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The forest was too quiet—unnaturally so. No birdsong, no rustling leaves, not even the distant hum of insects. Just the heavy, oppressive stillness of air that felt like it was holding its breath, waiting for something to happen. I should’ve turned back. I knew I should’ve turned back. But curiosity has always been my curse, and the faint sound of music—low, haunting, and impossibly alluring—drew me deeper into the shadows. My boots crunched over twigs, the sound unnaturally loud in the silence, as I followed the melody. It wasn’t until I stepped into the clearing that I realized my mistake.

The air grew thicker the further I ventured, the trees closing in around me like silent sentinels. The music seemed to pulse through the ground beneath my feet, a rhythm that matched the frantic beat of my heart. I told myself to stop, to turn around and leave this place behind, but my body betrayed me, moving forward as if pulled by an invisible thread. The melody was hypnotic, weaving its way into my mind until I could think of nothing else. It was both beautiful and terrifying, a siren’s call that promised pleasure and pain in equal measure. My thoughts became muddled, a swirl of fear and fascination. What is this place? What is that music? I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was walking into a trap, yet my feet carried me forward, step by step, as if they had a will of their own.

As I pushed through a tangle of vines, the clearing opened up before me, bathed in an eerie, golden light. The source of the music became clear—a group of figures stood in a loose circle, their forms half-hidden by the shadows. My breath caught in my throat as I took them in: satyrs, their goat-like legs shifting restlessly, their eyes gleaming with a hunger that made my skin prickle. They were watching me, their gazes locked on mine as if they had been waiting for this moment. One of them raised a flute to his lips, and the music shifted, becoming darker, more insistent.

I tried to move, to run, but my legs refused to obey. The melody wrapped around me like a vice, pulling me deeper into the clearing. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and something else—something I couldn’t quite name. It was as if the music was awakening a part of me I didn’t know existed, a deep, primal need that I couldn’t ignore. The satyrs began to close in, their movements slow and deliberate, their eyes never leaving mine. I could feel the heat of their bodies as they drew closer, the scent of earth and sweat filling my nostrils. One of them reached out, his fingers brushing against my arm, and a shiver ran down my spine.

The sound was unlike anything I’d ever heard. It wasn’t just music—it was a command, a force that wrapped around my body like invisible vines. My limbs moved without my consent, my hips swaying in time with the rhythm. I tried to fight it, tried to scream, but my voice caught in my throat as another satyr joined in, his melody weaving with the first. The air around me seemed to hum with energy, and I could feel it sinking into my skin, into my bones, until every inch of me was trembling with need. My thoughts were a jumble of panic and desire. What are they doing to me? Why can’t I stop? My body felt hot, alive in a way it never had before, yet I was utterly powerless. The music was inside me now, controlling me, and I could do nothing but surrender to its relentless pull.

What... what are you doing to me? The words tumbled from my lips, barely audible, as if the music had stolen my voice along with my will. My body was no longer my own, every movement dictated by the haunting melody that pulsed through the air. I could feel it in my veins, a relentless rhythm that made my skin prickle and my breath come in shallow gasps. The satyrs watched me with eyes that burned like embers, their expressions a mix of hunger and amusement. I wanted to scream, to fight, but my limbs moved of their own accord, swaying and writhing in a dance that felt both alien and achingly familiar.

One of them stepped forward, his hooves crunching softly against the forest floor. His grin was wide, predatory, and it sent a shiver down my spine—not just of fear, but of something darker, something that coiled low in my belly. “We’re making you dance, little human,” he purred, his voice rough and dripping with intent. “And when you’re ready, we’re going to fuck you until you forget your own name.”

His words should have terrified me. They did terrify me. But beneath the fear was a heat I couldn’t ignore, a desperate ache that the music had awakened deep inside me. My hands moved to the laces of my tunic, trembling as they fumbled with the ties. The fabric fell away, leaving me exposed to the cool night air, and I gasped as it brushed against my bare skin. The sensation only heightened the fire within me, and I could feel my nipples hardening, my body betraying me in ways I couldn’t comprehend.

Another satyr approached, his fingers trailing over my cheek, down my neck, and across my collarbone. His touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through me that made my knees weak. “So soft,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. “So fucking perfect.” His hand cupped my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple, and I couldn’t help but arch into his touch. The music swelled around us, its melody weaving into my very being, and I felt myself unraveling, every inhibition stripped away until all that remained was raw, unrelenting need.

My hips began to move on their own, rolling in slow, deliberate circles as the ache between my legs became unbearable. One of the satyrs reached out, his hand sliding between my thighs, and I gasped as his fingers found my clit. He teased me mercilessly, his touch light and maddening, and I could feel myself growing wetter with every stroke. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body trembling with a need I could no longer deny.

“Please,” I whimpered, the word slipping out before I could stop it. “Please, I need—”

“You need what?” another satyr interrupted, his voice dripping with mockery. “Say it.”

I hesitated for a moment, shame warring with the overwhelming desire that consumed me. But the music left no room for shame. It demanded honesty, demanded surrender. “I need to be fucked,” I moaned, the words spilling out in a desperate rush. “I need you to fuck me.”

The admission sent a wave of heat crashing through me, and I could feel the satyrs’ eyes on me, their gazes heavy with lust. The music grew louder, more insistent, and I knew there was no turning back. My body was theirs now, and I could do nothing but surrender to the pleasure and pain that awaited me.

The satyrs’ laughter echoed through the clearing, a low, guttural sound that sent a shiver of both fear and anticipation down my spine. My body was still trembling from the relentless pull of their music, my mind a haze of conflicting emotions—shame, desire, and a raw, unrelenting need that I couldn’t ignore. “As you wish,” one of them growled, his voice thick with lust as he stepped forward. His hands gripped my hips with a possessiveness that made my breath hitch, and before I could even think to resist, he spun me around, pressing my back against his chest. His body was hot and solid against mine, his cock already hard and pressing insistently into the curve of my ass.

Another satyr knelt in front of me, his eyes gleaming with hunger as he spread my thighs wide. I could feel the cool night air against my exposed pussy, but it did nothing to quell the heat that was building inside me. His breath was warm against my skin, and when his tongue finally touched me, it was like a spark igniting a fire. Oh gods. The first lick was slow, deliberate, and so intense that I cried out, my voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and disbelief. He didn’t stop there—he devoured me like I was the only thing that could sate his hunger, his tongue flicking over my clit before plunging deep inside me. My legs shook uncontrollably, my hands gripping the satyr behind me for support as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I was so close, teetering on the edge of release, when he





















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
@V(isty Mc?‘/(o an





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





