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Chapter 1

On that day, not long ago, Sasha and Aeryal rose to the calm, briny surface in a secluded cove outside of Le Havre’ France in the duchy of Normandy. The gentle surf lapped onto the pebbled shore in the still of the evening, and the solitude where Sasha and Aeryal’s kind gathered. They were members of Queen Lorelei’s Nordic Havfrau lair, and they had taken respite on a rock outcropping, anticipating an opportunity to witness an age old mystic sea maiden ceremony. One for which Lorelei was famous.

Queen Lorelei had taken her station above her subjects, proudly looking down on the collection of her daughters, in-laws and members of her lair. They come when I beckon. My clutch of beautiful sea maidens carry on the Nordic traditions that we brought here, to our new land, far from our native shores of Scandinavia. These are proud members of my family and for them I am grateful, all powerful Odin. Let them thrive in their purpose and serve you and our Nordic creed in this foreign land.

Lorelei’s alluring daughters, Sasha and Aeryal, lifted the beautiful young havfrau maiden, Hannah, onto a bottom tier of a rock shelf near the surface of the cove. Aeryal held Hannah’s arm around her own waist to help calm the beautiful subject of the ceremony. Anxious to commence with the practice of this rite, Sasha dispensed with the preliminaries. She placed her anxious hand between Hannah’s legs, and began by stroking her soft, inner thighs with senses in the tips of her extraordinary, exploring fingers.

“Open, my dear,” Sasha whispered, as she looked into the anxious maiden’s eyes. “I will not hurt you. You will soon be the new Duchess of Normandy, William Long Sword’s wife. We have gathered to confirm Queen Lorelei’s choice. You should be proud of the opportunity she has provided you in joining Lorelei’s lair, my sweet, and become one of us. Not every Nordic Havfrau receives Lorelei’s special invitation to marry into her family. She has also selected you to bring in the next generation of Nordic nobles into Normandy. Be proud, my sweet.”

Queen Lorelei stood at the summit of the rock formation, looking below as her bidding was about to commence. Lorelei was queen of all havfrau of Norman shores, and the Mur’uch of Celtic Highlands, Wales and Ireland. As the maiden protector of the Norman people, Lorelei had recently resettled a village from the barren tidal isles of the frigid north to this land, now named for her culture, the Norman. It had been awarded by Charles III, King of the West Francs, to Rolf, a Norman prince.

Rolf and his crew, assisted by her son, Jacob Jacobson, and daughters Sasha and Aeryal, won Normandy from Charles in a scheme that she had fostered herself. She needed to relocate her people, and her plan to settle in coastal France came about with much less fuss than she might have anticipated.

A cool, misty sea breeze crossed the radiance of her timeless face, her famous, supple bosom, and long lean legs as she raised her hands toward a brilliant, evening sky. She lifted her face to Valhalla, and thanked the all-powerful Odin for this evening, and this gathering in the honor of his ancient traditions.

“Bring us wisdom and peace. Protect us from those who would cast our ways to the sands of time in favor of the new world. They call our kind Pagan, worshippers of idols, and worshippers of deities of the old world. We are strong. We beseech thee to allow us to receive your blessings, and we shall be humbly grateful for them,” Lorelei prayed.

Lorelei stood that day in all of her grace and magnificence, the proud mother of her son Jacob, who had stood by Rolf’s side in their conquest of Normandy. Jacob was a rare individual for her species. Most male merfolk are cast out, for sea maidens have little use for them because of their tendency toward drink. Odin’s way called for havfrau and mur’uch to breed with powerful mortal nobles in his design to create a powerful species to watch over his people of the north. Northmen, as they had been known in this region when they terrorized villages along the winding path of the River Seine. They had raised havoc on the peasant population in days gone by. Since Rolf’s treaty with Charles, Northmen had endeavored to learn the ways of the Franco culture and to live among them in peace.

Lorelei’s tall, slender form was known at first sight by Norman sailors and Vikings. Her beauty belied the eternal years of her reign, for she was not a mortal. She was the queen havfrau, sea mystic of Scandinavia, and now the land of the West Francs. Lorelei was the uncontested queen of sea creatures.

Someday soon we will turn our minds, our energy, and our warships west, toward the land of the Anglos. They too will soon fall to Rolf, William Long Sword, and their sons. They too will become part of the dynasty that we, the Norman People, are building in this part of the world. We languished in the frigid north for too long. Now we will build our world, here, in the land of Francs and Saxons through the wombs of fine havfrau maidens like this glorious creature.

Hannah obeyed Sasha’s instructions as preparations for the rite were concluded. Her legs came open, though reluctantly, bearing a fine, smooth fitte mound over her pure, gloriously pink puse’. Sasha stepped between Hannah’s trembling, but yielding thighs. She looked to Lorelei for her signal to begin.

What is she going to do to me?

“Fear not, young one. If your heart is pure, as I know that it is, you have nothing to fear. Stella, please take Hannah’s hand and keep her mind on pleasantries. Help her relax,” Lorelei spoke from the top of the rock. “She is understandably anxious over the invasion of her privates. Be mindful that virgins among us have never been caressed or inspected like this. Be gentle, daughter. Teach her the gentle ways of our kind, but please do get on with it!”

Stella placed her lips on Hannah’s cheek, looking to soothe the intensity reflected in the panic of her deep azure eyes. She kissed the soft flesh of her perky cheeks, and whispered sweet callings in her young protégé’s ears.

“All is well, my sweet. Soon you will be part of our family lair. And, you shall be among the most beautiful of our kind,” Stella whispered. “We would do nothing to harm you. Lorelei has chosen you to join our family, and you are to be loved as one of us.”

Stella took Hannah’s full breast in her hand and palmed the pliant, yielding flesh and smooth surface. She leaned forward, placed her lips over Hannah’s puffy nipple and took it in her mouth. She drew her tongue over the soft, mahogany surface, and rising bud between her lips. She held the nipple teasingly with her tongue and lower lip. Hannah smiled. Stella giggled, and let the nipple drop before returning to Hannah’s luscious lips.

Hannah trusted Stella. She had since they first encountered each other in the Virgin’s Grotto. Hannah had been an attending maiden in the grotto when Stella and new husband Patrick arrived following their wedding.

Hannah and Stella had fondled each other in the grotto, tasted each other’s heat, and ached to submit to each other’s desires. Hannah’s tall, slender form was nearly more than Stella could resist. Her soft thighs, shapely backside, and the beautiful swinging, pendulous breasts that swayed enticingly as she moved tempted Stella’s loyalty to anything that she knew. But, Lorelei’s laws had prevailed, and Hannah’s virginity had been protected from a smitten Stella.

“Hold your knees open, my dear,” Stella instructed. “You have nothing to fear, my sweet maiden. Sasha is gentle. She needs to caress the sweet folds of your puse’ lips.”

Sasha finally took her place before Hannah, placed her hand between the young maiden’s thighs, touched the surface of Hannah’s smooth, fitte mound, moving her fingers over the hairless surface of her silky skin. “Relax, sweet one,” Sasha whispered. “I only want to finger your puse’ lips, and assure our queen that you are a virgin. You are so beautiful. Temptingly so. I wonder how it could be that neither cock nor tongue has gained entry between these sweet pink folds of your magnificent puse’.”

“Let me take a drop of your dew, my sweet. You will be fine.”

Hannah nodded her consent. She tried to smile, but could only watch as Sasha touched the moist, pink folds between her thighs with the delicate touch of the tip of her middle finger. Sasha’s hand stopped at the nubbin near the top. She placed it between two fingers, and rubbed them together until the nubbin seeped a drop of her briny dew. Sasha examined the dew between her long talon-tipped fingers. She lifted them to her nose and sniffed. Her tongue jutted between her lips to take the moisture from them and taste the richness of Hannah’s heat.

Sasha smiled at Hannah to reassure her. She lowered her face between Hannah’s thighs, moistened her finger, and circled Hanna’s puse’ lips, tracing the outer folds with a delicate touch. Sasha’s enthusiastic abandonment to the pleasures from the liberties being considered in Sasha’s lustful temptation was beginning to tell on Lorelei’s patience.

“Sasha tested my puse’ in much the same way, Hannah,” Stella assured her. “It is the Nordic Havfrau way. You are to marry a mortal, though a royal one, in William Long Sword. Queen Lorelei will have a virgin havfrau maiden for William, Duke of Normandy, and this is how she assures your fitness for the trust that she is placing in you. Relax and let Sasha take your scent. Though the practitioner of our bawdy havfrau practices, she is most gentle, and can sense your purity with the slightest drop of your sweet cum,” Stella whispered in Hannah’s ear. “Watch her. She loves your scent. It is almost comical how she is taking liberties with you, because she aches to drive her tongue deep into your innocent heat. Watch her. There she goes,” Stella giggled.

Sasha held her mouth over Hannah’s fitte. She moved from side to side, winning Hannah’s juices as the young maiden raised her hips to meet Sasha’s probing tongue. Sasha hesitated at the top of Hannah’s soft folds, taking her nubbin and punishing it between her lips.

“I wished that was my tongue in your puse’,” Stella whispered in Hannah’s ear. Hannah smiled, leaning into Stella while Sasha drove deeper into her womb with her inquisitive tongue.

“Me too,” Hannah whispered. “I have ached for your tongue since we first met in the grotto following your wedding with Patrick. I want you to help me enjoy the havfrau way.”

“Oh, in that, my succulent little sea maiden, I would rejoice. You see, as I was once told, for I am a mortal myself, havfrau have an appetite for helping to sate the special lust they have for their own kind. They all take mortal noblemen as their mates, intending to bring new blood into the family, but their urgent releases comes from lying with each other.

Stella looked to the pinnacle of the rock. Lorelei was on her feet, beginning to lose patience over Stella’s unyielding indiscretions with the young maiden’s body. She held her hands on her hips and glared down on Sasha.

“But, you are mortal, and Patrick is a male of their species. Do you not enjoy his cock?” she wondered cautiously.

“Oh, yes, my sweet. Patrick’s father, Jacob was also a merman, and a son of Lorelei. Patrick got his curved creature cock from Jacob. I would follow his huge penis to the ends of the earth for it brings me great rapture, but Sasha and Lorelei taught me to relax, and enjoy the special touch of the havfrau way. You will learn my sweet. I would be proud to help Sasha and Aeryal introduce you to their special ways.”

Hannah placed Stella’s hands over her wide breasts. Stella held them there, happily indulging the young, soon-to-be duchess, enjoying the experience of the young woman’s magnificent, mahogany tipped teats. They jutted so proudly from her chest. Stella moved her hands to the bottoms of the soft masses. She stimulated them inward, feeling the weight in her palms as she drew her hands to Hannah’s broad raised nipples. “What gorgeous tits you have my dear.”

“Sasha!” Lorelei interrupted. “That is quite enough. Is the young maiden a virgin or not?”

“Aye, my queen,” Sasha said as she drew her face off of the young maiden’s mound. “She is as pure as the northern snow,” Sasha answered, immodestly.
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