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      Finally, she was here. It had taken her years to find the time and money to travel all the way to Scotland, and to her dream destination: Loch Ness.

      Now Monica was standing on the shores of the loch, looking into the fog-shrouded distance. Rainclouds hung low and a cold breeze made her wrap her pink cardigan tighter. Not the best day for first impressions, but at least this weather kept the tourists at bay.

      The loch felt like an old friend; she knew the guidebook by heart.

      
        
        Loch Ness is a large and deep freshwater loch in the Scottish Highlands extending for approximately 23 miles southwest of Inverness. It is the second largest Scottish loch by surface area at 22 square miles after Loch Lomond, but due to its great depth, it is the largest by volume in the British Isles. Its deepest point is 755 ft, making it the second deepest loch in Scotland. Loch Ness is best known for alleged sightings of the cryptozoological Loch Ness Monster, also known affectionately as "Nessie".

        

      

      Now she was finally here and didn’t need the guidebook anymore.

      She bent down to test the water’s temperature with her hand. Icy cold. She wouldn’t go swimming in the loch any time soon. That thought made her sigh in disappointment. In her dreams, the recurring dreams she had since she’d turned eighteen, she always swam in Loch Ness, slowly gliding through the cool, silent waters. Those dreams brought her here, and she was glad that they did.

      On the night of her eighteenth birthday, she’d expected to dream of cake, boys and the upcoming party. But instead, she dreamt of a large lake, beckoning her to enter its depths. With every step she took into the water, pleasure cursed through her. What happened after was hazy in her mind, but when she woke up the following morning, she was wet between her thighs. Ever since, she had the same dream each night. Standing at the banks of Loch Ness, looking out over the water, feeling this strange sort of yearning. She wasn't sure what to make of it at first, but when the dreams became normality, she was looking forward to them each evening. Some mornings she woke up wetter than others, and sometimes her nipples were sore as if they had been erect for too long. She was curious whether she’d have the same dream tonight, now that she was by the loch and no longer back at home in her own bed.
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      After enjoying a delicious meal at her Bed And Breakfast, Monica retired to her bedroom for the night. It was a small, cosy room that looked out over the loch. She stayed on the south side, where less tourists came to, so there was little noise to distract her from the beautiful view.

      Not taking her eyes off the dark waters, she undressed until she was standing naked in front of the window. Maybe she should have felt anxious that people could see her, but that didn't matter. She felt comfortable in her own skin and enjoyed the soft kiss of the fresh air floating in through the half open window.

      The water was calling to her, but then she remembered how cold it had been earlier and decided to stay inside. She wasn't in the mood for catching a cold by swimming in an icy loch at night.

      Instead, she climbed into her bed, enjoying the feeling of the soft silky duvet on her naked skin.

      A gentle draught made her shiver slightly and she could feel her nipples harden. They sent little lightning strokes down to her core, and she pressed her thighs together, enjoying the pressure this built. One of her hands wandered down and gently rubbed over her shaved mound. With the other she touched her breasts, kneading them, caressing them. Her nipples got even harder and she let out a loud moan.

      She stopped for a moment, listening whether anyone had heard her. She wasn't sure about how thick the walls in this house were. But all she could hear was the quiet sound of the waves meeting the loch's shore, and somehow that made her even wetter. After years of waking up wet from dreaming of the loch, she was finally here, and she was feeling the same thing, but this time awake.

      She twisted her nipples between her fingers, arching her back in pleasure. Her other hand was playing with her pussy, rubbing her bud faster and faster. Her breath was Quicker than she could have anticipated, she could feel the pressure build in her. Sliding a finger inside, she furiously rubbed and flicked that sensitive spot between her legs, moaning and tossing on the bed. With a muffled cry, she came, thinking of the beautiful, mysterious loch outside.
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      She woke at the first light of dawn. She couldn't remember all of the dream she'd had, only that someone had spoken to her, called to her. A male voice, sultry and seducing. It left her wanting, with the desire to find him and be with him. He felt so familiar and so foreign at the same time. She didn't want to leave the bed, she wanted to go back and try to sleep and hopefully step into that dream again, but somehow she felt drawn to get up. It was like an inner compulsion that made her grab her robe and leave the room, naked under the thin silk kimono.

      Her heart was racing and didn't slow until she reached the shore. The sun was slowly rising above the hills surrounding the loch, turning the water into molten gold. She let her robe slide to the ground until she stood on the pebbles, naked. She knew she was beautiful and in this moment she dedicated her beauty to this beautiful Scottish lake. The sun was gently caressing her skin, taking turns with a gentle morning breeze.

      Monica walked towards the water line; all doubts about the icy temperatures forgotten. When her toes touched the water, she shivered. Tiny waves were lapping at her feet, inviting her to step in further. Something was waiting for her in the loch. Something that had waited for her for a very long time.

      She slowly walked into the water. Her breath caught in her throat as the cold made her body shiver. She ignored it and let herself fall forwards until she was completely immersed in the freezing loch water. With a few strong strokes, she swam away from the shore, not looking back. If she had, she might have seen her landlady watch her from behind the curtains, hiding a knowing smile.
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      Monica was no longer cold. In fact, the further away she got from the shore, the warmer she felt. She could still feel a pull at her heart that made her continue to swim. She'd always been a strong swimmer, so being far away from dry land didn't worry her in the slightest. In contrary, it excited her beyond measure.

      Suddenly, the draw that had made her swim out here disappeared and she stopped, treading water. She looked around but she was alone. It was too early for the tourist boats that made their way to Urquhart Castle, the ruined fortress she could see in the distance. She turned until she was floating on her back, looking up at the bright morning sky. The clouds from yesterday had disappeared, leaving a gold-tinged blue sky in their wake. It was going to be a beautiful day. She relaxed, letting the water hug her body gently. She closed her eyes, listening to the sound of the waves around her.

      Something toucher her from below and she screamed, flailing around the water. Were there dangerous fish in here? Eel perhaps? The water was too dark to see far beneath the surface. Scared of the unknown thing that had ripped her from her relaxation, she turned to swim back to the shore. Suddenly, water splashed all around her and something wrapped around her waist and thighs, something warm and soft. She should have been scared, she should have fought, but somehow she knew she was safe. Taking a deep breath to prepare herself, she looked down. A large green flipper was holding her in place, its membrane wet and glistening in the sun. Most of the flipper was in the water, but the top had wrapped around her waist. The dark water made it hard to see, but she could just about make out a big shape in the murky depths below her.

      The closest she could compare the feeling to was being rolled inside a lovechild of a sleeping bag and a yoga mat. The flipper was surprisingly warm and so was the water around it. She let her body go limp, enjoying the feeling of being held. Somehow she was at rest and not scared at all. It all felt right.

      Finally, you have come.

      Monica didn’t even look around. She knew she had heard the voice with her mind, not her ears. It was the voice from her dreams, masculine and sultry.

      Don’t be afraid.

      “I’m not,” Monica said into the stillness around her.

      That is good. I will take you to my lair. Don’t worry, I won’t let you drown.

      “I don’t…” was all she got to say before the creature started to swim at rapid speed, the flipper holding her just above the surface. The calm water of the loch was swirling around them, gentle ripples turning into waves, little droplets becoming mist. Monica closed her eyes to protect them from the water spray around her.

      After only a few minutes, they slowed down to a gentle swim.

      We will dive. It’s not far. Hold your breath.

      She did as she was told and took in a large gulp of air. He gripped her even tighter in his flipper and dived. The murky water meant Monica couldn’t see where they were going. The pressure against her ears increased as they swam deeper. Just when her lungs started to protest, they resurfaced. She drew in deep breath, shaking the water out of her hair. The flipper uncurled around her, leaving her feel empty and bereft of its warmth. She looked around while treading water. They were in a large cave, illuminated only by the sunlight streaming through its entrance. Stalactites were hanging from the ceiling, and just a few feet away from where Monica was swimming the water ended at a stone ledge. With a few strokes, she was there and lifted herself up onto the ground.

      Now that she was out of the water, she could finally see the creature who had taken her to the cave. He was enormous.

      I am Nessie.

      She startled at his voice. “I thought Nessie was female?”

      A common misconception, he growled, slowly swimming towards her, exposing more and more of his imposing shape as he got into shallower waters.

      Now that she knew who he was, she mentally compared him to all the drawings she’d seen of the legendary Loch Ness monster. Nessie was smaller than he usually looked in pictures, but no less impressive. Instead of several hundred he measured about twenty feet, but rather than snake-shaped he had a large body that stretched into a long neck and tail, with massive flippers instead of arms. He was magnificent, Monica thought. His shimmering skin was made up of hundreds of shades of green. His emerald eyes were filled with desire as they looked down at her.

      He stepped out of the water and her gaze was drawn to the massive green cock standing erect between his thick legs. It was huge, there was no other word for it. Monica wasn’t sure if she’d be able to grip it with both hands. But she really wanted to try.

      As he came closer, she breathed in his masculine, mossy scent. He bent his long neck until his head was at the same level as hers. His tongue flicked out, gently touching her cheek. It was warm and moist, and Monica felt herself shiver. She had never had this kind of reaction to anyone, man or monster.

      I will breed you. I will fill you with my Scottish seed. I will stuff you until you think you can take no more and then I will stretch you even further.

      Her eyes went wide as she saw the truth of it in his emerald eyes. He was going to take her in this cave. Nessie was going to fuck her.

      His tongue touched her mouth and she moaned, opening her lips. He entered her mouth, meeting her tongue, pushing it out of the way as he explored her wetness. His tongue pushed into her throat and she gagged, involuntarily taking a step back, but his flipper wrapped around her body and pulled her towards him. The flipper was pressing against her skin, including her full breasts. She bent her body, trying to get the flipper between her legs.

      Easy, little human. You will feel me down there soon enough.

      His tongue continued to invade her mouth, and she met it with her own. His hot breath filled her nose and she moaned in pleasure at smelling his alluring scent. This was the best kiss she’d ever had.

      Finally he pulled back, leaving her breathing
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