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Maelduin lay there for quite some time, his mind reeling and trying to process all the emotions he felt. The 
more he thought about it, though, the more his mind kept turning to the physical evidence of his encounter, 
which the whole time had been running unchecked from his sphincter and trickling, itching, down his thighs. 
Fixating on that point as something he could improve and clinging to that idea, he got to his feet and set 
out deliberately, looking for a water source in which he might rid himself of the foul reminder of that most 
unnatural coupling. 

Reaching back and running his hand along his crack, he shuddered and grimaced at just how slick his 
backside was, how voluminous the stag's orgasm had been. He gritted his teeth angrily as he flung his 
hand, slinging off the buck-semen and muttering under his breath. 

"None of this would have happened if Aethnid hadn't summoned me here," he growled. "And this damn 
ring!" 

Glaring at it, he grasped it with his hand, still slippery with buck-cum, and tried in vain to pull it off, his hand 
slipping no matter how tightly he squeezed or how hard he pulled. 

"Damn you, Aethnid!" he screamed, stopping short, clenching his fists, and yelling in place. 

Lightning struck a stump a few feet away, making him jump, and the goddess materialized from nowhere. 

"You called?" she asked, looking at him expectantly. 

Rage flashed in the druid's eyes, and he stalked towards her, his finger outstretched accusingly. 

"This is your fault!" he snapped. "You've perverted my body and made it betray me!" 

"Oh, I dunno," the goddess replied, smirking. "From what I saw, you sure seemed to be getting into the 
spirit of things, mind, body, and soul. Why, the ground is still absorbing your seed. Or, are you saying that 
you made milk because you hated the experience so much?" She grinned broadly, a truly frightening 
expression given her eyebrows. 

"What my body and my mind want are completely different, thanks to you," Maelduin retorted. "I have no 
desire to pervert myself, but this damn ring"—he held it up—"forced my body to acquiesce!" 

"And it will do so again," the goddess replied matter-of-factly, eyeing it. "Very soon, I should say." 

The druid's eyes flicked towards the gold band, across which the wolves from the inner band had moved to 
the outer band and were actively fornicating at that particular moment. 

"Your body is true to me. It instinctively wants what it should want. Your mind is what is perverse, clouded 
by greed and turned from the righteous path of servitude I taught you so long ago. All that ring does is 
blocks the greed and lets virtue's voice be heard." 

"Bullshit!" Maelduin yelled. "No part of me wants to be fucked by an animal! No part!" 

The goddess cocked her head. "You think so, huh?" She smirked. "We'll see. I will bet that when the 
opportunity presents itself, you will be so hot and bothered, so desperate to procreate that you will forget 
everything else. See you soon," she said ominously. 

With the snap of her fingers, she vanished, leaving Maelduin alone again, his fists still clenched, his ass 
still leaking. He angrily brushed at it, flinging more stag-semen into the air. 

"Water," he barked. "Some damn water to get rid of this fucking mess between my legs!" 

He set out again, moving purposefully. 

He had not been going for very long when he suddenly became aware of the humidity. Sweat beaded on 
his forehead, on his chest, and under his arms. Grimacing, he wiped at it with his clean hand, yet the more 
he wiped, the hotter and more oppressive the air seemed to grow. Finally, he came to a stop. Looking up 
through the canopy, he gave the sun a quizzical look. It didn't seem any brighter than it had been. Why was 
it so damn hot? He shook his head and started to walk again when movement out of the corner of his eye 
caught his attention. Jerking his head, he spied a wolf partially obscured by a tree some fifty feet away. 
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His heart skipped a beat as he sized up the wolf. As glossy and jet black as the wolf's coat was, its pelt 
would fetch quite the hefty sum. And what a large animal, too! Why, it must be nearly waist-high! But as he 
ran the calculations in his head, the wolf stepped forward, and he abruptly quit referring to the wolf as "it" 
and more accurately as "she". 

"She is a beauty," he murmured, nodding to himself. "Quite the coat on her indeed." 

As if in response, the wolfess turned away from him. Deep down, he felt a pang of remorse, as if she had 
understood what he'd said and taken offense. He shook his head, forcing the thought aside. But just as he 
was about to chastise himself for personifying her, she flagged her tail, looking over her shoulder at him 
earnestly and revealing her vulva, which were so swollen that even from this distance, Maelduin couldn't 
help but do a double-take. 

"Oh, no!" he said, recovering and deliberately taking off in the opposite direction. "No, nono. I know exactly 
what you're up to, and it is not happening. Very funny, Aethnid, but you're not going to get me that easily!" 

He strode off, moving purposefully and running the back of his arm over his forehead. 

"Ugh, this humidity is awful," he muttered, exhaling sharply. "I've got to get to some water." 

As he walked, the hairs on the back of his neck rose abruptly, and he whipped his head to the right. 

"No!" he barked, seeing the wolfess tailing him from a distance. "Shoo! Go away!" 

The wolfess tucked her tail for a moment, but then raised it again and looked at him attentively, grinning 
and panting. 

"Get lost!" he snapped, lunging at her. 

She responded by turning, looking over her shoulder, and raising her tail again. 

"No, not that!" Maelduin yelled in frustration. "Ugh!" 

He turned and went back to walking, a little faster than before. 

It took him the better part of an hour, punctuated by angry outbursts at the very persistent wolfess, but he 
at last found a stream. 

"Oh, finally!" he gasped. 

Rushing forward and plunging into the clear water, he used both hands to scrub between his buttocks. His 
ass had at last stopped oozing, but what had already escaped had long-since crusted over, leaving an itchy, 
scaly mess between his legs that chafed and irritated him with every passing second, whether he was 
walking or not. Groaning in relief, he sighed contentedly at finally ridding himself of the mess and took a 
few minutes to swim and bask in the cool water, a welcome relief to the heat and humidity. But with his 
most immediate need sated, his next one asserted itself as his stomach growled. 

"Right, time for something to eat," he said. 

Yet as he stepped out of the river and the heat began to oppress him again, he hesitated. Maybe he could 
hold off on eating for a while until it cooled off a bit. In response, his stomach growled again, and he sighed. 

"Guess not," he muttered. 

Looking around, he saw no edible berries within his immediate vicinity, so he started to retrace his steps to 
where he was sure he'd seen some not far back. But before he took ten steps, the wolfess appeared again, 
this time right in front of him. 

"No!" he said, exasperated. "I told you, I'm not doing that!" 

The wolfess just grinned, turned her back, and raised her tail again. From this close, it was impossible to 
miss her swollen and visibly throbbing vulva. Maelduin froze, his heart suddenly pounding and his penis 
stretching out and throbbing itself. His eyes fixated on her inverted triangle, particularly on the little, 
glistening droplet that had collected at the bottom. His breathing began to quaver, his jaw to tremble. He 
felt himself flush, a wave of heat starting in his groin and rising like a thermal up his chest before turning 
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his face red with arousal. The sweat he'd washed off reappeared with such volume that it was as if it had 
never left. 

He shook his head. "N–no," he said, scowling down at his throbbing member and putting his hands over it, 
trying to convince it to deflate. "I said I'm not into that!" 

He turned to the right and started to stride off. 

"Whoa!" 

He stopped short, doing a double-take. 

Looking up at him was a nearly identical wolf, grinning and sitting contentedly. Seeing that he had the 
human's attention—for the little, pink protrusion between his legs made him unmistakably a 'he'—the wolf 
got to his feet, leaned forward, and began sniffing Maelduin's crotch. The light graze of the foreign nose 
made the human shudder and leap backwards. 

"No! Bad wolf!" Maelduin said, though his voice and resolve both wavered. 

Undeterred, the wolf took a step forward and began sniffing his leg, then stuck out a big, soft tongue and 
began licking at the sweat. Maelduin made a face that conveyed a mixture of disgust, squeamishness, 
curiosity, bewilderment, and even a strange sort of guilty enjoyment. He swatted at the canine's face 
automatically, but without much conviction. The wolf evaded him easily and continued licking his leg, 
moving up and down and side-to-side to rid a large patch of his skin of the salty sweat on it. 

Maelduin started to walk away but then gasped on seeing the female right in front of him, sitting and looking 
up at him with the same, happy grin the male had shown. 

"If you're so in season, why don't you show your heat to him?" Maelduin asked as she stood up and turned 
her back to look over her shoulder. "No, not to me, to him, to him!" he cried, pointing to the wolf, who was 
still determinedly licking his leg. "Will you stop that?" he snapped, pulling his leg away, only for the wolf to 
pursue him and resume right where he left off. 

In the short time it took to snap at the male, the female had backed up and was now standing less than a 
foot away from Maelduin, her tail flagged and her vulva lightly pulsing. She was so close that Maelduin 
could practically feel the heat radiating off her, and he couldn't help noticing that where he'd thought she 
was waist high, she was indeed at the perfect height for... For... 

He shook his head. "No! Get lost! Scram!" he snapped, feigning a lunge at them. 

"Aww, but just look how excited you are!" 

Maelduin whipped his head to the left to see the goddess standing beside him. 

"They won't leave me alone!" the druid protested. 

As the druid spoke, the male wolf's nose picked up on something interesting, and he leaned forward to slip 
his tongue up under the druid's ball-sack, caressing it titillatingly and eliciting a visible shudder. 

"Why do you fight it?" the goddess asked, shaking her head. "All of the pieces are in place: she's practically 
about to force herself on you, you are hard as a rock, and he's more than willing to help put you in the 
mood. What more do you want? You want someone to hold your dick for you so she can slip on? Is that 
it?" 

Before Maelduin could protest, the goddess reached down, grasped him, and aimed his tip forward towards 
the wolfess. 

"Come on, girly," the goddess coaxed. "Come take what this man owes you." 

The wolfess stepped backwards, and Maelduin's eyes bulged. Her slippery, hot, tight vulva pressed against 
his glans, and with a little resistance, slipped around it, pulling back his foreskin. 

"O–oh," Maelduin whimpered, his legs shaking. 

"Tell me that isn't the most exquisite feeling you've ever felt," the goddess challenged. "Tell me just how 
much you hate all of this." 
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A horny croak was all Maelduin could muster as the wolfess continued pressing backwards, driving herself 
all the way down until Maelduin could feel her swollen lips throbbing against his balls. 

"I'm not hearing you telling her to stop," the goddess taunted. "Why don't you see if you can get him to give 
you what you want, girly?" she said to the wolfess, who began rocking forward and backward, her tight, hot, 
juicy pussy rolling and unrolling Maelduin's prepuce. 

The druid gritted his teeth and clenched his fists. Every fiber of his being was screaming at him, begging 
him to reciprocate and thrust in rhythm. His balls were full and oh-so-eager to empty themselves into such 
a willing recipient, if he would only thrust just a few times! 

"I—I'm n–not gonna—augh—succumb," he grunted through gritted teeth. "You can—mmf—play this game, 
but I—I'm not giving you that satisfaction!" 

"You're not supposed to be satisfying me; you're supposed to be satisfying them!" the goddess snapped as 
the sky darkened and lightning struck the river in six places. "And if you won't give it to them, I'll let them 
take it for themselves! Sic him, boy!" 

The male, who had up until that time satisfied himself by licking Maelduin's leg and balls, suddenly got to 
his feet and moved out of the druid's field of view. Leaping and reaching up, he grabbed the druid by the 
hips and pulled back with such force that Maelduin began to pitch forward. He tried to resist, but the female 
backed up at the same time, throwing off his balance. He pitched forward with a yelp, and with nothing else 
to grab, reached around her trunk to catch himself. 

Gosh, that position felt good! There was something so natural, so right about being hunched over her like 
that, and as the she-wolf slipped forward a little bit, the druid suddenly thrust forward of his own volition to 
sink himself into her. Startled but delighted, the wolfess let out a soft growl and squared her stance. 

Maelduin shook his head. No, damn it! Do not give in! 

But before he could pull away, the male's hips began thrusting sharply forward, the little red tip growing and 
slipping out of his sheath as it sought the druid's freshly cleaned asshole. Before the druid could protest, 
the wolf's hips slammed into his buttocks, shoving him balls-deep into the wolfess a split-second before the 
lipstick appendage found its mark. Maelduin gasped, his eyes bulging as the wolf's member slipped inside 
him, pulled out, slipped in, pulled out, dizzyingly fast. The druid's body trembled all over, his head swimming 
with lust, and he allowed the momentum from the wolf's thrust to move his own body in and out of the 
wolfess. 

A few strokes was literally all it took. The hot, tight squeeze, the feel of his foreskin rolling over itself, the 
slick, warm fluids lubricating his member, it was all too much. Gasping and clinging to the wolfess for dear 
life, Maelduin let out a defeated moan and began cumming inside of her. Oh, how good it felt to cum inside 
a warm, wet pussy instead of wasting his seed on the ground! How her vulva seemed to hang on every 
bead of his jism, grasping and milking almost desperately for every droplet he could muster! It was such a 
strange feeling to feel as though his cum was wanted by someone as opposed to merely his own wanting 
to purge it. Even amid his euphoria, he felt a poignant pang of sadness, thinking of the years and years 
where he had wasted his seed on the ground, all those countless times he could have made some female's 
day instead.  

Yet his was not the only climax. As his seed intermingled with the bitch's fluids, it set off a chemical reaction 
that made her squeeze hard on him. He felt her own fluids gush around his malehood, squirting deliciously 
along the sides of his shaft and caking his still-thrusting balls with their pungent stickiness. As her powerful 
muscles contracted around him, he let out an ecstatic moan and came again, squirting with so much more 
force than he ever did when he jacked off. He gritted his teeth and hugged her tightly, now thrusting even 
more intently, not wanting the moment to end. 

Not that there was any risk of that. Maelduin had been so focused on his own orgasm that he hadn't paid 
nearly as much mind to the wolf as he had the wolfess, but the former had not been idle. In fact, the frantic 
thrusts and the wolf's growing knot had, without Maelduin's knowledge, heightened the druid's pleasure at 
the critical moment. But now as he began to come down from the high, he felt what had been growing inside 
him all along. Very different from the tapered, slender cock of the buck before, the wolf's prick began pointed 
but then rapidly swelled into a large, roughly spherical lump that was already the size of a golf ball and 
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rapidly growing, stretching the druid's anus to fit through before letting it relax once inside or outside. In 
itself, that would be an exquisite feeling, but the speed of the wolf's thrusts was what made it a nearly 
overwhelming sensation as the druid's sphincter was made to practically flutter around the invading, 
swelling member. 

As Maelduin climaxed, his ass clamped down tightly, trapping the wolf inside. The wolf, caught off-guard, 
tried to pull back but felt himself trapped and shuddered in ecstasy, his knot rapidly swelling to the size of 
a fist, locking itself inside. Maelduin gasped, his attention pulled from his own climax to the discomfort of 
having a fist trapped in his ass as the wolf adjusted his stance, tested the snugness of Maelduin's hole, and 
then leapt down, stepping over his own cock to stand ass-to-ass with the druid. The wolf's tongue lolled 
out, and his eyes glazed over delightedly as he began to spurt hot jets into the druid's rectum. 

Realizing he'd been tricked, the druid let go of the wolfess and started to push her away, but she gave his 
cock a squeeze and reminded him that there was still pleasure to be had. With a deep sense of misgiving, 
he stopped resisting and let the wolf's periodic throbbing against his prostate milk him into the equally 
beatific-looking wolfess under him. 

"He doth protest too much, methinks," the goddess said. 

Maelduin gasped, whipping his head to look at her. She stood there, her hand on her hip, looking at him 
expectantly. Realizing how damning his current position must look, he squeezed his eyes closed and looked 
away, burying his face in the wolfess's fur. 

"For someone who claims to be appalled by sex with my creatures, Maelduin, you sure seem to be up to 
your balls and ass in wolf pussy and cock," the goddess said pointedly with more than a hint of sadistic 
glee.  

"It wasn't my intention, Goddess," Maelduin muttered helplessly. "You know that." 

"Do I?" she grinned wickedly. "I think this is what you've always wanted, that you fooled yourself into thinking 
that gold and dead pelts could make you happy when all you  really craved was the caress of a nice set of 
vulva or the thrust of a hard prick. In fact, despite the embarrassed act you're putting on—" 

"It's not an act, Goddess! I am mortified!" 

"—I think I'm going to let you sit and enjoy the feeling for a while. That pair is quite prolific, and their courtship 
is"—she fanned herself dramatically—"very hot, so I know they'll be happy to show you what you've been 
missing by straying from your true calling." 

"But—" 

The fairy vanished before he could finish, leaving him there, huffing in defeat. The wolf's knot throbbed 
inside him, making him shudder, and the movement of his shuddering made his cock slip slightly out of the 
bitch in front of him. She licked her lips and took a step back, pushing him deeper inside before panting, 
glassy-eyed as she continued to twitch around him. 

As the trio settled in for what would be nearly an hour-long ordeal, Maelduin's mind kept flitting from place 
to place, pulled by the opposing forces of shame and pleasure that he could not deny. One moment, he 
was gasping as his balls emptied themselves once more. The next moment, he was hanging his head for 
having allowed himself to enjoy the sensation, only for his shame to be overshadowed by a particularly hot 
spurt into his filling ass accompanied by a firm stroke of his prostate that milked more of his essence into 
the wolfess's greedy passage. Wave after wave of pleasure followed by guilt washed over him, giving his 
emotions the same violent treatment as the wolf's cock had given his ass only moments before. He found 
himself growing numb, and before long, he was just lying there passively, letting his ass and cock do their 
thing and doing his best not to think about it at all. 

After what seemed like a very long time, Maelduin could feel the wolf's knot shrinking inside of him. His 
eyes bulged as he realized just how very full of jizz the wolf had pumped him over the last hour, a fact made 
very apparent as the seal that kept it all inside began to falter. He felt the first telltale squirt slip out around 
the wolf's knot, drooling down the druid's perineum and collecting at the base of his scrotum. He shuddered 
and instinctively clamped his ass closed, surprising the wolf and eliciting a few more hearty spurts. But, the 
chain of events had already been set in motion, and as the seconds slipped by, so, too, did more and more 
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of the wolf's seed, following the trail already blazed and dripping onto the ground between Maelduin's legs. 
Try as he might, Maelduin could not muster enough anal strength to keep it in check, and as the wolf at last 
pulled free, he let out a hoarse gasp as his overfilled bowels purged their white, creamy contents between 
his buttocks. The druid shuddered violently, yet the disgusting feeling somehow titillated his still-captive 
cock, eking out a few last drops into the very-willing wolfess, who continued to pant happily. 

The wolf went off to lick himself, leaving Maelduin and the wolfess in place. Yet even as the druid's mind 
told him that he should lift himself up, should pull himself out of that filthy place, should wash himself clean 
of his debauchery, he remained where he was. The wolfess's stamina seemed even greater than that of 
her male counterpart, and it seemed that she could continue gently nursing the druid's cock for all eternity 
if she wanted to. 

Or so it seemed. 

As the wolf finished licking himself and went over to lick and tease the wolfess's face, she licked back 
playfully and then, as if the whole encounter with Maelduin meant nothing to her, she pulled off and trotted 
off a few steps, trailing the druid's cum out of her a way before coming to a stop and standing for the male 
to examine her. Maelduin glanced after her but then turned away in shame: her pussy gleamed with his 
own white fluids, an unmistakable sign of his transgression to anyone who saw it. As the pair trotted off into 
the woods, the druid dropped back to all fours, shuddering and feeling gross in so many ways. At least the 
river was only a few paces behind him this time. 

Across the ring, the wolves finished their mating ritual and went off to their den before fading from view as 
the star-outlined silhouettes of a forest pony-mare came snuffling about, foraging for grass. Behind her, a 
stallion appeared, his malehood denoted by a thin line of stars. The mare spread her legs and lifted her tail. 


