sweep you off of your pretty little feet. No man has won your interest, and certainly none have sated your lustful desires and longing visions of carnal pleasure,” Jacob answered boldly. “I come to fill your life, and your desire.”




  “How boastful are your claims!” Erin protested further.




  “That is certain, Erin Patterson. I am determined. When I take you away with me, you will have begged for me not to leave you behind. Boastful or not, that is how it shall be,” Jacob persisted.




  “You are cocksure of yourself, Jacob Jacobson,” Erin responded. “I have had a boatload of Northmen who have endeavored to take me back to their villages. They would have kept me on their god-forsaken rock to breed like a fat Highland ewe, and left me stranded while they sailed off to another split-tail adventure. ’Tis not for me.”




  Erin looked into Jacob’s eyes. His directness only faintly repelled her, and he certainly no longer gave her concern for her safety. He was speaking the truth. She knew it.




  She could not keep her eyes off of the great phallus that rested on his leg. What would it be like to entertain myself with that marvelous sex organ? I doubt that the channel of my narrow puse’ could stretch to hold such an outrageous appendage.




  Erin’s eyes shifted with another quick glance, even though she fought to hold her attention on his handsome face, her mind was stubbornly attracted to the object resting across his thigh.




  After all, it is a strange aberration, for its shape and size are not yet settled in my mind. I have never seen such a big, beautiful cock. It is thick, long, enticingly curled and peculiarly triangular in shape. The head is strangely pointed, as well. It moves with the creature’s breathing, as if it had a mind of its own. How strange. How beautifully strange and exciting.




  “You are unsettled with my form. Do I not meet the images of your mind for an ideal man?” Jacob asked apologetically, sensing her uncertainty. “Is there something about my form that displeases you? You know that mermen, like our sister sea creatures, the havfrau, can change our image to meet the mind’s eye for perfection. And I certainly would be pleased to adapt to your wishes.”




  “Yes. I understand,” Erin mumbled, ignoring his words. Her eyes held the intriguing sex organ as it pulsed atop his thigh. She felt her nipples respond. They became erect with the sensations that rushed down her spine to her thighs like a streak of lightning in a great summer storm. She reached to cover her bosom, conscious of his affect on her body.




  “You shouldn’t hide yourself, Erin Patterson. Your breasts are bountiful and beautifully shaped, and your nipples need only my loving. You are a most beautiful creature, the most beautiful that I have ever beheld,” Jacob assured her.




  “Come, take your hands away, and allow me to behold your splendor. Your beauty is to be seen and appreciated, certainly never to be humbly hidden away behind doubt.”




  Jacob’s muscled arm extended toward Erin. His talon-tipped fingers took her hands away from her breasts. She flinched as his scaled hand contacted her breast, fearing the long, pointed talons at the tips of his fingers. His eyes met hers, he smiled, and let his finger trace over the soft flesh of the underside of her breast. He tipped her erect nipple with his forefinger watching it respond to his sensitive touch.




  His stroke was much more tender than Erin thought it would be. The scales of the hand that appreciatively held her breast in its palm were smooth and supple. They were not off-putting like she suspected. The contradiction between his gentle touch and threatening fingertips was intriguing.




  His touch feels so good on my skin. Why should I make him stop?




  “I am not here to hurt you, Erin Patterson. No harm will ever come to you while I watch over you. I promise this. Close your eyes and let me attend to your wishes.”




  Jacob felt the soft, weighty flesh of Erin’s breast. He moved his hand laterally, watching the supple form jiggle in his palm.




  She watched him stroke the underside of her breast, appreciating the soft form that molded within his palm.




  Jacob rose to a knee and leaned into Erin. He took her lower lip between his own. He softly nipped at it, testing, teasing, tasting before hesitating and peering into her eyes for her approval. Erin sighed. Jacob’s hand lifted and squeezed her heavy breast. He pinched her erect nipple between his forefinger and thumb.




  Jacob moved his hand to the underside. His sensuous stroke under her breast made Erin’s belly muscles contract and drive warm sensations rushing between her legs. She closed her eyes and let Jacob feel her body as he pleased.
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