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In an act of worship to the god and goddess, loyalists built temples to Dionysus and Hera on low hills that approached the sacred summit. Between these temples a large garden curved around the side of Olympus, providing a terrace of serenity and pleasure there between the mountain and the woods.







Codel has sacrificed much to serve the Queen goddess, Hera, in the Antheian Gardens. She gives comfort and pleasure to faithful and esteemed mothers, attending to the temple and the beautiful fields that surround it. Soon, the young servant girl is spurred out into the wilds as she pursues a beast that had intruded into the terrace and stolen from the sacred vines.



She may find that the thieving beast is not what she expected, and that the domain of the wild has secrets of healing and erotism that the human woman had never known.











Tags: Erotica, Lesbian, Romance, Fantasy, Mythology, Satyr, Faun, Greek, Servant, Oral, Suckling Breasts, Facesitting, fur, horns, nature, magic.







Word Count: 10300














[image: ]







Although the grandest of the world’s mountains loomed above it, and the most lush and mystifying forests enclosed it against that stone ascent, there were few places more beautiful to the mortal eye than the Antheian Gardens. In an act of worship to the god and goddess, loyalists built temples to Dionysus and Hera on low hills that approached the sacred summit. Between these temples a large garden curved around the side of Olympus, providing a terrace of serenity and pleasure there between the mountain and the woods.



Hera’s side of the garden was an epitome of true leisure. Pools, partially obscured by finely trimmed hedges, provided mothers and the expecting a place bathe or soak. The water that fed them flowed through a series of tunnels that brought the water near the heart of the mountain, to warm it, before passing it through the pools. The women here would want for nothing, as servants attended to their every need.



For this was the place of the Mother goddess, and none were closer to Hera than matriarchs of righteous homes. Only those of great esteem and beauty were chosen to leave the city and come to this place in the final weeks of their pregnancy. Here they would remain until a time after childbirth, ascertaining that this sacred period of the mother’s life was as blissful and gentle as possible.



Someone needed to trim the bushes and wash the sheets; someone had to care for the women and prepare the food. For a women of poverty, such was at once an honor and a forlorn duty.



Codel served both gods here, but it was Hera that she had prayed to, and to Hera that she had dedicated her life. The young woman was blonde and fair in appearance, with wry features and a well-defined, good-natured grin. Her hair was cut short and combed cleanly, and a single pearl earring adorned her left ear. She was not unmarriageable at twenty-three years of age, but she did not intend to abandon the service of Hera for many years to come. Now she knelt nearer to the center of the garden, where a plot of grapes was shared between the deities. Whatever quarrel between them, both shared in the blessed fruit.



The servant girl’s wicker basket had been filled to the brim with the plump, green, grapes. She inspected each bushel as she picked it, plucking off any unsuitable grapes and returning them to the soil. Codel knelt there in a toga adorned the ornate image of peacock in golden filigree, her knees settled upon a white cloth that kept her off the dirt. Although she was a servant to the gods and expected to present herself as humble and lowly, fine clothes and cleanliness were among both her luxuries and obligations.



Codel hummed softly as she gathered up her basket and cloth to stand. Out of the corner of her eyes she could see a breach in the hedges that lined the grape plantation. It was unsightly beside the well-trimmed furnishings of the garden, and she approached it. Through the gap she could see the field that separated the garden from the woods. It was as though an animal of some manner had thrown itself through the hedge in a violent effort to either enter or escape.



She peered down attentively at the soil, and noticed a track there. It was like that of a goat, sunken more than an inch into the soft loam. So too was there a small strand of coarse hair clinging to one of the shrubs branches. She was not troubled by it. A goat in the garden would soon be caught, and it was a grand opportunity for a feast and sacrifice.



“Girl,” A woman’s voice inquired from the main vineyard path.



Codel immediately rose to her feet and swiveled on her heels, adopting a respectful and collected posture as she politely directed her attention toward the voice. The servant’s expression was ever amiable, but her amber eyes expressed a degree of reservation and grace. “Good morning, madam!”



“Would you come attend to me?” The question was, of course, a command, but the woman presented it politely as she had seen that Codel seemed to be at work on another task.



“Of course, blessings to you,” Codel said, setting down her wicker basket and walking with unreluctant haste to the woman. She was no older than Codel, but late into her pregnancy. The soon-to-be mother’s shapely form was covered with a soft silken toga that covered her swollen belly and one pale breast, leaving the other exposed to the cool summer air. As the servant approached her, she turned and walked the path toward an alcove amidst the hedges where there were chairs beside one of the heated pools. She settled down on a cushioned stone chair with a tired grunt and immediately reclined in a lax manner, expressing her complete exhaustion and simultaneously begging to be pampered. It was a mannerism Codel was well familiar with.



“The Ilithyian make you walk, don’t they?” Codel cooed comfortingly, standing near the woman as she waited on her commands. These were the servants that aided in childbirth specifically, and they often compelled the women to exercise in order to induce labor.



“Oh, they do. Sweet girl, my name is Amara,” she said, lazily opening her eyes to behold the servant.



‘It is a pleasure to be here with you, Amara. My name is Codel.” Her greeting was highly formal, but such was a wise practice when with an unfamiliar superior.



“Would you aid me with my aching feet?” The woman flexed her toes against her sandal strap, displaying her gold-painted nails. Codel was quick to offer her an affirmative nod, laying the towel flat on the grass and moving swiftly to her knees below the woman. Amara seemed somewhat surprised to see Codel take up her position so swiftly. “It must be near impossible to avoid stains,” she speculated.



“Truly, we are careful. The dirt washes out easily enough but the grass does not.” Codel straightened out her own servant’s toga, which she had managed to keep near spotless in a year of service, despite often needed to sew on a new hem as the edge became torn. Once she was upon her knees she refrained from staring up at the woman, so as to ascertain her service did not cause any awkwardness between them.



“I shall not take much of your time dove, Codel,” Anara assured her softly, extending one of her feet toward the other woman.



“Surely permit me to work for as long as you so desire,” Codel said, taking gentle hold of the woman’s feet one at a time as she slid off each sandal.



Anara reclined silently and permitted the serving girl to attend to her aching feet. Codel enjoyed giving massages, and was skilled at them as many of Hera’s servants were. She moved her hands along the woman’s arch with a gentle kneading motion, working her thumbs against the woman’s tired sole and gradually rubbing away the tension. When a time had passed Codel came to expect that Anara may have fallen asleep on her, and looked up to the woman, only to catch the woman’s half-lidded gaze affixed upon her.



“You are good at this, you know.” Anara compliment her with a soft tone, appreciation clear in her voice. “I know I should not speak such praise to you, who is humbled before the goddess, but it does seem as though you were born to sooth.”



Codel couldn’t help but blush as she shyly directed her gaze downward. She masked the aversion of her gaze by instead looking to Anara’s other foot, releasing the one she held to take it up in turn. “That is very kind of you to say. I bear the sin of pride toward my work.”



“The gods know worse crimes. How did you, if I may ask, come to be in this place?”



“Well,” Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. She’d spoken her story to many others before, but she had no desire to draw out pity or undo compassion from the woman she served. When she continued her words were enunciated casually, with a disregard that indicated she was without regret. “Our family was large, and my mother was widowed with many children, and so I went to the temple of the Queen Goddess and asked her to provide for my family, and grant me a place in there.”



Even still, it was clear Anara felt for her. “It is a sad thing, when parents must be alleviated of their children.”



Codel nodded lightly, willing to concede the troubling nature of such a decision. “It is true, but I have found joy in my service here, and now my family has come to prosper, and a new husband has given my mother many new daughters.”



“I am pleased to hear that. I hope for her blessing as well, but I know that I have given far less than you.”



Once more her eyes crawled up along the form of the pregnant woman, a hearty smile upon her features. She reached up to set a handle gently upon the side of Anara’s stomach. “To carry a child is to give you body to the goddess, for a time. There is no gift more sacred.”



“I hope then, that my child grows to be as sweet and gentle as you,” Anara slid her feet back into her sandals and Codel quickly rose to her feet, preparing to aid the woman as she stood. She was genuinely touched by her compliment, knowing that a woman of her position could never speak to her publicly in this way.



Anara was aided to her feet and departed back toward the temple, and Codel soon returned to the vines. The basket, she was dismayed to find, was gone. She inhaled sharply, looking around with some haste so as to ascertain if it had simply been moved somewhere nearby.



It was not around. All of the grapes she had gathered for the day had been stolen. It may have simply been one of the temple servants or guests that saw them unattended and took them up and brought them back to their living quarters. It wouldn’t have surprised Codel and was not a huge deal, but she found her fist clenching tensely from frustration.



Then her eyes moved to the hole in the hedges, just a few feet from where the basket had laid. Codel was momentarily uncertain. Could a goat steal a basket of grapes? Perhaps the animal ate the grapes, and another servant took the empty basket. Surely someone would have noticed the goat. She huffs, confused and suspicious, and bends down to peer through the hole. She had not truly been gone that long, had she? Why do these things always happen to her?



There across the field between the gardens and the forest, amidst the thick bushes that began floral and later turned to thorns, was a rustling. It was a departing rustling; the disturbance in the brush receded away even as she watched.



Codel harrumphed. When a sudden surge of motivation, she fled the garden and made haste back toward her quarters near the temple. She would fell this goat and make a sacrifice of it for daring to intrude upon the garden. This was surely Hera’s will.



Under her bed there was an old willow bow, laying unstrung amidst the stone dust. It was one of the few things she had taken with her when she came to this place. Now she drew the weapon out from under the bed and brushed it off, admiring it’s elegant form as she tied the string once more and felt the bows power resist her hands. She had a quiver with a few old arrows as well, although she did not have clothes better suited for hunting. The Hunt was not within the responsibilities of Hera’s servants, but Codel knew that the Queen goddess tolerated no slight, and the intrusion in the garden must be punished.



With some degree of cool determination, Codel hastily departed the temple and left the garden, trekking across the field toward where she had encountered the disturbance. Her skills at tracking were not excellent, but she expected the animal would not have gone far. She kneeled amidst the thick lush grass to tighten the straps of her sandals before proceeding into the brush.



It was an arduous and slow task just to make it to the forest's edge, as she needed trample over thick brush laden with thorns and sharp twigs. Soon her legs were scratched severely and beld from several tiny lacerations, and the lower hem of her toga incurred a few small tears as it was caught on the bramble. She was undeterred, now, certain that she was meant to pursue the animal. Codel’s spiritual view of herself and the world made her inclined to interpret such circumstances as a test from the gods, and she was determined to uphold their will as she was able.



It was quiet, out here at the forest's edge. She could still hear the noise of revelers coming from Dionysus’ half of the gardens, but they were faded. Now audible were the gentle sounds of the woods and the animals there within. Codel could hear a frog croaking over the sound of a myriad of chirping birds. Ordinarily she would not wander into the woods, as they were not the domain of Hera, and servants were to remain in the presence of their god. Codel was no huntress, but she knew that she should give homage to the wilderness goddess before proceeding into the forest. Artemis aided women with the agony of childbirth, and many of the Ilithyian paid homage to her as well as Hera.



Codel set her cloth upon the ground as soon as she was clear of the bushes and stood upon the soft detritus of the forest floor. She knelt there and mediated with her bow across her lap, projecting a short prayer outward toward the goddess of the hunt. She told the goddess that she was an attendant of Hera’s temple, and came now to hunt a goat that had trespassed against the Mother goddess. Codel had never heard the voice of a god, but she was confident that the Huntress would permit her venture in service to the higher deity.



Then she gathered up her cloth and trudged into the forest. Immediately, the cool twilight of the forest floor instilled in her a sense of depth and uncertainty. The sun still shone brightly in the sky but the only indication of it now was a freckled pattern of illuminated shafts that struck the damp soil and small ferns below. She looked to the soil and was able to find a hoof print within a few minutes, and hastily made way deeper into the wilds in the direction it seemed to face.



More tracks were discovered along the way. Codel was confident with this first success, and expected she would find the animal soon. She could not stop and practice her aim, but with good fortune her shot would be true. She had often played with the bow in her teen years.



Movement in the brush ahead caught her attention, and she inhaled sharply as she looked toward the source of the disturbance. She could see a rustling amidst the dense shrubbery ahead, and caught sight of a furry little leg slipping between the branches. Here the forest grew more dense, and had she not been so determined, she would not have tried to push through the bramble and vines.



She rushed in, inattentive to the damage to her Toga as branches snagged it and thorns cut the silken fabric. Soon, she was lost amidst the high brush, unable to see her surroundings but for that which was immediately present. Still, she pushed forward. She knew now that she had gone too far to abandon her task, and must return with something to excuse her absence and the destruction of her clothes. She held her bow in a draw ready grip, feeling a surge of adrenaline as she incurred the thrill of the hunt.



Light glimmered through the brush, and she trudged forward with her arms barred protectively in front of her face. Into a clearing she emerged, and winced as she lowered her arms and was exposed to full daylight. Here the grass grew thick around a shimmering pond, and vibrant lilies sprung up at the water’s edge. Near the center of the clearing was a large apple tree, lushly adorned with unripe, lime green, apples. And there beneath the fruit, almost obscured from view by the deep dark of the tree’s shadow in Codel’s adjusting eyes, was a woman with goat horns. She was resting there in the shade with her eyes closed, and seemed fur blanket over her feet.



Codel instinctively lowered her bow, huffing in momentary confusion, as well as exhaustion, as she examined the figure reclining before her. Her horns were large and curled, doubtlessly in the manner of a goat, but her features were fair and womanly. She had fine copper locks that parted at the crown and cascaded down either side of her face, obscuring the place where the horns met her head. Codel could not tell if they were attached there by bone or glue or some manner of headpiece.



She was naked. Codel noted the carved flute that hung from her neck and then her exposed breasts, but quickly diverted her gaze upon the realization. She would not stare upon a woman in this way as she slept. She did approach, however, and saw that the basket of grapes was beside the figure. Mentally rehearsing how she might engage in this confrontation, Codel came to suspect she must be some sort of wild savage. She gripped her bow tensely.



The figure moved, and Codel flinched as her attention snapped back to the laying thief. Still her eyes were shut but she reached out lazily to pluck, with blind accuracy, a single grape from a cluster within the bowl. She tossed it up and opened her mouth to catch it, the action done with such confidence that she had surely practiced it a thousand times.



Codel didn’t have any particular intent of sneaking up on her, but she had came to presume the woman was going to sleep. Uncertain of herself she augmented her face with a convicted and disciplinary stare, one she had seen often on the features of the older servants as they enforced their dominance. This was the expression Codel envisioned on the face of the gods each time she imagined they scorned her. Standing but a few yards away and wielding this face, she cleared her throat loudly.



The woman sprang to life like a startled animal, kicking at the dirt and scampering back against the tree. She faced Codel with an expression of shock and terror, as though bewildered to find this sanctuary of hers breached. It was
 hooves
 clattering in the dirt, Codel realized amidst immense confusion, and then focused upon the startled woman’s legs and saw that what she had mistaken as a blanket of fur was, in fact, truly fur, like that of a goat’s hide, that lay about her ankles and shin and calf and faded in the rise to her thighs. There about her waist and hips dangled ornamental chains of golden links, all clipped to a belt that was further adorned with leaves.



“I thought you were a goat!” Codel exclaimed, confusion laden in her tone as she attempted to express some manner of apology for disturbing the woman, whilst maintaining the exasperation she felt.



The woman stared her down with wide eyes, accessing her and seeming to begin to calm. “What are ye doin’ here, temple girl?!” she exclaimed, beholding Codel’s torn togo and generally disheveled appearance. She rested her palm back against the apple tree as she stood against it, still seeming as though she might bolt.



“You stole grapes!” Codel held her bow at her side, and no longer kept it ready. She didn’t intend to threaten the woman, but she could see her eyes upon it.



“You came out here ‘bout grapes?” the hooved woman inquired skeptically, and then scoffed at Codel noisily. “With a bow?”



“I thought you were a goat.” Codel repeated, calming. She huffed and reached to her brow to brush aside the locks of hair that dangled to her eyes. “Those grapes belong to the gods!” Codel said firmly, stamping her foot in the grass.



“Piss off, you’ve got plenty,” the thief said defensively, grabbing the basket of grapes from beside where she’d laid and moving swiftly around the tree, so as to protect herself should Codel attack.



“They are not for you!” Codel gently tossed her bow aside, having no intent of wounding the thief, and moved at her.



“I am a servant of the gods too!”



“Then you ought to know better!” Codel lunged and tried to reach around the tree to snag the basket, but the horned women quickly pulled it away from her, and kept herself opposite of Codel with the tree between them.



“I am of the nature god, it is you that robs from me!” she claimed, sticking her free-hand out to point at Codel accusingly.



Codel smacked it away tersely, and halted her attempts to get at the wild woman around the tree. She grimaced and contemplated it. “If you serve Artemis than she should have directed me away from you, for I asked the Huntress’ blessing in pursuing the - what I thought was a goat!”



“Not Artemis. These are mountain wilds! I am a Satyr of Pan.”



Codel furrowed her brow and took a small step back from the tree. She did not know the way of the Lord of the Wilds, and she couldn’t help but be startled by the realization that she may be assailing one of his chosen. Now she recognized the flute about the satyr’s neck to be a symbol the nature lord.



“Well you should not trespass upon the gods! Our fruit is destined for the denizens of the temple!”



“Nay, lass,” the satyr moved back behind the tree. “Fruit is destined to the ground!” She rammed her horned head against the apple tree’s side, sending a powerful shudder through the wood. At once, a near dozen green apples tumbled from the branches thudding against the ground. One of the apples clunked against Codel’s head, and she flinched and stumbled back. Codel’s foot settled into the mud at the edge of the pond and she slipped, falling onto her rear in the shallows and causing a large splash of muddy water.



Silently fuming, Codel sat there in the water as her face turned red. The satyr laughed at her heartily, prancing out from behind the tree to take up an apple and throw it playfully at Codel. It splashed in the water beside her, and the servant girl hardly so much as flinched.



She felt utterly defeated. Her toga was ruined and soaked, and clung on her form loosely, near shredded. She would return with nothing to show for this venture but cuts and aches. Soon, tears of frustration welled up in her eyes.



Through blurred vision she saw the Satyr moving closer to her, and instinctively raised her hand to cover her face, lest the thief hurl another apple at her.



“Lass?” The satyr inquired, uncertainty in her tone. Codel could not so much as wipe her eyes, for her arms were soaked with mud. She lowered her arm and looked up at the satyr girl with a pitiful expression. “Oh… lass, why are you crying?”



Codel didn’t answer her immediately, battling back a combination of frustration and anger, much of which was directed at herself. Eventually she struck the pond surface with her hand in exasperation and began her complaints.



“My toga is ruined, I’m all soaked and muddy, you stole my grapes, I’m completely lost, I failed my goddess, and when I go back they’re all just going to mock me for being an idiot.”



“Well don’t they teach you not to go into the deep woods?” The satyr woman seemed vaguely sympathetic, but mostly just confused. “Don’t be sad. Cleaning up isn’t hard, grapes grow back, and words won’t kill you. I don’t even wear clothes!”



“I can see that,” Codel mumbled bitterly. She couldn’t help but feel ashamed of her actions even in the presence of the nude satyr, who had no sense of decency. Somehow she was the foolish one. “I am not of nature like you,” Codel said, looking up at the satyr as she drew closer again. Her form was generally lithe, but not unattractively so, and she had a pleasing curve at her hips that gave her a pleasant pear shape. Codel say a little tuft of copper hair above the satyr’s sex, but avoided spending too much time staring at her.



“Sorry I made you slip. It was… just play,” the satyr girl explained. “Maybe you would like to have some grapes? We can share them. I need some though so I won’t give them back. Garden’s big enough to share...”



Codel waved dismissively, having become unconcerned with the grapes in face of the other troubles. She heard the kindness in the stranger’s tone, but was hesitant to accept it.



“Come on, now,” the satyr said encouragingly, and extended her arm to the soaked servant, smiling at her in an amiable nature. She seemed to have sensed the other’s weakness and abandoned her mischievous play, but still Codel was hesitant to trust her.



She retracted the offered hand, and peered down at Codel for a lengthy moment, an air of attentiveness in her expression. As they both remained silent, the quiet noises of their surroundings once again became audible. Codel steadied her breath and listened to the chirping birds and the cool rustling air that passed through the clearing. The satyr spoke again.



“Here are two things I figure, and I figure I know,” she claimed, holding up two fingers in a gesture that was playfully wry. “Us two, we were not supposed to be enemies over some grapes. And second thing, this day is not over - Helios is above, high and mid flight. Know this: you got a lot of day left and you get to choose what to make of it.” Having given her speech, the satyr extended her hand down to Codel once more.



Codel looked down to the muddy water and then back up toward the offered hand, and reached out tentatively to accept it. She put her weight behind her arm and allowed the satyr to tug her to her feet.



“I suppose you must not be the beast I figured you for.” Codel’s words softly conceded that she treated the satyr with cruelty, but she offered no true apology for it.



“It’s alright, temple girl. Lots of things in nature aren’t what they seem.”



Making an effort to make herself at least somewhat presentable, Codel wringed out her toga and straightened it out on her form. She’d been so disheveled by the chase and struggle that the piece was loosened about her form and threatened to fall off, but she could not truly be bothered me it. “I’m Codel,” she said softly, trying to keep her voice lighthearted despite the weight of stress upon her.



“I’m Laura.” The satyr gestured to herself when she spoke, and kept her gaze attentively locked upon Codel’s own eyes. There didn’t seem to be much fear or concern in Laura’s expression, now, but rather curiosity directed towards the adventurous temple servant. She approached again, and gently moved her finger against Codel’s cheek to dab away her tears. Codel had calmed significantly but still could not easily wipe her face.



Codel felt bashful, but also shared in Laura’s curiosity. “Were you born as this, or did Pan afflict with?”



“This is how I’ve always been.” Laura extended her hands to her side unabashedly to permit Codel a view of her form. She stepped back out of the water, the fur of her lower legs dripping as her hooves settled down upon the grass beside the pond.



It was odd, to Codel, to find that she was beautiful. Her eyes had never lingered long on the satyr’s nude form until Laura had seemed to give her permission with the gesture. She had perky breasts with an ample dusting of freckles, and her nipples were small, dark, and firm. Codel directed her gaze downwards as she felt the warmth returning to her face, and looked instead to Laura’s legs.



The fur about the satyr’s ankles was soaked with mud, but still the lower portion of each of her legs was adorned curly and fine copper fur to match her smooth locks in color. Codel observed the ripple in the fur as a breeze moved against them. The fur didn’t go much further than her knee, but appeared finer and softer there. Codel, admittedly, felt an urge to feel at it.



“So then you serve Pan here?” Codel inquired, stepping out of the pond and onto the grass, to stand near to Laura.



“Aye, and watch over the domain. These places of natural solace, untouched by order, and beautiful.”



“I suppose I am intruding, then,” Codel said softly. Perhaps she thought, then, that she might excuse herself and pretend none of this had happened. But she had not yet truly decided to go.



“Anyone can visit the wilds. To keep you out would be to
 order
 them.”



Codel smirked slightly. “Well surely even animals keep up some kind of defense. Territory.” She raised her hands so as to mime a wall between herself and the satyr.



“The Wilds have visitors. Those that wander, those that pass through.” Laura moved her hands through Codel’s envisioned barrier, and put her fingers against the servant girls shoulder. Codel instinctively kept her hands up, pressing back gently against Laura’s stomach. Still the satyr moved forward and walked her hand on two fingers, ascending the slope of Codel’s shoulder before hopping away behind her back. Codel let her hands down when she realized the satyrs meaning. “If they mean no harm.” Laura clarified.



“Well I shalln’t bring ruin to your pond.” Codel said as Laura limply rested her arm over her shoulder.



“I didn’t figure so. I can share. Hey, you want some grapes?” She seemed to playfully mock Codel, but her offer was sincere enough. She pranced away suddenly, bending down to take up the basket. Codel’s eyes were immediately drawn to her fluffy little goat tail that wagged rapidly as she bent over, showing her excitement. It was then impossible for her to not direct her gaze below it, and observe Laura’s shapely ass. A dusting of freckles was upon her rear as well, and she was plumper there than compared to the rest of her lithe form.



“I’d… love some grapes,” Codel said, with a difficult-to-miss degree of distraction in her tone. Mentally she was considering the circumstance. Some part of her felt she should depart from there, as she was so anxious regarding all the failures she’d already endured. Yet, another part of her knew that it made no difference now, and was deeply curious to see where the story of this day would lead. She slowly came back to an alert state, and found herself curious. “Are there many other satyrs?” she inquired.



“Aye, many. Many all over the world, actually. They call us many things. Faun, sometimes, or Sileni. And I’m also a satyress! Goat lady.” She reached out toward Codel with a handful of the stolen grapes, and Codel took them, and began to eat. “Come on,” Laura said, skirting around her and settling her rear where the grass was thick. Here they’d be far enough from the pond to rest on dry soil.



Codel came over to her and sat gently on the ground, subconsciously maintaining the presentation of elegance despite her roughened state.



“Perhaps you ought to cover yourself,” Codel said as Laura scooted in close to her. She felt as though she was somehow behaving scandalously just by associating with the nude satyr.



“Why? I don’t even have clothes.”



Codel sniffed. “Well perhaps I will bring you something.” she imagined she had a pair of common clothes she could part with.



Laura smiled at her cheerily. “That’s okay! Clothes aren’t for me,” she said, dismissively proud. “You look even more savage. Yours all torn and soaked!”



“I… I know that.” Codel said, looking down at herself. She quickly tugged the hem of her shirt up as she noted her breast was exposed by the hanging cloth. She popped another grape in her mouth to mask any awkwardness she felt.



“Why are these important anyway?” Laura asked, tossing a grape up and catching it in her mouth as she had done before.



“They’re grown for the temple denizens and the gods. They help women be fertile.”



Laura appeared skeptical. “Are you trying to have babies?”



Codel stifled a small chuckle. “Oh, no, as it were. I just serve the gods there - I serve Hera on behalf of my mother.”



“Do servants of Hera not have kids? Seems like you would since she likes families and babies.”



“Usually not,” Codel said, “Some leave when they are ready to have a family of their own, if they think they’ve served long enough. If they think… Hera is calling them to be a mother.”



The satyress seemed to understand, and leaned back with her hands resting behind her in the grass, as she peered over the pond’s rippling surface. “Must be a hard choice.”



“Yea, hard for many reasons. But I’m homosexual, so I did not intend to have children.”



“I don’t know that word.”



“Homosexual means attracted to the same sex. So… I would have been unmarriageable, or locked into a miserable arrangement. Didn’t want to shame my family, so I came here instead. But there were many other reasons.”



“People have weird rules. Here in the wilds you just feel what you feel.”



“I guess things are just complicated in the cities.”



“Overly complicated. You just own too many things.”



“I guess it makes life easier?”



“Not for you.”



They sat quietly together for a moment, and Codel found herself gently shivering as the cool air passed through her soaked toga and chilled her.



“I guess I don’t get human romance.”



“It’s… also a complicated thing. Are there male satyr in these woods?”



“Some, deeper within.”



“I was surprised to see you with horns, as I thought horns were an attribute of male animals.”



“Sometimes! It is not so for satyr. All satyr got horns.”



Codel reached out and moved her hand over the smooth curved protrusions, feeling the ridges that marked their firm lengths.



“They’re heavy though. Good for ramming things! Sometimes my neck gets tired.”



“I imagine so.” Codel said cheerily. She couldn’t help but be reminded of the sore pregnant woman she so often attended to. It was only that Laura bore the weight on her neck. The servant leaned in to smell the vibrant lily that was tucked into Laura’s crimson locks in the shadow of her horn. It seemed fresh, and the scent was wonderful. Next her eyes moved to Laura’s legs, and observed the fur there.



“You can touch there as well!” Laura said, attentive to Codel’s gaze. The servant girl hesitated, and then moved her hand against the fur gently. It was softer than she imagined, although curly and tangled at parts. She could feel the smooth skin of Laura’s thigh through the layer of goat-like fur, and gently moved her fingers to give the satyr a little scritch. She felt Laura just above the knee, and the satyr stifled a few noisy giggles.



“Ticklish, huh?” Codel was quick to prey upon the weakness, and tickled Laura above the knee with both hands. Laura squealed and tried to pull away from her, her other leg kicking wildly into the air as she struggled through her giggles. Codel burst into laughter at the antics, ending the tickle-assault soon enough.



“Guh! Don’t!” Laura squealed, breathing heavily.



“Sorry, had to. You’re all fuzzy!”



Laura ran her hands down either of her fuzzy legs from knee her to where her fur became muddy above the ankle. She reached out rather suddenly and lifted Codel’s togo to expose her legs.



“Your legs are all bare!” she said, setting her hand upon Codel’s soft calf and feeling her hairless skin.



Codel quickly grabbed hold of her toga to ascertain she was not exposed, but allowed the satyr girl to explore her features, just as she had.



“You’ve got cuts and stuff.” Laura observed, seeing that Codel had scratched up her feet and calves rather severely as she trudged hastily through the bramble. Now the wounds were tender appeared uncomfortable, and many were slathered in mud.



“Oh… yeah. Quite a lot of them.” Codel said. She had more wounds all about her form where she’d torn her toga and scraped the soft skin beneath.



Laura moved against her gently, so that their sides rested against each other and Codel could feel the warmth of her form through what remained of her toga. The satyr reached around her with her right arm and settled her fingers upon the grass at Codel’s side. She seemed deliberate in the action, and Codel watched her hand curiously.



It was a curious thing to see, and for a moment, Codel could not quite understand what was occurring. An illumination of light seemed to emanate from the grass beneath the satyrs touch, casting a green glow out against their surroundings. At first, it was difficult to look at. When the brightness began to fade, Codel could see the grass stirring. The blades grew slightly, curving gently as they reached a high above the rest of the grass. There in the center of the growth a stalk sprouted from the earth, rose, and budded before Codel’s eyes. Within moments, a small blue flower had grown at her side.



Fascinated, Codel gently reached down to touch the flower. She stroked its petals gently with her finger, as though confirming that it was truly there. “Magic…” she said, contemplatively.



Laura plucked the flower from the overgrown patch of grass and twirled it against her thumb. Codel peered at it, wondering if the satyr might offer the flower. Admittedly, she found it hard to look away.



Instead, Laura moved the flower against Codel’s bare thigh, running its fragile petals over her cuts. Where the petals moved, the servant woman felt immediately relief. She could hardly believe it. “Did you -” Codel reached down to feel at her muddy shin and rubbed at where her wound had been, ascertaining that the cut was gone.



“Simple magic,” Laura said cheerily. “For small wounds.”



“It’s - that is still extraordinary!” Codel watched with elated curiosity as Laura continued to move the petals against more of her small wounds, alleviating them with nearly no effort.



“I’m glad to help! You should get naked though.”



Codel stifled a little noise of alarm, surprised by the sudden request. She realized soon enough what Laura meant. “Oh, for my other wounds? You need not bother yourself…”



“Why so shy? I’m naked. We’re alone here. No one’s gonna be dumb enough as you can come all this way into the bushes.”



The servant huffed at her noisily but conceded the point. “I need to let my toga dry out anyway.” Codel rose, and Laura cradled the little flower in her lap while she waited for the human woman to undress.



She was shy to present her nude form to the satyr, but the forest alcove was warm and the grass was soft and thick, and Codel couldn’t help but feel as though there was little reason to be bashful now, given their circumstances. Rather, she was eager to explore further, and see where this encounter between them may lead. The presence of magic filled her with curiosity, and she now realized her unlikely companion was beyond her in wisdom, at least in some ways.



She pulled her toga off, unconcerned for the ruined garment. She’d not be keeping it now, but she meant to wear it back to the temple, at least. A wave of anxiety assailed her as she thought about how she might explain her state upon arrival, but she pushed the thought aside for the moment.



When the cool air touched her nude form, she shivered tensely. She was still soaked from the fabric, but she knew she’d be much warmer once her skin had a chance to dry. She folded the toga in her hands and twisted it, wringing out as much water as she was able.



Codel could feel the satyr’s eyes upon her as she faced the pond. She was pale and soft compared to the satyr, but her body was blemished by small scratches and smudges of dirt that speckled much of her form. Her breasts, while slightly larger than Laura’s, were soft in appearance and did not perk up in such a well defined manner.
 What am I still doing out here, really?
 Codel had to ask herself. The magic was an excuse to stay, but she couldn’t help but feel another factor contributing to her hesitation.



When she’d coaxed much water as she was able from her toga, she gently tossed it aside unto the grass. She was not concerned of staining it now. Laura gave Codel a cheery and good natured smile as the servant returned to sit beside her, now equalized in nudity.



Laura moved close to Codel, coming against her side as she had before so that she could access most of her body. Her fuzzy legs settled against the bare legs of the servant woman, and the warmth of her body mingled with Codel’s own heat where their sides touched.



The satyr set to work right away, gently passing her flower over each of Codel’s little wounds. It took her awhile to find them all, and Codel pointed them out as able. Relief was flooding into her, and with each erased wound, the pain and unease she felt diminished. It would be easier for her to move past this misfortune when her body was clear of the uncomfortable reminders.



She did not speak much then, allowing the satyr to attend to her. Perhaps she felt bashful accepting the aid, and permits she feared her voice might betray her feelings. The soft tips of the magical flower’s petals graced across her skin, and she found the sensation stimulating and unignorable.



It looked as though the flower had begun to wilt when Laura finished her task. The satyr flicked it away gently, and gave Codel an expectant look after having permitted her the calm silence. Codel had prepared no words and found herself speaking uncertainly, filling the silence before it became strange.



“That is truly something special. I’ve never seen real magic.”



“Maybe. Magic is subtle. I can not do too much with it. Small wounds, at least.”



“Still, you did much for me.”



Laura moved her arm around Codel again and held her at the side, cuddling against her as her other hand rested, supporting her, in the lush grass to their backs. Her exposed breast rested gently against Codel’s own breast, and once again the flush began to return to the servant’s features, now that there was nothing to distract herself. She felt affection toward Laura now, and couldn’t help but realize she had been cruel.



“You’re… very cuddly. And nice,” Codel said appraisingly, and then quickly followed with “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare or threaten you.”



“I know it, lass.” Laura grinned at her widely and gave her a little squeeze against herself, eager to push back the servant’s anxiety.



“I don’t know what got into me, really. Maybe I thought I wasn’t doing enough, back at the temple. Or maybe I was just… missing something.”



Laura was quiet for a lengthy moment, breathing through her nose as her eyes were directed at the shimmering surface of the pond. “I feel for ya. ‘Course you’d be drawn to nature. You oughta get out and about more!”



“Aye well, look where that go me.” Codel’s tone was not as terse as it had been, but it was evident she was longing for some pity.



“Just be smart about it. Come out here in good clothes, and don’t force yourself through bushes or to somewhere you don’t belong.”



Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. It was good advice, and she knew she’d appreciate this places beauty more under different circumstances. “I would return to see you, at least,” she said softly, uncertain of herself even as the words escaped her lips.



“Do you like me, then?” Laura inquired in an abruptly forthright manner. “I never really know - sometimes humans just can’t get past it.”



Codel stammered a little, but took the opportunity to direct the attention back to Laura. “Humans can’t get past your fur?”



“And all the other things. Sometimes they do.”



Codel grinned. “I’ve heard satyrs to be masters of seduction,” she said, teasingly.



There was clear amusement upon Laura’s face, as she enjoyed Codel’s cleverness and how the servant was beginning to play a bit more about their converse. She was happy to see her relax. She leaned forward then, pantomiming a blatant kiss-initiation and making little kissy-noises.



Codel pretended to swoon. “Yes, just like that. For a more foolish woman.”



Laura exhaled through her nose. “What if I like them smart?”



“Then… that’d be unfortunate.” Codel said, and then giggled intensely.



“You think yourself too much of a fool?” Laura leaned into Codel, turning slightly to face her more directly, but keeping herself body-to-body.



“You must think I am.”



“I think you’re cute.”



“Like a child?”



“Like a bumbling animal. All sweet and sad and lost. Like a domestic dog in the wilds.” Laura reached forward to gently squeeze Codel’s cheek between her thumb and finger.



“So maybe you can show me?”



Leaning against Codel once more, Laura seemed to ponder the question at length, as though the matter was secret and taboo and she hesitated to proceed. “I couldn’t… teach you everything. Not every power will be there for you but… I could show you a lot of stuff.”



“You’ve already shown me a lot of stuff, huh…” Codel grinned cheekily at Laura. The satyr snorted, amused, and playfully shoved Codel down against the thick grass.



“But still you want more.”



Codel watched, momentarily petrified, as Laura straddled her at the waist and leaned down toward her. She blocked the sun but the intense light filtered through her crimson hair, igniting her head in a wreath of warmth and vibrant color about her glimmering horns. At once she was in the satyr’s shadow, and felt an immense sensation intimacy as she was brought close and, in the same moment, shrouded in a personal solace of darkness.



She did not feel isolated now, nor exposed. The bushes that surrounded her seemed to secure them in this peaceful place better than any walls could, and the company she had found erased the loneliness, and much of the fear.



A moment passed quietly between them as they peered into each others eyes. Codel seemed almost to lose focus, and then nodded gently and spoke in a soft tone. “Yes.” She didn’t know where the courage came from. Perhaps, the stronger choice then would have been to resist or decline. Now she was enthralled, and already submitting to the unknown; submitting to pleasure in the moment, and also to how their fates would interweave thereafter.



Laura settled her hand gently against Codel’s cheek, and felt the warmth of her face. Her look was tender, but elated as Codel’s was. The tension between them was dissolved as the satyress moved her face closer to the servant girls, and parted her lips near her face. Codel could feel the warmth of Laura’s breath washing over her face, and moved up to meet her. She secured her lips against Laura’s and sat up slightly to move against her.



Slowly, Laura allowed herself to sink down onto Codel, gently pushing the servant back down with the weight behind the kiss. She closed her mouth gently against Codel’s lower lip, suckling it tenderly as the two bodies connected.



There was a sweet taste on the satyr’s lips, like a delicious combination of exotic berries and honey. Codel trembled as she felt the woman’s body settling down upon her own. The soft presence of the satyr’s breasts pressed against her own, and the initial chill of her skin immediately stimulated her own nipples to harden. She felt arousal moving swiftly through her as their soft embrace grew in warmth. Codel moved her mouth into Laura’s tongue to pursue the sweet and unfamiliar taste of her, and opened her mouth to permit entrance of Laura’s tongue in turn.



The satyress moved her hand gently down from Codel’s cheek, traversing her neck and shoulder before moving in and gently cupping her breast. She continued to work her tongue in their kiss, playing about in the others mouth and enjoying the intimate closeness of it, as they leaned together to enter each other as much as they could.



Codel exhaled strongly though her nose, the sudden presence of Laura’s hand on her tit managing to catch her off guard. Her teats were immensely sensitive, and she’d not felt such stimulation upon them in some time. Laura gently rubbed her palm against Codel’s breast, massaging it as they made out on the grass. Codel embraced Laura with her hands wrapped around the satyress as they spooned together, and suddenly turned herself to roll herself on top.



Laura giggled though their kiss, and pulled her mouth away to chuckle as spittle dribbled between each of their lips. “You’ve got me now!” she said playfully, wiggling beneath Codel’s grasp. Codel moved her face down along the satyress’ form until she was between her perky breasts, and peered up at her from there with suggestive eyes.



“Go on,” Laura said, her tone encouraging haste. Codel required no further prompting, and quickly settled her lips upon the satyress’ left teat. Her lips encompassed it and her tongue moved over it, and the result was immediately apparent in Laura. She huffed a heavy breath and stared upwards, gasping as her chest rose and fell beneath Codel’s tongue. The servant girl pleasured her teat with little circles and gently nudged the nipple each time Laura began to relax, so as to draw another moan from her. “You’re good at that,” Laura said breathily.



As she suckled the nipple, Codel moved her other hand onto Laura’s unattended breast and massaged it in hand as the satyress had done for her, understanding that she found pleasure in the stimulation of her teats.



Gently groaning with gradually increasing intensity, Laura pushed back against Codel, moving her breasts against the servant woman’s mouth and hand and beginning to sit up against her. Codel found herself slipping backward and Laura advanced after, pushing her down onto the grass and putting herself above the human once again. Her was careful to keep her teat to Codel’s mouth as they adjusted, savoring the pleasure as she seemed hesitant to pull away.



Codel’s hands moved around Laura again, settling on her lower back. She felt fur brush against her as the satyress’ tail wagged, and stifled a cheery giggle into Laura’s breast. She reached down and took hold of the short and fluffy tail, squeezing it gently. It was much softer than it had appeared to be.



Laura let out a strange little noise that Codel could only describe as a bleat, and lifted her torso enough for her teat to drift away from Codel’s lips.



“Does that feel odd?” Codel asked, clearly amused. She stroked the fluffy tail gently in hand, and her other hand settled upon Laura’s ass.



“A little!” Laura was heavily aflush as she peered down at Codel. A strand of spittle still dangled between the servant woman’s lips and the satyress’ teat. They looked at each other for a short moment, both showing elation and eagerness upon their features. Codel seemed to guide Laura forward with the hand upon her rear, encouraging the satyress to bring herself up to her mouth.



Codel let her arms down as Laura crawled up along her form. With her knees in the grass, her hairy shins rested against either of Codel’s arms, and her sex loomed above the servant girl’s face. It was quite a view for the woman beneath her, who looked up to see smooth thighs on either side of her vision and the nude form of the satyress towering above her. She could see Laura’s horns and some of her fiery copper hair past her breasts, but the satyress face wasn’t visible until she leaned forward and grinned down at the woman pinned beneath her.



“You ready?” Laura inquired wryly. She didn’t give Codel much time to answer before settling her pussy down upon the servant girls face, and resting her weight on her. Codel was momentarily uncertain of herself, but quickly dispelled any cowardice. If she was not skilled at this, they’d surely have plenty of chances to practice. She extended her tongue out into Laura’s already-wet sex, and tasted her. There was a sweetness to her inside that immediately urged Codel to work her tongue deeper, savoring her companions arousal and hopefully coaxing more from her as her tongue began to move.



The little tuft of fur above Laura’s slit tickled Codel’s nose, and she inhaled deeply as she licked and worked her tongue deep within the satyress pussy, enjoying her taste and scent and the sound of her appreciative moans. Laura leaned back again, presenting her lower body to for Codel’s service as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the stimulation. Her hand moved up gently to play with her spittle-drenched teat and pleasure herself while the servant woman ate her out. Her tail wagged vivaciously.



Soon, Laura began to gently hump and grind Codel’s face so as to add to her own pleasure. The servant girl was quickly improving her technique as the satyress gave feedback in her reactions, but Laura was able to add it it by working her clit against the soft bulbous tip of the servant girls nose. Her wetness left Codel’s face slick and shiny, soon coating her cheeks and chin with a gloss that reflected the sunlight back toward the satyress.



Codel moved her tongue against the inner walls of the satyress sex, licking the inside of her pussy with long stroking movements and slathering the entire inside of her vagina with spittle. She ceaselessly worked within her, loving the taste of Laura’s sex almost as much as she loved the way the satyress’ pussy clenched against her tongue, periodically affirming that the motions were doing wonders on her.



The servant’s own hands rested on the satyress’ rear for a time before sliding down from there and feeling again at the thick and soft fur of her legs. She avoided the muddy lower portion of them, but idly scritched at the coarse fur even as she continued to eat the satyr out. Laura’s thighs were hairless until a few inches above the knee, and their warmth radiated through Codel’s head as she was pinned between them.



Laura groaned sharply and clenched Codel’s tongue in her sex, a sharp orgasmic surge accelerating through her as Codel’s tongue curved up inside. “That’s good,” she said sharply, pleading with the woman to continue. Codel’s hands left Laura’s fuzzy legs and moved down along her own body, her fingers settling against her petals as she began to pleasure herself. The fingers on one hand gently teased her clit with the fingers on the other moved inside of her wet sex, drenching themselves in her lubricant before beginning to stroke her labia.



It took a few moments for Laura to recover from the first spike in her pleasure, but as she did, she began to gently turn around on Codel’s face, momentarily taking her weight off the servant. Codel took a heavy breath and licked her lips, her mouth faintly coated with a layer of sweet fluid.



Again Laura offered her pussy to Codel, but now she faced down her body, and the upper portion of the servant’s face was pressed firmly against her ass. Even as Codel worked her tongue into the satyress’ sex once again, Laura was leaning forward to give her pleasure in turn. Codel moved her hands aside from Laura’s advance as the centaur leaned down and secured her lips over Codel’s pussy, becoming a flipped mirror image of her posture. Codel secured her hands on Laura’s horns and held her firmly against herself, immediately finding herself nearly overstimulated by the other woman’s tongue.



It’d been far too long since she had experienced this kind of pleasure. It was almost overwhelming in the first moments, but she would not alleviate herself of the intense sensation, nor beg Laura to stop. The satyress’ tail wagged back and forth rapidly, the fur swiping against the top of Codel’s head. Like Codel she worked her tongue deeply into Codel’s sex, but she moved her mouth much faster, rapidly licking along the servant woman’s slit between entering plunges.



Codel could feel Laura’s quickening breath around her sex, and felt the satyress growing clumsy and almost frantic as her pleasure began to surmount her. She moved her hip energetically forward and backward, grinding herself against Codel’s tongue.



Her moans became loud and Codel knew she was orgasming. The woman below could feel the waves of tension and relief pushing through her, and felt Laura’s sex clench against her tongue, as though trying to keep her deep within. Ejaculate splattered out from Laura’s pussy and coated Codel’s tongue and lips. The taste of the other’s sweet release pushed Codel toward the edge, and soon she felt her pleasure overcoming her in turn.



Codel held Laura’s head firmly into her crotch as she came, rocking her hips upward to meet the hastily licking tongue. She groaned out with a high-pitched and squeaky moan as she came, the sensation of the tongue’s rapid movement driving her forcefully over the edge.



Laura moved her mouth from Codel’s sex when the orgasm had subsided, and gently licked it, providing a pleasure less likely to overwhelm the woman as she recovered. She moaned out softly in appreciation.



“Seems like you needed that. I know I needed that…” Laura said. She gave Codel’s clit a little kiss and turns again to straddle Codel about the stomach, and stare down at her.



Each of them was breathing heavily from the experience, but Codel was filled with a tremendous sensation of calm. She was no longer worked up about the incident. A new dress was one thing, and everyone made mistakes. “I did…,” Codel agreed softly, settling her hands on Laura’s hips as she felt the satyress wetness upon her own stomach.



Laura clasped her head and giggled cheerily. “We’re going to have so much fun!” she exclaimed with enthusiasm. “You’ll come see me again won’t you?”



“Ah! Yes, of course! We might need meet nearer to the edge of the wilds here…”



Laura laughed at her playfully, gently settling her hands on Codel’s breasts and pressing against them as she stood, to support herself. “Of course! Don’t want ta ruin your clothes.”



Once she’d stoon, she offered a hand to Codel. Codel smiled at her warmly, standing close to her and feeling not particular urge to cover herself, now. A cool breeze was upon them as the evening chill began, but it was not unpleasant. “I am really looking forward to… seeing all these things you want to show me - and getting to know you better.” Codel said. She moved toward her toga and took it up in hand. It was still damp, but would continue to dry by the wind as she made way back.



“Me too!” Laura exclaimed, prancing about around Codel as she dressed. “Don’t forget your bow! And… and your grape basket.” Laura scratched at her head as she said it, perhaps now finally remorse for having stolen it.



“Is there a good way out of here, rather than through the bushes?” Codel inquired, peering around at the clearing’s edges.



“Oh, let me.” Laura raised a hand and aimed her fingers toward the place where Codel had first pushed through the bush. The branches seemed to receded slightly, as though by a gust of wind, so as to permit Codel a small walkable path between them and to where the brush was less dense.



She was fascinated by the magic, but as she took her first few steps in, she turned around to Laura. “Goodbye! See you soon. It was good meeting you!” Her tone was pleasant and cheery, and Laura gave her a happy wave in return as the bramble closed up between them.



With only the ambient noises of the woods to attend to her senses, Codel made way back for the temple to wash up and think about her new companion, and what future the fate’s may have for them.
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