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“BEGINNING with thee, O Phoebus, I will recount the famous deeds of men of old, who, at the behest of King Pelias, down through the mouth of Pontus and between the Cyanean rocks, sped well-benched Argo in quest of the golden fleece.”







Apollonius Rhodius, the Argonautica

A band of Satyroi (Satyrs) gaze lovingly upon the youth, ruddy grinning creatures, one desiring to touch his breast, another to embrace his neck, another eager to pluck a kiss; they scatter flowers over him and worship him as if he were a divine image 

— Philostratus the Elder, Imagines
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Chapter 1

Fauning
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JASON SAT AT A TABLE in a quiet corner of the library, struggling to keep his eyes open as he crammed for his ancient history midterm. It was late, and the library was nearly deserted. Strewn around him were books and note pads. His laptop to one side quietly hummed as a cursor blinked below a block of text. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw movement in the stacks. He heard a strange clopping sound moving among the aisles. He thought it was just another student or one of the librarians at first. 

He caught his first glimpse of a man through an open shelf. He wasn't wearing a shirt, which seemed odd on its own. He was short, maybe a little over five foot with a handsome face and pointed beard. His chest was covered in walnut colored hair that spread out from the center and down his abs. 

When the man emerged from the aisle, Jason gasped in shock. Not only was the man completely naked, he couldn't say he was a man exactly. From the waist up, he looked just like a man except now that he had a better look at him, he had two small horns growing from the top of his head. Below the waist, the hair from his chest thickened and spread out over legs that didn't look like human legs. They were covered in the same color hairs as his chest but looking more like fur than hair. The legs tapered off into hooves instead of feet. Between his legs hung a long thick dark-looking cock draped over heavy fur covered balls. 

The man looked at Jason when he gasped, seeming to also be startled. 

"You can see me?" The man said.

Jason couldn't find any words. He couldn't help but stare, his eyes drawn to his lower half, and much to his surprise, that big hairy cock and balls. Recognition dawned on Jason. He'd seen paintings in the books he was reading showing depictions of the creature that now stood before him. It was a faun or a maybe a satyr, he wasn't sure the difference. The satyr stepped closer, his hooves echoing on the tile floor. 

"You CAN see me!" He stated this time since Jason was still in too much shock to speak. "How is that possible?" He mused, holding up the blue crystal talisman hanging from a leather cord around his neck. 

"What are you?" Jason finally found his voice. 

"That's a bit rude, don't you mean, 'who are you?'" lThe satyr snapped.

"Sorry, who are you?" Jason replied sheepishly. 

"My name is Pantelis and to answer your first question, I'm a satyr" he said, bowing his head and lowering his arm. "What god are you?" 

"God?" Jason asked.

"You must be a god if you can see me" Pantelis replied. 

"I'm not a god" Jason said.

"Interesting" he said, stepping closer to examining Jason. 

Jason could smell a strong wild aroma emanating from Pantelis. With a great deal of embarrassment, he felt his dick start to press hard against the leg of his jeans. 

"If you are not a god, perhaps a demigod?" The satyr said, coming within inches of Jason's neck to inhale his scent through wide nostrils. 

Jason trembled at being so close to this man-beast. He felt the satyr's hardening dick brush his arm and his heavy balls rest against him. 

"This is very strange, I've never met anyone here who could see me" Pantelis said, stepping back then looking down into Jason's lap. His dick was pushing out the fabric of his jeans and making a dark wet spot where the head pressed tightly against it. The satyr's eyes widened, and a sly grin crept along his lips. He followed Jason's gaze down to his plump dick. 

"You see something you like?" He laughed. 

"Sorry" Jason said through suddenly parched lips and looked away. 

"It's ok, I don't mind" Pantelis said, his dick thickening and rising in front of him. 

Jason couldn't help but return to staring at him. He didn't know what was happening to him. He'd never looked much at dicks before. He played soccer and had seen plenty of his teammates naked, but never did it cross his mind to imagine what their dicks looked like hard. But here he was lusting after this goat man more than any girl he'd ever known. 

He seemed compelled to reach out and touch the satyr's leg. The hair was soft and wavy, softer than it appeared. His hand moved up the satyr's leg to his large set of balls. They were covered in hair, resembling something between pubes and fur. He lightly grazed the thick sack with his fingers, fascinated by the strangeness of it all. He reached up and slipped his fingers around the thick tube of flesh now fully hard and pointing out and up from Pantelis's body. The head was covered in foreskin, which drew back as Jason pulled it down. A thick pearl of precum glinted in the harsh fluorescent lights. 

Not knowing what came over him, Jason leaned forward and licked the precum from his head and savored the woody taste. 

Pantelis smiled and gently placed a hand behind Jason's head, prompting him to continue his exploration. 

Jason bent closer and pressed his nose to the base of the satyr's cock, inhaling deeply. Jason felt like he felt when he got high with his buddies. There was an intoxicating quality to the deep earthy scent of this man. 

He licked up the underside of Pantelis's cock until he got back to the head, then slipped it between his lips. His tongue swirled over the satyr's dick. It had a nutty salty flavor like pistachios. He found he couldn't get enough, he had to have more. He worked himself into a frenzy licking and sucking the full length of his cock. To his surprise his found his nose buried in the satyr's furry pubes with the rest of his dick snaking down his throat. He found he wasn't gagging on it which surprised him. Precum and spit dribbled down his chin. He inhaled again and felt his head was spinning. Pantelis began to fuck his throat and Jason took every thick inch with utter delight. 

Without having touched himself, Jason felt his dick pulsing warm wetness down his leg where his hard dick was trapped. His balls emptied until they ached. 

The satyr grunted a loud animal grunt and hurled a fiery, hot load of cum down Jason's throat. He pulled back and caught a second and third volley on his tongue and savored the earthy sweetness of Pantelis's nectar. He drank his cum like it was a fine wine, rolling it over his tongue to savor it before swallowing it. It made his belly feel warm and tingly, like a good bourbon. 

When he had no cum left to give Jason, Pantelis extricated his dick from his mouth over Jason's protests. Jason wanted more, he never wanted to stop suckling on this beast's man teat. Finally, he let go and collapsed onto the table, aglow in post orgasmic bliss. 

He woke to find a puddle of drool on the page of the book he'd been reading. Above the pool was a picture of several satyrs in Greek red and black style on a large pot. One of satyr's hard dicks depicted in the painting was pointed up to where his mouth had just been. 

Jason sat up suddenly, feeling the warm wetness in his jeans and a strange acrid taste in his mouth. 

"What a crazy dream" he said to himself. Was it a dream? He asked himself. He was startled by the sound of books falling from a nearby shelf and the sudden sound of hooves trotting off into the distance. 

He jumped up and ran to the aisle, but there was no one there. He bent down to pick up the books that had fallen and noticed strange semicircular scuffs on the tile floor. 

This creature, they say, was of double form, the upper parts of the body as far as the shoulders being those of a bull and the remaining parts those of a man.

— Diodorus Siculus, Library of History
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Chapter 2

The Labyrinth 
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JASON COULD FEEL THE Minotaur's hot breath on his neck as his massive bull dick split him in two. He struggled against the heavy chains pinning him to the wall of the labyrinth. Blood dripped from the gash on his forehead down his face. 

The Minotaur grunted and moaned as he mounted Jason's naked ass. 

"Please! I beg you" he cried, but the half-bull half-man was unrelenting. Jason bit his lip and tasted the salty iron in his mouth as he felt like he was leaving his body. His skin prickled with electricity as the hairy bull dick filled his innards with a deluge of sperm from his enormous balls. 

Jason seemed to be watching himself from above, watching the beast invade his ass. He could see his hairy ass clenching and straining as he emptied the last of his cum into Jason's infertile loin. 

Jason had gone to the science building to work on a robotics project with his team. They had reserved one of the electronics labs to have all the equipment handy. As he walked the corridors, he got turned around. The room numbering didn't make any sense, and the signs seemed to point him in all the wrong directions. 

He found himself in a vacant corridor, the overhead fluorescent lights flickering eerily. He'd given up trying to find his group and just wanted to escape. He heard a noise behind him and turned to find a large figure looming over him. He had the head of a bull but the body of a man. He was completely naked and covered in a pelt of dark fur. His balls were massive, like a pair of softballs strung together in a leather pouch. His massive dick swung between his legs like a great pendulum, with jet-black hair cascading down the sides of it. A tail swished behind him, the tail of a bull with a tuft of the same corse black hair at the tip. He was easily 7 foot tall and having to hunch down to keep from scraping the ceiling with his massive horns. 

He grunted, and his nostrils flared wide as he stared down Jason. Jason nearly lost all control of his bowels in fright at the monster towering over him. 

He'd been shaken up the other day in the library when he had that crazy dream about the satyr. He'd convinced himself it was only a dream brought on by stress and fatigue that came with midterms. He'd left the library feeling like everyone was watching him, he held his bag in front of his cum stained jeans as he made his way back to his dorm. He stripped off his jeans and stared at the splash of cum moldering on the inside leg of his jeans. 

The thing that really disturbed him about the dream was how much he enjoyed sucking the satyr's cock. He couldn't shake the image from his mind. That night he lay awake and stroked himself thinking about how strange and wonderful the dream had been. It was so vivid, and he could recall it in such detail. Most dreams he had, he couldn't remember. He'd dismissed the entire incident as an over-active imagination and raging hormones. 

Now he stood lost in the labyrinthine corridors of the science building being stared down by a bull-headed man, a Minotaur he remembered from his ancient literature class. The realization came to him that the encounter in the library may not have been a dream after all. 

He looked into the creature's eyes. Something about them seemed sad and lonely. Despite his intimidating appearance, he'd not made any aggressive moves. 

Jason pulled together every last shred of his courage and spoke. "It's ok, I'm not going to hurt you," he said in a voice like you spoke to a strange dog you encountered at night in an alley, calm and steady but terrified inside. The beast cocked his head to one side and seemed to smile, if a bull could smile. 

Jason extended his hand for the beast to sniff and was shocked when he reached up and grasped his hand like he was performing a secret handshake. He grasped his wrist and Jason did the same, the two holding each other's forearms in a surprisingly tender gesture of friendship. 

Jason let go when the Minotaur did and relaxed his stance to study the man/beast before him more closely. His eyes kept darting down to his naked loins and the most impressive soft cock he'd ever seen. 

The recollection of the events in the library came back to him, and his dick began to stir in his pants. The Minotaur's eyes flicked down to the movement in Jason's pants and then back up to look him in the eyes. Those deep dark eyes stared into Jason as if able to read his thoughts. The Minotaur took Jason's hand and led him to a door he'd not seen before. He should have noticed something as out of place as a large ancient-looking wooden door in the midst of the modern science building. 

The Minotaur pushed open the door which led into a dark room lit by flickering lamplight. The Minotaur gestured for him to enter. The room was formed of stone blocks with a bed of straw in one corner and iron shackles on the far wall. In another corner sat a wooden desk with books, pens, and parchment. There were no windows, just another door at the far end of the room. 

They stood in awkward silence for several minutes as Jason took in the sights and smells of this strange place. The door to the corridor of the science building remained open, with its gleaming white walls and floor in stark contrast to the dirt floor in this room. 

Jason had been in many dorm rooms and knew the strong stench of the locker room, but nothing could compare to the deep musk then permeated this room. The same smell was emanating from the Minotaur. It made Jason almost light-headed, it was so intoxicating. Like the satyr, there was something enthralling about it that made him hornier than he'd ever felt in his life. 

An image flashed in his mind and once there, like some itch he couldn't scratch, it lingered. It was of that massive dick hard and sinking into his ass. He shook his head as if that would somehow dislodge the unwanted thought. 

Was it unwanted? He questioned. The more he tried to dispel it, the more vivid it became. His dick jumped again, making the Minotaur take notice. This time that massive dick began to grow. Jason's mouth fell open as it lengthened and thickened. It hung down in front of him, as if made from iron. 

Jason dropped to his knees and tried to put the prodigious member in his mouth. He could hardly take the hooded head into his mouth before his jaw threatened to become unhinged. 

He licked the length and breadth of it instead, tasting an earthy sweetness on his tongue. The Minotaur grabbed his head and directed him up and down his shaft, then to his much-neglected balls. Jason licked them, feeling the coarse hairs along his tongue. 

Jason became lost in his worship of the beast for what seemed like hours, exploring every inch of his body, even his tail and horns, with his hands and tongue. The Minotaur pulled him up to a standing position and pulled his shirt over his head. Jason removed his jeans and underwear so that he stood as naked as the Minotaur on the soft dirt floor. Jason, by human standards, had a fairly large dick, but he was noticeably self-conscious of how small he appeared compared to this beast.

The Minotaur lowered himself to the floor and brought his large, curling tongue to the underside of Jason's cock. His tongue wrapped around Jason's member suddenly, causing him to gasp audibly. The sensation was unlike anything he'd ever felt before. The smooth, warm tongue teased and licked Jason in ways no blowjob had ever done. He grabbed hold of the Minotaur's horns to steady himself. The Minotaur's tongue was so long, it could lick his balls and cock at the same time. It even licked up along his taint, which made Jason shudder. 

Strong arms turned him around and brought Jason back from his place of ecstasy. He turned and faced the wall where the shackles hung. He didn't know why he did it, but suddenly, he reached up and clamped his left hand into one of the shackles and locked the cold metal around his wrist. The Minotaur looked at him, his eyes widening in surprise. A wicked grin worked its way across his face, then he helped Jason into the other shackle. It felt so erotic to be chained to the wall, something raw and wanton about letting go of his inhibitions like this and giving himself over to the beast. 

The Minotaur lowered himself behind Jason. The next moment, a warm wetness spread along his ass. 

That huge wet tongue licked and worked his hole like nothing he'd ever known. Like most guys, he'd experimented with sticking a finger or two up his ass. Sometimes in the dorm shower, he would press a soapy finger inside his hole. At first just to clean it out, but later in private, he'd do it while masturbating his morning wood. He'd tried to get his last girlfriend to play with his ass, but she got all weird about it.

Now he was feeling a warm, wet tongue invading his hole, and it felt so wonderful that he gasped for breath. It was a sensation he'd never felt before, and something he struggled to put into words. He'd never imagined getting fucked, but in this altered state of reality, things he once insisted he'd never try were suddenly all he could think about. 

The bull's tongue inched its way deep into him, opening him up wider than any set of fingers ever had. Minutes stretched on as the Minotaur rimmed his ass until it was wet and gaping open. Jason humped his ass back onto the Minotaur's tongue in heat. 

The Minotaur stood and let a great glob of spit pour from his mouth onto his cock. He stroked it with long wet strokes, pulling back the foreskin on his two-tone hairy cock. 

He stood behind Jason and slowly entered him. Jason reeled in pain, banging his head against the wall and causing it to start to bleed. He didn't care, the pain didn't matter, only taking that searing hot cock as far as it would go mattered. Jason's ass struggled to accommodate the monster cock. It felt like it was on fire as he was stretched to the limit. 

The Minotaur was surprisingly gentle, entering slowly and holding off until Jason's cries of pain changed into urges to continue. That massive dick slid along Jason's prostate, sending wave after wave of pleasure through his body. His dick was dripping great drops of precum onto the floor. 

"Please! I beg you ... fuck me harder!" he cried, urging on the surprisingly timid Minotaur.

He grunted loudly, jamming his cock as far as it would go. Jason yelped in pain and drew in his breath, his eyes growing wide. The Minotaur eased himself back out almost completely from Jason's ass, then jammed his dick forward.

"Fuck yeah!" Jason screamed as the Minotaur bellowed. His ass was splitting open, but he didn't care. As the Minotaur fucked him, he had the sensation of leaving his body and watching himself from above. Maybe it was because he had banged his head so hard he had a concussion, or perhaps it was that he'd never been fucked like this in his life. In fact, he'd never been fucked before, period.

Jason found himself back in his body, cum dripping from his hard dick and his ass as the Minotaur pulled out of him. His ass felt like it was deliciously gaping open and torn to shreds. 

After he'd drained his bull balls into Jason, the Minotaur reached up and undid the shackles, releasing Jason's sore arms. Then he leaned in and pulled Jason into an embrace, nuzzling his snout along Jason's neck, making him giggle.

"Fuck, that was amazing," Jason said, pushing his ass back against the Minotaur, craving that bull cock to reenter his used hole. 

The Minotaur purred his satisfaction in a low growl and spun Jason around to face him. He easily hoisted Jason up, pressing him into the wall. Sweat dripped down Jason's face and chest as he gazed up into the Minotaur's deep black eyes. The Minotaur slipped his wet cock back into Jason's gaping gash. 

This time, he fucked Jason slower and more tenderly, nuzzling his wide nose against Jason's cheek. His huge hair-covered arms flexed as he held Jason on his cock. Jason's cock, hard once again, rubbed along the Minotaur's thick hairy belly with each thrust. 

As Jason approached his second orgasm, the Minotaur bent down and licked his cock with his long tongue, sending Jason over the edge. He shot his load onto the Minotaur's tongue, bathing it in white. 

The Minotaur slammed his cock into poor Jason's stretched hole, pounding another load deep inside him, while his arms strained to hold Jason up. 

They finally collapsed to the floor in a pile of straw. Jason drifted off into a deep sleep, with the hot breath of the Minotaur on his neck and his strong arms enfolding him. 

He woke to his phone buzzing on his desk. He looked around, disconcerted by his surroundings. He was on his bed back in his dorm room. He felt sore all over. He sat up and saw a stream of notifications from his classmates asking where he was. It was dark outside, how had he slept all day, he wondered. He stood up and felt dizzy and sat back down. Was it another crazy dream? What was happening to him? He wondered. 

He stood up again and wandered over to the closet. He caught of glimpse of himself in the full-length mirror on the back of the closet door. He was naked and covered in dirt and had bits of straw sticking to his hair. There was a crusty red sore on his forehead just above his right eyebrow. He touched it, feeling the tenderness. 

"This can't be just a dream, can it?" He said, reaching back and feeling how open and tender his ass was. Just then, the door swung open, and his roommate came in to find him in that state with a finger in his stretched hole. 

The dripping Tritones (Tritons) at the edge of a secret wood wagged their green forked tails against their flanks, and hid in the mountain vaults where Pan had his habitation, leaving their familiar speckled conchs to sail about with the winds

— Nonnus, Dionysiaca
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Chapter 3

Siren Song 
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"DUDE! PUT SOME CLOTHES on!" Troy said on seeing Jason's state, then added "and take a shower! Were you rolling around in shit? You stink!" 

Jason was mortified. He'd been paired up with Troy at the beginning of the year. He was a typical jock, played football on a scholarship, and mostly hung out with his frat buddies. He tolerated Jason but their relationship with tenuous. Jason mostly only came to the room to sleep, opting to use the library and other places around campus to study. 

Jason grabbed his towel and headed to the shower, not caring that he was walking down his residential hall naked. Thankfully, he found the shower room empty. He got a handful of soap and started to wash off the grim. A steady stream of dirt and dried blood circled the drain. He felt his ass and something sticky and wet seeping from it. He slipped a finger then another inside himself, reliving the moment with the Minotaur in his head. What was happening to him? Minotaurs are not real, that could not have happened. But he could feel the evidence slip through his fingers. He looked down and found he'd gotten hard again. He knew someone could walk in on him at any moment and find him fingering his ass while stroking his dick, but he didn't care. His body was alive with sensation. 

He closed his eyes and felt the shower spray on his face as he continued to pleasure himself at both ends. He could hear a sound from a long distance off, like someone was playing music or singing down the hall. It called to him and made the hairs on his neck stand up. He felt a rush as his dick pulsed, and his body shook with excitement. His ass closed around his fingers tightly as the very air around him vibrated against his skin. 

He licked his lips and tasted salt. He felt the floor move under him like he was off balance. He opened his eyes to find he was staring out at dark clouds and choppy waves. He looked down to find he was standing on the wooden deck of a craft. Around him, waves crashed over the sides of the ship, threatening to sink it. 

“What the fuck?” he cried, trying to remember how he had gotten here. 

Then he heard the most beautiful sound he'd ever heard. He couldn't describe it. It sent tingles up and down his spine. He felt compelled to find the source of the sound. He didn't care about anything but that. He walked forward, stumbling as the deck rose up under him. He was about to step off the deck of the ship when arms grabbed him from behind. 

He struggled, trying to break free of the strong grip. He had to go, had to find the source of the sound. It radiated love and warmth and peace. His skin felt alive with sensations that made his cock twitch and grow hard. 

"Oh no, you don't," said the voice of his captor behind him. He felt thick ropes twist around his body. His muscles ached trying to free himself. His dick was impossibly hard, like it might explode from internal pressure.

He felt something being shoved in his ears. The beautiful music became muffled and faded to a dull tone. He was once again aware of the boiling seas and the ship being tossed on the waves. He turned to see who it was that had pulled him back from flinging himself into the sea. 

He had reddish blond hair and freckled skin molded over rippling muscles. His face was boyish, with a scruffy-looking red beard. Looking down, Jason drew in his breath when he found he was not only totally naked, but instead of legs, he had a pair of scale-covered tails that slithered along the deck like eels. Between the fins, he had an average size cock and balls, accented with a tuft of shocking red hair. 

"How did I ..." Jason started to say, still coming out of the fog. He realized he could hardly hear his own voice much less any response from this, what could he call him? He was not exactly what he always pictured a merman would look like.

The merman untied the ropes once he saw Jason was no longer under the spell of the strange music, and pointed to a rope attached to the end of some rigging. Jason had once gone sailing with his family on a holiday but knew next to nothing about sailing a boat. He grabbed the line and pulled as the merman grabbed the rudder and turned it hard to port. They faced into waves that threatened to capsize them. To Jason's horror, he saw they were headed toward a cliff of jagged rocks that would tear the wooden boat to shreds. 

His mind, fueled with adrenaline, had no time to come to terms with the fact that minutes ago he had been in the showers in his dorm, and now he was on the sea riding out a storm with, of all things, a merman. His muscles ached from straining to pull in the sails, but he couldn't stop, or they were doomed. 

The waves crashed against the ship, but slowly it turned and headed away from the rocks and toward open sea. The winds gradually died down, the waves became a choppy sea and the clouds began to break up. Jason collapsed onto the deck, his muscles aching. The merman left the rudder and came over to him, trying off the line Jason was holding. He reached down and pulled the waxy plugs from Jason's ears.

"Thanks," Jason said 

"Of course, happy to help," said the man-fish.

Jason couldn't help but look down at the strange appendages of his companion, not just the eel-like legs. His companion blushed red as Jason stared at his nether regions.

"You're ... you're naked" Jason said, meaning to say a merman. 

"Naked? What does this mean?" Keros asked. 

"You don't wear clothes to cover your, you know" Jason said, nodding at his crotch. 

"Why would I cover myself, you don't either?" Keros said, nodding at Jason's growing cock. He could see how clothing would be problematic living underwater. 

"I'm Keros," the merman said, holding out a hand.

Jason took it and held it as he had done with the Minotaur. Keros looked down at the gesture in surprise but clasped his forearm anyway. 

"I'm Jason," he said. 

"I know, I've heard of you" Keros said. 

"Really?" Jason asked.

"News traveled fast of your encounter with Pantelis" Keros said. 

"What are ... I mean to say, are you a merman?" Jason asked, feeling ashamed to ask him, like asking someone what country they came from because of the way they looked, it seemed somehow impolite. 

"I'm a Triton, I'm not sure what a merman is," said Keros. "We live in the sea". 

"Oh, like Ariel's dad in the little mermaid!" Jason said.

"I'm not sure whether I understand the reference," Keros said. 

"Oh, never mind," Jason said, feeling stupid for mentioning it. In the back of his mind, he heard the lyrics "a whole new world" before he realized that was an entirely different movie. Jason looked away from the naked triton and spotted the island they narrowly avoided off in the distance. 

"That was close, thanks!" Jason said. 

"I'm glad I was in the area" he said. 

"What was that sound?"

"Those are the sirens, they were trying to lure you toward the rocks" Keros said. "Not everyone is pleased to know a demi-god is back in our world. The Sirens are not at all pleased." Keros said.

"Why?" Jason asked, suddenly becoming overwhelmed by everything. "One minute I'm in my dorm shower, the next I'm here! I've been seeing Satyrs and Minotaurs just showing up out of nowhere." Jason said, suddenly letting out all the anxiety he was feeling. Was he going crazy, was that it? Had the stress finally made him crack? 

"I'm not a historian, I'll let Pantelis explain. I just know that the gods and demi-god were banished from our world centuries ago." Keros said. 

"Gods, mythical creatures! I'm going crazy, right?" Jason said. 

"You are not crazy, I can't really explain. Pantelis told us of your encounter and how you could see us. He believes you must be some kind of demi-god, though none have been seen here for centuries." Keros said. 

"How did I get here?" Jason asked.

"I don't know, I believe you have the power to enter our world at will," Keros said.

"Where is here, exactly?" Jason asked. 

"Gaea" Keros replied. 

Jason repeated the name, mispronouncing it several times before he got it right.  

"You said our world? Am I no longer on earth?" Jason said, realizing the absurdity of his question. 

"I'm not a philosopher, but from what I understand, we live in layers of reality like phyllo dough, at least that's how I was taught to think of it." He said. 

"Like baklava?" Jason said and then thought to himself, and we are the nuts inside?

"Yes, your world is one layer and ours another, you managed to fall through into ours somehow" Keros said. 

"I can't seem to control it," Jason said. He comically tried clicking his feet together and saying "there's no place like home" but nothing happened. 

"Is that some kind of magic incantation?" Keros said, looking at him oddly. 

"No, never mind," Jason said, feeling stupid for saying it.  

He thought about the creatures he's seen so far, a Satyr, a Minotaur and now a merman or rather a Triton, they all came from Ancient Greek mythology. 

"Is everyone here from Ancient Greek myths?" He asked.

"Myths?" Keros asked.

"In our world we have stories of people like you, carried down to us for generations from a place called Greece" Jason tried to explain. 

"We have similar stories of human invaders pillaging our lands. Once it was easy to travel between our worlds though portals of light, but those ways were closed hundreds of years ago, at least until recently." Keros said. 

"How is it you can speak English?" He asked. It just occurred to him that he could understand Keros perfectly, but couldn't imagine that everyone spoke English here.

"English?" Keros looked confused. 

"What you are speaking now," Jason said.

"I speak the language of the land dwellers, the common tongue, when I talk to those on the surface and I speak our language underwater, you wouldn't understand that. It consists of clicks and whistles, some of which you can't even hear." 

"Huh?" Jason said. 

"You speak the common tongue as well," Keros said.

"No," Jason said.

"If you are a Demi-god, perhaps it is one of your powers to understand our language" Keros speculated. 

He had so many questions and so few answers. His mind was buzzing. He suddenly realized he was still naked, like in a dream when you are in the front of the class and realize you have no clothes on. Once again, he took in his surroundings and the strange man he'd been talking to.

He looked into Keros's eyes and saw two beautiful green-blue pools like the Caribbean Sea. His blond eyelashes caught a glint of sun filtering through patchy clouds. Jason noted how strangely beautiful he was. His smooth, freckled skin looked like a shell worn down by sand and waves. His wet scales glistened in the sun like thousands of tiny silver sequins on a gown. 

Keros bent down to grab another rope and tie off some rigging, and Jason got a glimpse of his wide scale-covered ass. Jason felt that same tingling feeling he had before as he became aroused. He wondered what those scales felt like. He got an image of his dick sliding between those round, scale-covered cheeks. His dick began to grow, and he turned to hide in embarrassment. 

"Are you hungry? I can fetch us some food" Keros said turning back to Jason. 

"Uh, ok," Jason said, trying to hide his dick behind his hands. Keros didn't seem to notice or care that Jason was naked or hard, he was naked himself.

Now that the sun was out it was warming up considerably and the sparkling water around the ship looked inviting. It was clear all the way to the sandy bottom far below them. 

Keros dove off the boat and cut through the water gracefully and effortlessly like he'd seen dolphins do. Jason jumped in after him, enjoying the novel feeling of cool water on bare skin. 
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