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Satyr

A male nature spirit typically of a wild appearance that includes the torso of a man, with the horns and legs of a goat. They are known for their predilection for wine, merriment and nymphs, as well as being extremely well endowed and having a prodigious sexual appetite.


“OK,” Vivienne called out in a loud voice when she came to a stop and turned to face the tour group she’d shown around the archaeological dig. “Before we part ways, is there anything you would like to ask me?”

She saw a few of the group turn to each other to have quiet discussions. Lifting her hat, she took a handkerchief from the pocket of her checked shirt to wipe the sweat from her brow. A glance up showed the sun now dropping towards the horizon to bring another day of her Greek odyssey towards an end, but the temperature was still high. Returning the handkerchief to her pocket, she plonked the hat back on her head just as she saw a man raise his hand.

“Yes, sir,” she said, with a smile when she pointed in his direction.

“Are the ruins of the temple you’re excavating the only building that stood here?”

“Well, from what’s been uncovered, it certainly looks that way at the moment,” Vivienne replied. “The artifacts we’re finding are all consistent with what we’d expect for around the fifth century BC. That ties in with the date the temple to Dionysus is supposed to have been constructed. Nothing earlier has been found as yet. We have authority to excavate some trenches to a deeper level for the first time later in the month. That might give a better idea of whether anything stood in place before, but we won’t know until that work is completed. It’s a secluded spot and there don’t appear to be any records of earlier civilizations using this area for construction, but keep an eye on our website for updates.”

“How much longer are you here?” a woman asked.

“I start my next year of studies in early September,” Vivienne answered. “That means I’ll be here for another five weeks or so. Exploration of the site only takes place during the summer months when university staff and students are available, so I’ll be around for most of the work carried out this year before I have to leave.”

There was no follow up to her answer and a look around showed the young couple at the rear of the group egging each other on. Vivienne wanted to roll her eyes, but stopped herself from doing so. She knew what was coming when the pretty woman’s hand shot up and the blush of heat she felt on her face was nothing to do with the last sunshine of the day.

“Yes, miss,” she said and pointed towards the woman.

“Well, uh…, is it true that worshipers of the god Dionysus believed in satyrs?”

Vivienne felt her lips tightening together. Giving the tours was a way to bring in a little extra funds for the work and it had been made clear to her when she arrived at the dig that she’d be expected to help with that. She’d been happy to get involved, but had been surprised at just how many questions she’d had to field about satyrs. As usual, she took a second to gather herself before answering.

“It’s certainly been recorded. Satyrs are closely identified with Dionysus, which is not exactly a surprise. I’m sure you’re all aware that he was the Greek god of, among other things, wine and festivity and fertility. The legend of the satyr fits in with that because they were typically associated with mischief-making and ribaldry.”

“They liked to party,” the young woman commented in an amused voice.

It brought a titter from the others that ignited a stronger burn on Vivienne’s cheeks. She always got a little embarrassed by the satyr questions although couldn’t pretend she didn’t know anything about them. She’d been fascinated by the legend when she first heard about it and had done her own research. Not that she advertised the fact.

“Well, they were certainly known for their love of wine, nymphs and song,” she said. “There is an abundance of ancient texts that make those traits very clear.”

“Is it true they had the bottom half of a horse?” the woman went on.

The implication of the comment wasn’t lost on the others and the titter this time was a little louder. Vivienne tried to maintain her composure by clearing her throat before answering the question as professionally as she could.

“The earliest representations typically depicted them as nature spirits, with the lower half of a horse and the upper body of a human male. However, that changed over the centuries and in later times they were more likely to be shown with goat-like legs and horns. That’s the more commonly accepted portrayal of them these days.”

“A big horny beast then,” the woman quipped.

That elicited a few more chuckles from the others, so Vivienne decided it was time to bring the tour to a conclusion before she was asked about the exaggeratedly large manhood that satyrs were said to possess.

“That could certainly be said about them,” she said to respond to the remark before going on quickly. “If you follow me, I’ll take you to the exit.”

She didn’t give the chance for anything else to be asked by moving off and was relieved that the tour group simply followed on, without further comment. When she reached the gate in the fence that surrounded the dig site, she quickly unlocked it. She accepted the thanks given to her with gracious nods as the people moved past her to leave the site, so they could head back in the direction of their tour bus.

When the last person was gone, she was quick to secure the gate then made her way back to the portable cabin used by the workers. Going inside, she moved to her seat and flopped down on it. Taking off her hat, she put it down on the desk between her and the older man sitting opposite.

“How did that go?” Mr. Dimitriou asked.

“Yeah, it was fine,” Vivienne replied then made a show of rolling her eyes. “Did end with another query about satyrs though.”

The dig director let out a hearty laugh as he shook his head. She’d thought he’d be annoyed when she told him that people on the tours were asking about that particular subject the first time it occurred, but he’d explained that it wasn’t so unusual. Plenty of people who came to the dig over the previous summers had done the same.

“Well,” he said when he stopped chuckling. “It’s good to see people taking an interest in Greek mythology. If it brings them here to pay for a tour of the site then long may it continue.”

“I thought it was only archaeology nerds like me who knew about these more obscure legends,” she joked.

“That’s the internet for you,” Mr. Dimitriou shot back. “Expands people’s knowledge.”

“There’s more to learn about than satyrs,” Vivienne said. “I could name plenty of other fantastic legends.”

“You know the old saying,” he commented. “Sex sells and there’s no doubt that satyrs win hands down on that front when it comes to Greek mythology.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Vivienne conceded.

“Did you see the finds brought in this afternoon?” he asked to move the topic of conversation on.

“Not yet,” Vivienne replied.

She was beckoned by the dig director when he rose to his feet and she followed him over to the trays set out on tables at the end of the cabin. He took her through what had been found and she spent the remainder of the afternoon photographing and cataloging the artifacts to make an accurate record of them. It was starting to get dark when she finished. She glanced across the cabin to see the others getting ready to leave, so hurried to join them.

She still had the keys and used them to lock the cabin when everyone had stepped out of it. They then made their way to the exit. She was the one who let them out the gate then ensured it was properly secured when everyone had left the site.

When she finished doing that, she saw Mr. Dimitriou had already moved off and was deep in a conversation with one of the other archaeologists. She didn’t want to disturb him, so simply shoved the keys in her pocket before setting off for the walk through the surrounding woodland to the summer campsite that had been set up for the workers.

The food was ready for them when they arrived and they sat together in the canteen tent to eat their evening meal. Discussions went on for a while afterwards about that day’s finds and the plans for the following morning, but the conversation eventually came to an end. Getting up, they left the canteen tent and Vivienne felt the tiredness of the long hours in the sun.

“OK, I’ll see you in the morning,” she said to the others and made her way to the tent she’d called home for the last couple of months.

***

Stepping inside her tent, Vivienne pulled up the zipper to close herself inside then went over to the camp bed. She felt sticky with sweat from a day’s labor and knew she should probably have a shower before lying down. It felt like too much of a chore at that moment though, so she decided to let the others go to the makeshift restroom first. She would go later when it was quieter. The heat of the evening made her strip down to just her panties. She then got a towel to give herself a quick rubdown before laying it on the covers to flop down on it.

Slinging an arm over her eyes, she tried to relax in the darkness. Her brain remained stubbornly active though, with her thoughts focusing for a long while on the artifacts she’d been cataloging before the walk back to camp.

It was something else she eventually started thinking about though. She grimaced when memories of the tour group’s questions about satyrs filled her head. The image of one she’d viewed on the internet came to mind and her lips tightened together when she felt the pulse of heat between her thighs.

“For fuck’s sake,” she berated herself then turned onto her belly to bury her face in the pillow and her mocking comment came out muffled. “You’re a big horny beast yourself.”

There was a certain amount of truth to that. Sex hadn’t been a part of her life since she arrived in Greece and that was frustrating for a number of reasons. Firstly because she and her boyfriend had been like bunnies in heat in the lead up to them parting for the summer months. She’d gone from literally overdosing on sex like never before in her life to a frustrating period of celibacy. Thinking of that made her grimace again and she pushed her face harder into the pillow to stifle the sound of her curse before rolling over onto her back.

“Is he your boyfriend?” she mused as thoughts of Joey filled her head.

In truth, she wasn’t sure of the answer to that question. They’d known each other since they started college and had always been friendly although they hadn’t actually got together as a couple until that year. It appeared she was more into him than he was to her though. That was all but confirmed to her on the day before she left for Greece.

He was the one who made the suggestion they take a break from each other during the summer months. Hearing the words didn’t exactly ruin her life, but the fact he didn’t want them to remain faithful to each other while they were apart came out of the blue. He’d decided to spend the time off from college helping with his family business and there was no doubt that would bring him into contact with some of his old flames at home. She felt the flash of jealousy and it annoyed her.

“Dickhead,” she muttered.

He was likely spending his summer fucking girls, while she was in Greece working her ass off and not fucking anyone. The sudden notion to phone him flashed through her mind, but she shrugged it off immediately.

“Way too needy,” she berated herself. “Just find someone to get naked with and play him at his own game.”

The comment brought out a sarcastic titter. There were no men on the site under the age of fifty and she was sure not one of them saw her as anything other than an archaeology nerd. Not that she really wanted them to. It left her with the option of her hand or nothing. That thought sparked the temptation to play, but she dismissed it immediately. The idea that someone might pass by the tent and hear her masturbating was way too mortifying, so she wasn’t about to risk it.

She lay on the bed for a while longer, but thoughts of Joey stayed in her head and reminded her of the sex they had shared. Trying to turn her thoughts to another topic proved futile, with the pulse of heat stubbornly refusing to go away and she squeezed her thighs tightly together until she couldn’t stand the sensation.

“Cold shower,” she told herself and got up from the bed.

Putting on a t-shirt and shorts, she got a towel then unzipped her tent to walk outside in the darkness. There was no one in sight on the short walk to the large portable cabin that was fitted out as a restroom. The place was empty when she went inside. She moved to one of the showers and shut herself inside the stall before stripping off.

Hanging her clothes and the towel on the door hook, she moved over to stand under the large showerhead before switching it on. She knew it wasn’t cold water that would take away the ache between her thighs though. Even as she’d said the words to herself in her tent, she knew that wasn’t the real reason she got her up from the camp bed to visit the restroom. The sound of the rushing water provided cover for the opportunity to play and rid herself of arousal she knew wouldn’t leave her body if she didn’t make herself climax.

She stood under the water for only a few seconds before leaning back against the wall. Closing her eyes, she settled her hands on her belly and the fluttering ripple of her muscles started right away. Sliding the touch higher, she cupped her breasts to squeeze and let out a gasp at just how sensitive they felt.

It brought thoughts of the way Joey went after her nipples with his mouth whenever he got her naked and she bit her lip to stifle the sound of a groan. Thinking about her boyfriend sparked memories of some of the insatiable nights they’d spent together. There were times they couldn’t get enough of each other and she suddenly wondered if sex was all he’d ever wanted from her.

“Fuck off,” she cursed.

She loved it when they got wild and having him worship every inch of her body had given her some of the best sex of her life. It’s what she tried to think about as she slid her hands lower, but in her mind she started picturing him with someone else.

“FUCK. OFF,” she let out a little too loudly and sank her teeth into her lip to shut herself up.

Pushing back harder against the wall let her spread her legs and the pulsing throb of arousal grew stronger before she even got a hand between her thighs. When she touched on her slick mound, her buttocks clenched to make her muscles tighten and she bit her lip harder as the swell of pleasure really lit up in her body.

The quiver of her thigh muscles made her legs tremble as she worked her fingers between slick folds of skin to expose her clitoris. Her head cracked against the wall when she threw it back and her neck stretched out as she began to circle her fingertips rapidly on the erect nub. A hot burn of arousal filled her veins and her breath came out in harsh, rasping gasps as she took herself closer.

“Oh god,” she hissed as she got her free hand to her tits to start groping them again.

Her body responded and she could feel the release she craved getting closer as she masturbated more enthusiastically. She was almost there when the sound of the restroom door opening brought her to an abrupt halt. Her face screwed up into a scowl and she pressed her fingertips hard on her clitoris. She hoped that it was just someone needing the toilet, who’d come and go quickly.

However, it seemed fate was in no mood to let her have what she wanted that day. She heard the door of the camp shower next to the one she was in open then close before the sound of the bolt sliding into place came to her. She cursed under her breath as whoever it was started to undress. For a second or two, she considered waiting it out to carry on when she was alone again then dismissed the idea.

She could already feel the unwanted intrusion taking away the heat of arousal between her thighs and there was no knowing how long the person would stay in the restroom. She eventually decided to just give up on the idea of getting the release she needed and moved back under the water to wash herself. The other shower was still running when she finished and she hurried to dry herself then put her clothes back on.

She let herself out of the stall, slung the towel over her shoulder and left the restroom to make her way back to the tent. An undercurrent of arousal was still there and for a moment she considered calling her boyfriend again. They’d enjoyed phone sex before, but it really wasn’t the time or place for it and the concern that she’d be heard knocked the idea on the head.

“He’s probably fucking some slut anyway,” she murmured in a frustrated voice and shook her head.

She needed to get her mind off him, so decided to phone her best friend instead. Sitting down on the camp bed, she looked to the small table at the side of it. That’s where she usually put her phone, but it wasn’t there and a frown creased her brow.

Getting up, she checked the pocket of the jeans she’d wore that day. All she found was the keys for the site and her wallet. She put them down on the table and the slight flutter of concern came alive when she checked again.

Her pockets were definitely empty and a check around her tent showed no sign of her phone. It made her cast her mind back to earlier in the evening. When she’d returned to the cabin after giving the tour, she’d got in a conversation with Mr. Dimitriou right away then followed him across to the table with the artifacts.

The others were preparing to leave when she finished the cataloging work and she’d hurried to join them. She played the events of that short period over and over in her mind. For the life of her, she couldn’t remember if in all the haste she’d opened the drawer of her desk to get her phone before leaving the cabin.

However, the more she thought about it the more she became convinced her phone was still in the drawer. She’d done that on a couple of occasions during her time working at the site and always hated not having it.

“Idiot,” she chastised herself, but the sudden notion flitted through her mind and she looked to the small table again.

Moving across to it, she picked up the keys. On the previous occasions, she didn’t have them and hadn’t wanted to disturb Mr. Dimitriou to ask for them. That wasn’t a concern this time. She had the keys in her possession and flirted with the idea of going back to the site to get her phone for a few seconds before making up her mind to do so.

***

A check of her watch showed Vivienne that it was almost eight in the evening. She patted her hand against one pocket of her shorts to make sure she had the keys then did the same with the other pocket to feel the small torch. It was all she needed for the visit to the dig site.

“OK,” she murmured and eased the zipper of the tent up slowly to make as little noise as possible.

She knew it was frowned upon to visit the site once the sun had gone down. The open trenches and work equipment had the potential to be hazardous even during the hours of daylight, but there was much more chance of an accident in the dark.

“Just get in and out quickly,” she told herself. Then no one would ever know she’d gone back to get her phone and she wouldn’t have to spend a boring night in her tent without it.

Easing the flap of the tent aside, she looked out. As far as she could see, there was no one around. She still waited a short while to make sure that really was the case before finally stepping outside. Hurrying to the edge of the campsite, she stopped to glance back. The place still appeared quiet, so she got moving to set off along the path through the woods.

The overhead canopy of branches and leaves seemed to deepen the gloom and it sparked nerves. It made her want to use the torch, but she decided not to until she was far enough away from the campsite to be one hundred percent sure the beam of light wouldn’t be seen. That meant she was still in darkness when a twinkling glimmer caught her attention out the corner of her eye. It brought her to a stop on the path.

“What the hell,” she muttered as she peered into the trees.

The light appeared to brighten as she stared and the way it started to flicker made her sure it was a fire. There had barely been a drop of rain during the months she’d been there and it brought the concern that the flames might really catch hold to spread in the dry leaf litter. She looked back in the direction she’d come and knew the campsite wasn’t too far off.

“Shit,” she cursed under breath as she considered what to do.

In the end, she knew she couldn’t just ignore the fire. It didn’t appear too big at the moment, but fear that it would take hold and put the campsite in danger meant she had to attempt to put it out or warn her workmates if she couldn’t.

“This is all I bloody need,” she muttered grimly as she stepped off the path.

She looked down to keep an eye on her footing as she moved carefully through the trees, but glanced up occasionally to make sure she was heading in the right direction. The fire didn’t look like it was intensifying as she closed in on it and she saw why when she reached the edge of a clearing.

The flames weren’t going to spread because they were contained in a pit encircled by a ring of rocks. That revealed what she’d come across was man-made although there was no one in sight. Well, there wasn’t as far as she could see in the darkness.

She lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across her mouth as she contemplated what to do, but the decision was made for her when she heard the snapping sound of a dry twig breaking. It made her dart behind the trunk of a tree just in time as the sound came to her of someone entering the clearing on the opposite side from where she was.

Curiosity made her want to take a peek, but there was fear as well that she might have stumbled across something she wasn’t meant to find. It left her in two minds about what to do. She eventually couldn’t resist and slowly eased herself into a position where she could sneak a look into the clearing. The sight that came to her in the dancing light of the flames was totally unexpected.

“What the hell is he up to?” she mouthed under her breath.

The fear didn’t leave her completely while she watched the person drop the branches at the side of the fire then straighten up. Thoughts of a friend who enjoyed cosplay flashed through her head. However, they dressed up in the privacy of their own home or for conventions. They didn’t indulge their passion in a clearing in the woods at the dead of night.

The man was wearing only sweatpants as far as she could tell. It left his torso bare to reveal dark, tanned skin and impressively honed muscles. His appearance also included long, talon-like nails adorning his fingers and little, white horns affixed to the top of his shoulders and his forehead. There was nothing small about the horns that sprung out from either side of his head though. They were impressively large.

As Vivienne took in the unusual sight, she caught movement and looked to see another man kitted out in a similar style enter the clearing from the darkness of the surrounding trees. He wasn’t carrying branches though. The flickering light of the fire illuminated what was clearly a large, white amphora, with the classic, two-handled storage vessel for wine beautifully decorated with birds and flowers.

Vivienne kept watching as he placed the amphora down on the ground close to the fire pit. The men shared some words that were too quiet for her to hear before the one who’d brought the amphora disappeared back into the trees. The one who’d set the branches down started breaking them up into smaller pieces to toss on the fire. Flames leapt higher in the air, with the crackle of burning wood becoming louder.

It wasn’t long before she saw another large amphora being carried into the clearing. This one was black and decorated with what looked like fighting scenes. For a moment she considered whether it was antique then dismissed the idea as ridiculous. It looked too perfect for that. They’d found broken pieces at the dig site, but the one she stared at appeared to be brand new. The man set it down beside the other one before he and his friend started circling the fire.

Vivienne glanced over her shoulder in the direction of the path she’d left not long before. She couldn’t see it in the darkness, but was sure she could easily get back to it. Curiosity got the better of her though and she turned her attention back to the bizarre scene playing out in the clearing.

The two men eventually came to a stop on opposite sides of the fire. Their mouths opened wide in a howling cry as they stretched out their arms to the side and cast their gazes up to the dark sky above. The sound sent a cold shiver trickling down Vivienne’s spine and she wondered if it would be heard at the campsite.

It definitely wasn’t something she’d noticed during her time there, with the sound stretching out for a good few seconds before the men started to chant in a language she assumed was Greek. Their arms remained outstretched, with their gazes still turned up to the sky as if they were making entreaties to the gods above.

Their voices rose to a crescendo that ended with another loud cry before they started to converse excitedly as they moved to the amphora. Each picked one up to bring it to their lips, but they did more than drink. The wine flooded out to spill down their bare torsos as if they wanted to immerse themselves fully in the wine.

Vivienne found herself fascinated as she watched the red liquid spill across their muscular torsos to soak their sweatpants. When the drinking ended, the two men dropped down to lie at the side of the fire and began animatedly chatting in a language she couldn’t comprehend.

She watched the scene play out for a little while longer, with the men intermittently getting up to drink more wine from the amphora before reclining by the side of the fire to carry on with their high-spirited discussion. The thought of why she’d left the campsite in the first place eventually came back to her and she decided it was time to beat a hasty retreat.

A last glance showed her the two men still deep in conversation. As she backed off, she kept the wide trunk of the tree between them and her. She was almost ready to turn, so she could quicken her pace when her heel caught a twisted root. It knocked her off balance and the care she’d been taking went out the window as she threw her other foot back to stop herself from falling.

It came down on a twig and the snap of it breaking made her freeze in place. She could only hope that the crackle of the flames and the men’s conversation meant she hadn’t been heard. Holding her breath, she moved her head to get a glimpse past the wide trunk. The shock of seeing the men looking in her direction sent an icy chill down her spine.

An awkward moment of still came to an abrupt end when the two men sprang to their feet then darted towards the edge of the clearing. Vivienne reacted immediately. She wasn’t about to hang around to find out what their intentions were. Spinning around, she raced back in the direction she’d come from and could hear the footsteps coming after her.

Panic set in and the sense that she’d seriously messed up intensified when she couldn’t find the path. It made her question if she’d ran in the right direction. She couldn’t tell in the darkness, but there was no chance to stop and try to get her bearings. The crash of footsteps following her through the trees grew louder and it made her run faster.

There was no escape though. She knew she’d been spotted when she heard an impassioned yell. Glancing over her shoulder got her a glimpse of the two men closing in, but taking a look behind was a mistake. She didn’t see the fallen branch in front of her until too late and her foot caught on it to send her tumbling to the ground.

Her desperate attempts at rising back to her feet ended when the men caught up to loom over her. The smiles on their faces were unnerving and she scrambled backwards on her butt until she bumped into a tree trunk. It stopped her moving and the dread of the situation washed over her like a cold blanket.

“Please,” she implored, but her entreaty was met with only one word in response when the two men looked at each other.

“Nymph.”

***

“Nymph, nymph, nymph.”

That the two men kept exuberantly repeating the word as they stared at each other made Vivienne frown. The dread she’d felt upon being caught was still there, but it was tinged with a growing bewilderment. She remained frozen in place against the trunk until the gazes fell on her. The soles of her shoes scuffed on the leaf litter, but there was no going anywhere. All her efforts did were push her back harder against the tree.

The men started talking to her although she couldn’t understand a word they were saying now. Their interest in her didn’t feel menacing. At least, not at that precise moment and she tried to make her voice confident when she spoke.

“What do you want?”

The two men looked at each other, shrugged and returned their attention to her. She flinched when they both reached down at the same time. Her wrists were grabbed, but the move wasn’t aggressive. However, it was insistent and yanked her up to her feet. She tried to free herself from their grip, but her struggles were in vain.

“Please,” she wailed and pulled harder.

There was no response from the men. However, they didn’t let go. She tried to resist the tugging on her wrist, but it was too strong and got her scuttling forward. Her gaze flitted around desperately in an attempt to get her bearings, but she had no idea where she was. She wasn’t sure of the direction she’d run in the hysteria of trying to get away. It certainly didn’t get her back to the path and she didn’t recognize any of her surroundings at first.

It was only when she saw the flicker of flames piercing the darkness ahead of them that she realized she’d been brought back to the clearing. She was sure she was taken past the tree she’d used to conceal herself while she’d watched the men. It gave her hope that she could get back to the path then the campsite. If she could free herself, that was. The grip on her wrists was far too strong for her to manage it at that moment though and she could do nothing but let herself be led into the open space.

It was only when they reached the fire that the tight grip ended. A shove on her shoulder made her sit down on the grass and her gaze flitted between the two men. One went to get an amphora, while the other remained standing beside her. Neither acted in a manner she perceived as threatening, but she got the impression if she tried to escape they would run her down again.

Her gaze fixed on the man standing beside her. Up close, the costume he wore looked almost lifelike and her eyes roamed over it until the other man returned. He pushed the amphora against her arm and she looked up at him. She didn’t understand the words he said, but didn’t need to. It was obvious what he wanted, but she lifted a hand to wave off the attempt to get her to take a drink.

The amphora was pushed insistently against her arm and she tried to shuffle back on her butt to get away from it. The man shrugged when he looked at his friend before raising the large drinking vessel. He opened his mouth wide, but a lot of the alcohol spilled down across his muscular torso in the way she’d watched them do before.

She caught the aromatic scent of the red wine in the light breeze and narrowed her eyes as she continued watching. The two men passed the amphora between them, with the chat that passed back and forth becoming all the more excitable. She glanced over her shoulder towards the edge of the clearing, but the silence a few seconds later made her return her attention to the men. The amphora was shoved against her arm again, but she didn’t take it.

The men started repeating the word nymph again. It was the only thing she understood and the unease she felt became tinged with a weird curiosity as they kept drinking. She wasn’t sure if the amphora was empty when they stopped, but it was dropped on the ground. Her gaze fixed on the rivulets of red wine trickling down across their muscular physiques.

“No wait,” she shouted when she saw them both grab at their sweatpants, but what came into sight when they shoved them down made her mouth flap wide open.

Neither of them were wearing anything beneath the sweatpants and she started to shake her head in disbelief as she stared at what were clearly goat legs. It seemed unreal. She tried to convince herself she was still looking at an elaborate costume, but a tiny, nagging voice at the back of her head told her that wasn’t true.

“No, no, no,” she muttered as she kept shaking her head.

Memories of the questions she’d been asked about satyrs by the young woman flashed through her head. It made her think of the illustrations she’d seen in text books and on the internet. All of them depicted what was supposed to be a mythical legend sporting an enormously erect phallus.

It was no illustration she looked at now though. Neither phallus was erect, but they appeared huge and hung against the sturdy thighs of muscular goat legs. She closed her eyes in the futile hope that she’d open them to find out it was just her imagination playing tricks in the flickering light of the fire. The scene didn’t change though.

Thoughts tumbled through her head and she found herself unable to tear her gaze from the incredible sight directly in front of her. The men stepped closer and it made her all the more certain she wasn’t inspecting elaborate costumes.

But that was impossible. Satyrs were nothing more than myths borne of the fanciful imaginations of the ancients. They weren’t real. At least, they shouldn’t be. That’s what she believed. Well, up until that moment it’s what she believed. The sight in front of her made a mockery of that.

“Nymph.”

That word again. Her eyes were open wide when she looked up at two excited faces. A nymph was clearly what they thought she was.

“No, no, no,” she stammered and jabbed a finger against her chest. “Girl, I’m a girl, not a…”

“Nymph.”

“Oh, shit, shit,” she cursed as she shuffled back on her butt.

There was no getting away though. Hands grasped hold of her wrists to pull her up to her feet. Before she could stop it, her t-shirt was grabbed to pull it up. Try as she might, she couldn’t stop it being taken from her. That bared her breasts and she let out a gasping whine as she crossed her arms over her chest to cover herself up.

Her wrists were grabbed again. She fought against her arms being pulled away, but couldn’t stop it and saw the gazes fix on her pert, naked breasts. It should have filled her with angst, but the way the two satyrs looked at her brought a fluttering sensation to her belly that felt so utterly disgraceful.

“I’m a girl,” she yelled. “Not a forest nymph.”

The satyrs looked at each other before their lecherous gazes came back to her half-naked body. Thoughts flooded her mind. The conversation with the tour group girl about satyrs, her failed attempts at masturbating that evening, images of her boyfriend fucking other girls, her idea that she should find someone she could fuck to play him at his own game.

Well, she hadn’t gone looking for someone to fuck. But someone had found her or something. A glance down to the groins of the satyrs showed that sex was very much on their minds. The swell of arousal was starting to show and it reminded her of the tour group girl referring to satyrs as big horny beasts that liked to party.

The two in front of her had sent their exhortations up to the gods above, drank wine and now they had a nymph. At least, that’s what they appeared to be thinking as their lascivious gazes roamed over her slender figure. It made her gulp down a heavy breath. She should try running again, try to escape their clutches, but couldn’t get herself to do it.

“Oh god,” she let out in a despairing wail as dirty thoughts she shouldn’t have flashed through her mind.

She looked at the huge horns on their heads then let her gaze slide down muscular torsos to the huge, swelling erections of two legends that shouldn’t exist. They stepped forward to get right in front of her and she reached out. A squeal burst from her lips when she grabbed hold of a horn then let go immediately. It didn’t feel fake.

Instinct made her try to cover up when both satyrs reached out to her, but her efforts were easily brushed aside and she let out heavy gasps of breath at the rugged manner in which her naked breasts were groped by rough, calloused hands. It brought an excitement that felt so shameful. She shouldn’t let it happen, but couldn’t stop it or pretend she hated the attention being so avidly lavished on her by a couple of fabled beasts. It was making her hot in a way she knew was so utterly wrong.

“Oh god, oh god,” she whined in a louder voice when she looked down to the swell of hard flesh.

She knew the legend of the satyr, knew their predilection was for wine, merriment and nymphs. However, it wasn’t just an ancient tale from a text book now. The situation she found herself in was real. There were two horned beasts right there before her. They’d enjoyed their wine and were now looking to have more merriment by ravishing a nymph. That’s what they viewed her as. They’d found her in the woods and claimed her.

The hands of one came up to her hair and she let out a shriek that ended when she was pulled to a forceful kiss. She was held in an embrace that squashed her naked breasts against the honed muscles of a strapping torso soaked in wine. There was no escaping it until the grip of the satyr loosened to let her pull away.

The other one had picked up the amphora which still had wine in it and she looked at the drinking vessel being held out to her. That gave her a choice to make. Take it and give herself to a couple of big, horny beasts or try to escape from them. The turmoil in her mind made her rock her head back to look up at the darkness above. She’d made up her mind what she was going to do when she brought her attention back down.

“Fuck it,” she cursed loudly then reached out to take the wine.

***

The drink turned to something more.

As Vivienne brought the amphora to her lips to gulp down some of the wine, a hand on the bottom of the vessel tilted it higher. There was barely a chance for her to let out a shriek before her chin was flooded. Red alcohol spilled down across her bare torso to soak it as the two satyrs had done to themselves.

She dragged the amphora away from her lips to gasp for breath. The satyr were on her in an instant, with their long tongues lapping at the wine on her bare skin. It engulfed her in shudders and her instinct was to pull back. Strong hands stopped her from doing it, but she still struggled in the tight grasp as licks began to rasp across her naked breasts.

Her boyfriend had always gone after her nipples with a passion during foreplay, but his excitement at getting his mouth on her naked skin was nothing compared to the prodigious sexual appetite of two aroused satyr with their nymph. Their grasping hands held her in place, so their tongues could explore every inch of her as they chased the trickles of wine.

The flush of heat it brought between her thighs engulfed her in stronger shudders as she willingly gave in to let the satyr have their voracious merriment. Her head rocked back to look up at the darkness above again as she gave in to being the sex object they wanted. When they backed off,  she brought her gaze down to see them looking at the amphora she still held.

“Oh god, I’m so going to hell,” she let out under her breath as she brought the drinking vessel back to her lips.

There was no help needed this time. She gulped down some of the aromatic wine before letting more of it spill over her torso, with the tease of inflaming the lust of two satyr being a bigger thrill than she could have ever imagined. It got their tongues back on her naked skin and they went further this time. The hunger with which they went after her nipples turned her into a quivering wreck.

Her knees threatened to buckle under the deliciously forceful assault on her breasts, but the grip of strong hands held her upright. She closed her eyes as she rocked her head back again. It stretched out her neck and there was no holding in the groans when lapping licks began to trail up her throat.

Hands scrabbled at her shorts to pull them down and they slid to her ankles when the two satyr backed off again. It left her standing in just a pair of skimpy panties and there was no missing the lecherous gazes taking in her almost nakedness. A look at their groins turned her jaw slack when she saw the way their swelling erections jutted out. The size was almost menacing and she couldn’t resist.

She made one of the satyrs take the amphora to free up both her hands. They started drinking as she reached out and she felt like such a dirty slut when she took hold of their growing erections. Her mouth opened wider when she felt the fierce, pulsing throb of hot blood stiffening flesh. That she couldn’t get her fingers around the impressive girth unnerved her.

“Way too big,” she muttered nervously, but didn’t let go.

Instead, she tightened her grip on hard flesh to hold on as the two satyrs passed the amphora back and forth to gulp down wine. When they stopped drinking, they grabbed her hands to pull her touch away from their groins. It put her in their clutches when they shoved her down to her back on the grass.

Her shorts were dragged away from around her ankles before grasping fingers grabbed hold to make her spread her legs. The instinct to cover herself up was there again, but she didn’t do it. Her gaze went up to the faces of the two satyr. Their eyes were fixed between her thighs and she knew they could probably see the outline of her puffy, flushed pussy lips through her panties.

It made her want to be bad in a way she couldn’t begin to explain to herself. She grabbed at the waistband of her underwear to pull on it, so the thin material stretched tightly across her mound. The satyr holding the amphora dropped to its knees to pour wine on her belly and it ran down between her spread legs to soak her panties. The other satyr dropped down too, with their heads immediately ducking down.

Hands on her inner thighs shoved them wider as ferocious licks rasped across her panties. Looking down her body got her the sight of large horns and she grabbed at them to pull the satyr onto her. The way she was acting felt out of control, with the thought flashing through her head that it wasn’t only the satyr who had a prodigious sexual appetite. She’d barely drank any wine. Most of it had spilled down her body, but the heady feelings taking her over felt so reckless and she gave in to them.

“Yes, yes,” she yelled as she pulled harder on the horns of lustful beasts intent on using her for the sex they craved.

The head of a satyr popped up and the eye contact with it felt spellbinding. Heavy breaths made her chest heave and its gaze slid to the rise and fall of her breasts. She grabbed hold to squeeze them together, as if she was offering them up to be used and she knew her promiscuous invitation would be accepted.

Hands grasped at her panties when both satyr moved out from between her spread thighs. She closed her legs to let her underwear be dragged down, so it could be taken from her. Hands on her ankles dragged them apart again and it left her lying completely exposed and at the mercy of two aroused legends. She saw they way they ogled her pussy before they looked at each other.

A moment of still ended when one of the satyrs ducked back down between her spread thighs. Sharp, talon-like nails scratched up her inner thighs to make her muscles spasm, with the delicious torment making her back arch up from the grass. That stretched out her torso as a touch dug into the soft folds of her vulva to spread them.

It opened her up to a long, probing tongue that plunged forcefully into her pussy to make her cry out. She closed her eyes for a second as the touch slid deeper inside, but opened them again when she felt the weight pressing down on her midriff. The satyr she’d offered her breasts to was right there staring down at her.

The fluttering quiver of her thigh muscles became relentless as the tongue of the satyr between her thighs ate her out ravenously. Its head buried right in between her spread thighs, with the piercing touch of its sharp nails digging into her flesh to open her pussy wider until she couldn’t hold in the groans.

Her hand was grabbed to pull it to the hard cock of the satyr straddling her torso. She was struck again by just how thick the girth was. That wasn’t all that was impressive about its erect manhood. She brought her other hand to it, so she could grasp hold with both and that didn’t come close to covering half the length. It seemed unbelievable.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she let out in a hoarse rasp of breath as she started pumping her hands to work them along the satyr’s erection.

She saw the way her efforts made its pelvic muscles tense as it tried to thrust into her grip. Her bum rubbed on the grass as the probing tongue of the other satyr ravaged her pussy to make her squirm restlessly. It felt like it was going so deep inside her, with her hips starting to judder uncontrollably as the hot pleasure of the oral sex coursed through her veins.

She pulled the hard cock she held down into her cleavage. The satyr grabbed at her tits to squeeze them around its shaft as it started to thrust. It made her let go to get a hand to her mouth. She spat on her palm then rubbed the lubrication on its thick erection and kept doing that to make the tit-fuck slippery.

“Oh fuck, fuck,” she gasped as the satyr jerked its groin forward with more purpose to make her tits bounce under the savage assault.

The tongue of the satyr between her thighs came out of her pussy and her buttocks clenched tightly when she felt the rough way her clitoris was exposed. Her breathing grew ever more ragged as rasping licks swept across the little bud to make it swell erect. It made her so sensitive and the aching need for a release made her push towards the rugged lapping on her naked skin.

She shuddered when the fingers digging into the soft flesh of her breasts let go to free the hard cock from between them. That ended the tit-fuck and she wrapped her fingers around the satyr’s shaft as it shuffled up her body on its knees. She pulled its cock to her mouth and heard the sound of hoarse, heaving grunts when she started to roll her tongue around the slick glans.

The licking on her clitoris grew more voracious to take her so close and the burning need in her body became tortuous as she craved an orgasm. It made her pull harder on the cock in her hands to take the thick head in her mouth. The satyr threw itself to all fours over her, with its groin right above her face. It started trying to thrust into her mouth, but she held on tightly to its erection in an attempt to control the action.

She heard louder grunts as it pumped its hips in a frantic attempt to fuck her mouth, but her grip on its shaft held it back and it eventually pulled its erection from her grasp to move away from over her. Its call made the other satyr lift its head from between her thighs and that ended the licking on her clitoris before she got the relief she craved.

“Please,” she groaned in a needy voice, but she knew the attention just lavished on her would lead to more.

***

The satyr between her thighs rose up on its knees and shuffled forward until its heavy balls were pressed against her slick mound. She lifted her head to see just how far its huge erection stretched up her belly. Pressing her hand on its shaft held it down against her naked skin to show all the more just how far it would go inside her. It unnerved her, but she wasn’t about to stop.

The satyr weren’t either. She let out gasping cries as they manhandled her onto all fours then moved into position. The one who’d straddled her chest got in front of her on its knees and grabbed its erection to shove the head against her lips.

She tried to balance herself on one hand to get the fingers of her other hand wrapped around its shaft, but her efforts were brushed aside. The satyr wasn’t going to let her take hold now. It wanted its hard cock fucking into her mouth, with nothing holding it back and it grabbed hold of her hair.

“Fuck, fuck,” Vivienne cursed, but saying the words let hard cock slide into her mouth.

It wasn’t only that which was about to be used though. The satyr behind pushed against her and its thick shaft pressed in between her rounded cheeks. She could feel the hot, pulsing throb of its arousal against her puckered skin. It made her push back to grind against the hardness as the grip in her hair tightened.

There was no stopping a huge cock sliding a little more into her mouth. That stretched her lips obscenely wide, but she still tried to work her tongue around the slick head in the vain hope that would satisfy a wild beast. It wanted more though. So much more. Its hands clamped on her head and she squeezed her eyes shut as its erection started fucking into her mouth.

There was no getting a breath as the thick girth kept her lips spread wide. Hard thrusts made the tip slide to the back of her throat, with the sound of her gagging really igniting the lust of the two satyrs. The grip on her head tightened to hold it in place, so her mouth could be ravished.

At the same time, sharp nails grasped at her buttocks to spread them and the tongue of the satyr behind got to work again. This time it rasped across her asshole to soak it. Tension gripped hold as every nerve ending in her body screamed with pleasure. Her eyes started to water as hard cock fucked down her throat, with the gurgling sound of her desperate gasps filling the air around them.

She tried to balance herself on one hand again in an attempt to get the other to the midriff of the satyr in front. It was impossible though. The satyr behind straightened up to push its groin against her ass and that forced her onto the cock in her mouth. She was trapped in place by the savage desires of two insatiable legends that shouldn’t even exist. They did though and wanted their nymph with a ravenous passion.

Hard cock rubbed against her tight slit, with a slick flush of arousal making her soaking wet. It was the way she got with her boyfriend when they had sex and his erection always slid in easily. That wasn’t the case with a well endowed satyr though. The thickness of its girth slowly stretched out her pussy until the swollen head slipped inside. Just that was enough to make her feel full, but it was only the start.

She was being roughly broken in, with the huge cock in her mouth almost sliding down her throat as she was pushed onto it by the satyr behind driving its massive manhood into her tight pussy. Its nails dug into the flesh of her hips as it took a tight grip and it left her pinned in place between them, with her pussy and mouth filled to the brim with hot, hard flesh.

That made her try again to push her palm on the midriff of the satyr in front, but it wasn’t to be denied what it wanted. It kept thrusting forcefully until its erection was soaked in her spit. Long, dangling strings of it hung from her lips when the rugged mouth fuck ended. The hand she had on its midriff was grabbed to be pulled to its shaft and she took hold to eagerly start stroking.

She could feel the strong, pulsing throb of the erection inside her pussy as it was fucked deeper. The grip on her hips tightened and she cried out when thrusts began to crash against her naked cheeks. It felt brutal to take such a big cock so roughly, but she couldn’t believe just how much she wanted the action.

Pulling the erection in her hand to her mouth let her lick down all the way to heavy balls. It made her all too aware of just how much bigger they were than her boyfriends. She lapped at them as the satyr behind got into its stride to fuck her roughly. It made her feel so needy again for a release from the tension and she closed her eyes as the pleasure of being taken so brutally from behind got her edging.

She was so close to what she wanted when the satyr in front backed off and pulled her hand away from its erection. It grabbed hold to drag her forward and she let out a desperate groan when she was yanked off the hard cock fucking her pussy to deny her the orgasm she craved. It was all she could do to take in a breath before the action continued.

The satyr in front of her dropped down to get on its back and manhandled her into position straddling its waist. It wanted more than her mouth and grabbed its erection to make it stand up from its groin. Its other hand clamped onto her hip to pull her down and she shuddered when her pussy was stretched out by the thick head of another raging erection.

Feeling herself being pulled down onto a huge cock started her thigh muscles quivering and she threw herself forward to slap her hands on the brawny muscles of the satyr’s strapping torso. It got both its hands on her hips to make her take more of its thick erection until she was sure no more would fit inside her. It was only then that she realized what was about to happen.

“Oh wait, please, please,” she wailed, but the grip on her hips held her tightly in place.

She felt fingers sinking into the flesh of her ass to spread her buttocks wider apart and it left her in the most vulnerable position of her life. The tip of the other satyrs erection rubbed against her spit-soaked asshole. There was no escape from the onslaught and she sank her teeth into her lip as she tried to relax. That’s not what her sphincter wanted to do. It clenched tighter as the pressure increased and she started to cry out as the resistance of her muscles was slowly broken until the thick head slipped inside.

A loud grunt of pleasure came to her as another strong pair of hands clamped onto her hips. The protest of her muscles gave way to hot, fluttering pleasure as she let herself be violated by the rigid, throbbing erections of two horny beasts. The double penetration made her feel like such a dirty whore, but got her edging again straight away and the quiver of her muscles became uncontrollable as both her holes were deliciously ruined by big cock.

Being held in the clutches of two satyrs forcing their erections deeper was too much and her cries turned to hoarse, shouted curses as her body succumbed. It was like nothing before. The knot of tension in her belly exploded to a toe-curling pleasure that flooded her body to leave her writhing in the tight grip of strong hands.

Her excitement sparked the satyr, with both starting to thrust at the same time to fuck her. Their big, hard cocks plowed her tight holes roughly and she rode the waves of pleasure to take her climax to a shattering high. The tension returned, with the powerful contractions making her asshole and pussy clamp around their shafts as they drove in deep over and over again.

That caught her in a heady elation that stretched out as she was bred by two beasts driven crazy by her naked body. The relaxation hit hard to make her go limp in their grasp as their excitement came out in a fevered onslaught that made her take huge cock harder and faster until the tightness of her asshole was too much for the satyr behind.

Its final, ravaging thrust got her impaled on its manhood and she felt the quiver of hard flesh erupt to hot spurts of cum flooding her asshole. The satyr under her bucked up harder still from the grass to pound her pussy in a wild frenzy. Its excitement peaked to make it drag her down on almost the full length of its erection as it let go.

Vivienne’s mouth opened wide as she was held on both spurting erections, with the satyrs in their element as she let them breed her. She was their nymph and they took full advantage of that by emptying their balls until her pussy and asshole were overflowing with their thick seed.

Their cries of pleasure filled the clearing as they kept her trapped between them and started fucking her again when their climaxes ended. She closed her eyes as they took a last pleasure from her naked body to give her the same. The power eventually began to drain from their erections and it was the satyr behind who backed off first.

A few seconds more passed as she was held on the erection of the satyr under her. She could feel the pulsing throb of its lust fading inside her pussy, but had to wait until its grip on her hips ended to throw herself down to an exhausted heap on the grass. Closing her eyes, she lay on her back as she tried to regain her strength.

She only opened her eyes again when her arm was bumped and she looked to see the amphora being held out to her. That it still had wine in it amazed her, but she wanted a drink and sat up to take it. She gulped down a few mouthfuls of wine before handing it back. A look around showed her where her clothes had been discarded on the grass and she crawled around to get them.

She wasn’t stopped from getting dressed when she rose to her feet. At first, she just slowly backed away from the two satyr. They made no attempt to follow, so she turned and ran. It was only when she reached the edge of the clearing that she stopped. Turning, she looked back to wine still being shared.

She lifted a hand to wipe it across her mouth. As she watched the satyr, she could feel their cum spilling out of her ruined holes to soak her panties and shorts. It felt so dirty. What just happened seemed utterly inconceivable, but she hadn’t been dreaming. The satyr had been as real as she was and her gaze slid to the way their flaccid cocks now hung against the muscly thighs of their goat legs.

“No way,” she muttered as a thought came in her head.

The stories she’d read portrayed satyrs as permanently erect with desire although she now knew that wasn’t true. Not that she was ever going to tell anyone. However, her frustrating period of celibacy had come to a spectacular end and there was still five weeks of her Greek odyssey to go.

“Oh, don’t you even fucking think about it,” she muttered as she pulled her gaze from the scene in the clearing and turned around to walk into the darkness of the trees.

She knew the temptation would play on her mind, however, and that she might very well let herself be caught in the woods to once more become the nymph of two big, horny beasts.


Author Carry Cockburn

Stories Available include:

Demon Deal

Tramp Stamped by the Hot Vamp

Head for the Horseman

Beastly Beset Upon

The Reluctant Heiress

Lady Harlot and the Lord

A Salacious Sale

Innocence Taken

Sinful Salvation

Lady Sarah’s Sinful Seduction

Step-Mom Sex-Bomb

Step Sis One Kiss

Sweet Auntie Peg

Daddy’s Dirty Dolly

Going Back to Big Black

The Big Bitch

The Prettiest Dress

Not Just P in V Book 1 – Red Raincoat

Not Just P in V Book 2 – Big Boy

Not Just P in V Book 3 – Double Delight

Stranded Ride

My Dirty Valentine

Sissy Sam’s Sweet Night Out

Sweet Jelly Chocolate Curves

Tug Boat

Under the Bad Boy Doctors

Teaching Tricks

Ring Popped

Hot Wife Sissy Husband

Big Beautiful

Practice Girl

Bimboy Blacked

Little PAWG Blacked

Secretly Sinful

Blacked Annie

One Pair

Free-Fun Zone: An Erotic Adventure

Shy Girl Spanked

Buck the Cuck

Cougar Toy Bundle (3 Stories)

Swapping Kinks Bundle (3 Stories)

Dolly Dress-up Bundle (3 Stories)

Spanked, Face Up

His FemDom Obsession

Gang Girls: A FemDom Fantasy

Erotic Exotic

Demon in Heels

Little T

His Body Was Hers: Pink Panties Feminisation

Her Body Was His: Forced Submission of the Girl Next Door

Her Body Said Yes/Her Body Said Yes 2

Tokyo Groping

Rear Examination: A FemDom Fantasy

The Doctor's Fantasy/The Doctor’s Fantasy 2

Erotic Flashes (6 Stories)

Erotic Flashes 2 (6 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales: The Sex Stories of a Very Naughty Girl (3 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales 2: A Naughty Girl Gets Naughtier (3 Stories)

Pick Your Kink!

cover.jpeg
BIG HORNY

‘/'\
g

BEASTS

B

A Naughty Monster Tale

I} )

\ {
¥

/AM‘\

/

i
¥

g

W “ )%

CARRY COCKBURN





