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Maelduin finally roused himself sometime later, licking his lips and shivering a bit as he found himself reliving 
his most recent experience over and over. Yet even as he vividly recollected the sensation of having his 
anus spread open wide and his prostate emptied so completely, he couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for 
having had the experience. Before he could feel too guilty, though, another wave of arousal washed over 
him as he thought of the moose's weight on his back or how enthusiastically the female moose had rubbed 
herself all over the ground where he'd pissed. 

As he began to walk without any particular direction in mind, his rod stood at full attention and flopped back 
and forth, distracting him enough to pull him out of his euphoria and make him seriously consider what he'd 
done, what he was becoming. He shook his head, feeling a little unnerved by the whole experience. On 
one hand, it was, unquestionably, hot, and no matter how much his conscience tried to guilt him into saying 
it wasn't, he couldn't help thinking about it. On the other hand, he couldn't shake the feeling that he had 
fallen so irredeemably far that his inability to stop thinking about it was his punishment, that he would be 
cursed forever to live with the desperate need to debase and degrade himself. What if he became such a 
degenerate that he was actually okay with that? What if he grew to actually want to indulge in such 
immorality? 

He was so distracted with his thoughts that he lost track of his surroundings. Until the bear roared at him, 
that is. 

Jumping and whirling, he realized that he'd strayed into a large clearing and right in front of a grizzly bear. 
His heart began to pound, his life flashing before his eyes as he imagined the bear rushing at him. If that 
happened, he realized with a sinking feeling, he was a goner. He couldn't outrun a bear, and there weren't 
any trees or big rocks to hide behind. He froze, staring wide-eyed at the bear as it lifted itself up onto its 
hind legs menacingly. But as the bear sniffed the air, tilting its head back and turning slightly side-to-side, 
Maelduin realized that eating him was probably not the bear's intention. No, given everything that had 
happened in the last few days, the bear's plans for him were probably quite different. 

Maelduin's heart sank. Of course, the bear had other plans for him! He wasn't even done reliving his last 
experience, and here already was another one of Aethnid's creatures to "put him in his place". And, if that 
was the case, there was likely nothing he could do about it. He couldn't outrun a bear, and he certainly 
couldn't out-wrestle one. Realizing that fighting the inevitable would probably get him killed, he shook his 
head and sighed. 

"Yes, yes, fine. All right, hurry up," he said, suddenly preternaturally calm but a tad impatient and annoyed. 

As the grizzly dropped back to the ground, Maelduin found himself walking towards it. "What will it be this 
time? You want me to fuck you? Is that it?" he asked. 

The bear did a double-take, surprised and indignant at the human's impudence. It gave him a quizzical 
look, then roared at him again, freezing him in his tracks. 

"W–what did you want, then?" Maelduin squeaked, biting his lip and visibly shaking as the bear reared up 
again. "O–oh, sorry. I–I guess you don't want me to fuck you," he stammered, seeing the bear's balls and 
sheath clearly. "Did you want to f–fuck me, then?" he managed. 

The bear lowered himself back down, then lumbered over towards him. Maelduin froze stiffly, afraid even 
to lie down for fear that the bear would be further offended by it. Acutely aware of how effortlessly the bear 
could either send him flying or just end his life in a single blow, the druid held deathly still as he felt the 
bear's hot breath on his now-flaccid penis and snuffling up against his tightly retracted balls before moving 
up his side to sniff his pits and down his back to sniff his crack.  

The cold, wet nose on his sensitive skin made Maelduin flinch, his buttocks squeezing tightly together, but 
the bear was having none of that. With a deft, effortless swipe of his paw, he knocked the druid to the 
ground and then used both his paws to spread the terrified human's buttocks apart. His freezing, slimy 
muzzle burrowed in between Maelduin's ass-cheeks and rubbed against his anus, making it pucker and 
quiver in fear and surprise. 

At last, evidently satisfied, the bear pulled his paws away from Maelduin's butt, but before the human could 
get away, the bear lumbered up over on top of him. Musky, sweaty, humid fur brushed against Maelduin's 
back, but before he could escape, the bear lowered himself down, pinning him in place. Maelduin gasped, 
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feeling his chest being squeezed under him, but that was soon to be the least of his worries. He hadn't 
gotten a very good look at the bear's equipment, but the generally tapering member curved upward and 
flared out at the end. A steady trickle of potent-smelling, musky precum and its unusual shape made it slip 
between the druid's buttocks and glance effortlessly off his anus, making him shudder, his sensitive orifice 
teased and titillated by the slippery prick as it rubbed him.  

But the bear wanted more than just a little intercrural dick-stroking, and after a few tantalizing seconds of 
rubbing, he adjusted his position, angling his penis more sharply relative to the prone human under him. 
Maelduin felt the bear's cock slip over his anus once more and then felt it slip partially in. The snub-nosed 
flare combined with the bear's upturned anatomy acted a bit like a fishhook, tugging at the edge of the 
druid's ring and spreading it gently open.  

Whatever compunctions Maelduin had about being used this way evaporated as he felt the sensuous 
rubbing and the strangely gentle probing of his posterior. He moaned and involuntarily arched his back, 
unwittingly spreading his buttocks just a little and giving the bear a straight shot in. As the bear thrust 
forward, Maelduin's eyes bulged and his back arched even further, grinding his now-throbbing, drooling 
cock into the soft ground below him. The bear pulled back, and his cock tugged on Maelduin's anus, eliciting 
a loud moan. 

Oblivious to the pleasure he was causing, the bear began to thrust and pull in earnest, savoring the feeling 
of the druid's insides on his rod. It did not take many strokes before he pushed himself over the edge. 

Maelduin gasped and climaxed under himself as he felt warm liquid suddenly flood into him. Letting himself 
go, he basked in the sensation, once again marveling at how good it could feel to empty his prostate so 
fully, especially with the bear's curved member pressed right against it and throbbing in time to his own 
spurts. Within seconds, he was giddy and light-headed just as he had been with the moose, content to bask 
in the afterglow. 

But then things took a different turn. While the moose, undoubtedly acutely aware of his place towards the 
bottom of the food chain, had not dawdled long after climaxing, the bear had a decidedly more leisurely 
outlook. Maelduin came to as the afterglow wore off and expected that the bear would likely pull out, get 
up, and lumber off somewhere, but that didn't happen. Instead, he flopped down on top of Maelduin, the 
bone in his penis still keeping him erect inside the human's ass, and he began to snore. 

It took Maelduin a moment to realize what was happening, and once he recognized it, he began trying to 
use his elbows to awaken the bear and get him to move off. But the bear weighed so much and had 
Maelduin in such a compromised position that the druid could do little to move his arms at all, let alone 
enough to get the bear's attention. That was, perhaps, for the best since it's generally not wise to awaken 
a sleeping bear.  

Giving up after a few minutes of trying, Maelduin tried to resign himself to just waiting the bear out, but the 
specific position of the bear's penis inside of him kept rubbing his now-spent prostate uncomfortably, and 
a growing fear began to gnaw at Maelduin's mind: what if the bear decided to hibernate right here and now? 
How would he eat? How would he survive having a bear's dick up his ass for six months? He began to 
struggle, but doing so rubbed the bear's penis painfully against his innards. Maelduin gritted his teeth and 
winced, holding stock still long enough to catch his breath and then gingerly moving back into a less painful 
position. 

Fortunately, the bear did not decide to hibernate right then and there but instead roused himself after a few 
hours and got up, slipping his penis out of Maelduin's well-stretched hole. The druid shuddered and cringed, 
and as soon as the bear had left, he flipped onto his back. No way did he want to risk getting fucked and 
then laid upon like that again! 

But the prolonged time under the bear had made the druid's muscles sore and tired, and after flipping onto 
his back, he felt too sluggish to get to his feet. Alas, his slothfulness proved his undoing because only a 
minute later, a she-bear came wandering across the clearing, spied him, and lumbered right towards him. 
Unable to get up in time, the human froze as he felt himself being checked out once more, his ass, sides, 
and penis once more being probed roughly by a cold, wet nose. He flinched, but before he could get away, 
she stood over him and then sat. 
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Maelduin looked up just in time to see her red, teardrop-shaped vulva before they and her fuzzy ass blocked 
out the light. Her moist, swollen lips pressed against his and seeped mildly aroused fluids onto him, flooding 
his nostrils with the mixed scent of piss, musk, dirt, and a hint of feces. Maelduin screamed and bucked, 
but the bear had pinned his head such that no matter how much he thrashed with his arms and legs, his 
head would not budge. To make matters worse, the vibration of his screams against her seemed to arouse 
her more, and before long, he felt the sticky, smelly fluid smearing all over his face, running along his 
forehead, and matting into his hair. 

The she-bear sat that way for what felt like an eternity before Maelduin suddenly felt her shift and heard 
her making quiet moaning noises. Unable to see or hear anything from under her, he suddenly yelped in 
surprise as he felt his groin being snuffled once more. He tried to squeeze his legs together, but powerful 
paws pulled them apart, leaving him feeling terrifyingly vulnerable as hot, wet breath bathed over his penis 
and balls and seeped down his crack to tease his crusted taint.  

But though the breathing was surprising, it was the tongue that made his mind reel. As big as a frying pan 
and as soft and warm as an electric blanket, the bear's tongue reached down to slurp his cock and balls 
into its mouth all at once. Maelduin's heart raced, knowing that he could lose his entire malehood like that 
at any second. Yet the fear heightened his senses, and he felt each rub and caress of the bear's tongue as 
it cleaned the crusted cum off the tip of his cock, rolled his foreskin down to get at the hidden nuggets there, 
and passed tantalizingly over his ass and even slipped inside a few times, making the druid's body writhe 
even as his head remained trapped. His sharp breathing seemed to arouse the she-bear, who responded 
by drooling more of her musky smell all over his face. 

Yet before Maelduin could lose himself in ecstasy and arousal, he suddenly felt his lower half lifted, felt 
something warm and furry between his legs, and then gasped as he felt the unmistakable sensation of a 
bear's penis being shoved into his ass. In the back of his mind, he vaguely remembered something about 
bears mating repeatedly during estrus, but that thought was quickly purged as the bear began to hump into 
him.  

It must have been a funny sight to see: the male with his face buried in the female's chest hair while grasping 
a human and humping him with his legs in the air. Alas, nobody got to see it; Maelduin's face was still 
smothered under the she-bear, and even if he had been able to see, he lacked the wherewithal to think 
about it as he felt his prostate being rejuvenated by the flood of estrous hormones on his face and milked 
once more by the male's persistent cock. 

His body quivered and twitched involuntarily. The feeling of the bear's soft belly fur against his straining, 
throbbing member pushed him over the edge, and within seconds, he was cumming into the male's belly 
fur as the male came inside of him for the second time in only a few hours. But pleasure turned to intense 
discomfort as the bear once again settled in for a post-coital nap.  

"Oh, come on! How can you sleep in a position like that?!" Maelduin muttered under the she-bear. 

With his prostate overstimulated by the bear's penis and his own penis overstimulated by the bear's belly 
fur, the druid found himself gasping and writhing under not one but two bears. The increased motion 
stimulated the female even more, and she climaxed violently on his face, audibly squirting her fluids onto 
his lips with sufficient force to penetrate them, coating his mouth with the musky, gamy taste. Maelduin 
sputtered and gagged, but trapped as he was on his back, he could not purge the taste from his tongue. 
He began to retch, shuddering with the urge to throw up, yet his body remained firmly pinned with nothing 
to do but continue to endure the callous treatment until the bears decided they'd had enough of him. 

The male dozed for another hour or so while the female continued to ooze aroused fluids, but at last, the 
male roused himself, pulled his penis from the druid's exhausted ass, and let the druid's body flop back to 
the ground. The she-bear didn't take long to follow suit, and the second she lifted her ass, Maelduin all but 
clawed his way out from under her, gasping and using his hands to wipe at the sticky, smelly residue she'd 
left all over his face. Scrambling to his feet, he at last managed to get off the ground and shuddered at the 
amount of moisture that had been trapped under him: the bear's cum and his own as well as the female's 
arousal fluids had all mixed under him to make a soggy, smelly damp spot that visibly discolored the forest 
floor. 



The Fallen Druid: Chapter 5 
© 2022 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 4 of 5 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

But as he turned his back and began to stride off with an awkward lurching motion due to his limbs having 
gone to sleep, he suddenly heard a deafening roar behind him that stopped him in his tracks yet again. 
Turning gingerly, he looked to see the she-bear watching him intently. As he turned to look, she turned her 
backside to him and looked over her shoulder. 

Maelduin sighed. There was no sense pretending he didn't know exactly what she meant, yet at the same 
time, he had had enough of anything to do with bears! He shook his head slowly at first and then vigorously 
and started to talk off again. The bear watched him for a moment, then turned, stood on her back legs, and 
roared at him again. He froze, sighing, and then turned around slowly and began trudging back towards 
her. Seeing him complying, she turned her back and watched him over her shoulder again, her eyes bright, 
attentive, and—as best as he could tell—even eager. He stepped up behind her, but though she was very 
tall when upright, her legs truly were not very long, and he found himself perplexed, not sure whether to 
kneel, squat, or just sit down behind her. 

"Look, I'm not even sure how this is supposed to work," he protested. "I wasn't really paying attention when 
that male—" 

He gasped, his words cut off as she leaned back against him and slipped her vulva around his glans. His 
eyes bulged, but before he could say a word, she had rocked backwards and was sitting on his lap with his 
cock buried pelvis-deep inside of her. A stream of fluids seeped from inside of her with enough force that it 
felt like she was riding him reverse-cowgirl. Despite having gotten off twice already—three times if he 
counted the moose—he felt his balls beginning to quiver, and within seconds, he fired deep into her. His 
head swam, and his heart pounded from the exertion, yet even as he lost his erection and began thinking 
of where he was going to go next, the she-bear just leaned back some more, keeping his semi-flaccid cock 
trapped inside of her. In doing so, she made him lean backwards so much that he couldn't keep himself 
upright anymore, and his head flopped back down onto the ground. 

"Hey! Get off!" Maelduin protested, pushing against her with comic ineffectiveness. 

But just as the male had been in no hurry to uncouple after he got off, the female seemed content to just 
sit there, pinning Maelduin under her as she savored the feeling of his penis inside of her. And, just as the 
male's constant simulation of his prostate had grown uncomfortable, the female's fluids and walls rubbing 
against his over-sensitive glans made him wince and squirm uncomfortably. He alternately held his breath 
and blew it out in sharp hisses, but all he could do was endure. To make matters worse, the male had 
wandered back up and began checking out Maelduin's face and hair. 

"Ugh, no!" Maelduin cried as the bear moved his groin over the druid's face. 

The she-bear's smell had been intense and musky but bearable. The male's was pungent and acrid, reeking 
of piss and some offensive-smelling pheromones that Maelduin could neither place nor stand. The initial 
reeking waft made his eyes burn, but before he could react, it was too late. The bear grabbed hold of his 
sides, moved his hips into position, and began humping the druid's head, evidently smelling the she-bear's 
fluids and thinking he was humping a sow's backside. Maelduin felt the bear's balls brush through his hair 
and then gagged and snorted as they brushed over his nose, their hair getting into his mouth. The bear's 
sweat made them warm, humid, and musky, and Maelduin's back arched instinctively in revulsion as their 
odor flooded his sinuses so much that he could practically taste them. To make matters worse, the bear's 
cock emerged from its sheath, smelling something like musky, expired milk. Maelduin shuddered as the 
slippery member slid over his chest, leaving a slimy trail. 

"I'm not a bear!" the druid cried, his words muffled by the bear's fuzzy humping. 

But just as the bear had gotten frustrated and adjusted his stance before, he once again got tired of feeling 
his cock rubbing over Maelduin's chest and adjusted his grip. 

"No, no-no—!" 

Maelduin's protests were cut short as the bear's cock found his mouth and slid all the way down his throat. 
Tears streamed from Maelduin's eyes, and his whole body heaved as the bear's prick hit his gag reflex. 
The taste of bear musk was ten times worse than the smell and burned the druid's throat, eyes, and sinuses. 
Yet the worst was still to come. It didn't take the bear many thrusts before Maelduin felt the rod in his throat 
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surge and then the hot spray of bear jizz filling his gut. As the bear pulled out, a few dribbles of the stuff got 
on Maelduin's tongue. It tasted just like expired milk, and the beleaguered druid retched feebly. 

Sated, the bear laid down on top of Maelduin, who by this point fully expected the bear's balls to sidle right 
up against his nostrils. He wasn't wrong. The druid began to feel a bad kind of high, like being trapped next 
to a sulfur-riddled hot spring that somehow managed to turn him on just as much as it made him want to 
vomit. 

It was small consolation that the bear at least had not decided to leave his dick drilled down the druid's 
throat. 

And yet even then the bears weren't done with him. The feeling of Maelduin's breath against his balls 
apparently excited the male, whose cock peeked from his sheath just enough to spurt a thick, slippery, 
bleach-smelling trail down Maelduin's chest. Though the intense heat and the snot-like slickness made his 
skin crawl, he could do nothing to escape it. Somehow, having the bear cum on him felt more sordid than 
cumming in him, either his ass or his mouth! 

How long the ordeal had lasted, Maelduin couldn't say, but it was well after dark by the time the bears finally 
left him alone. Exhausted, stiff, and sore, the nevertheless lit out of there as fast as he could as soon as he 
was free. While he had felt elated but with mixed feelings about the moose, he felt nothing but disgust and 
the sinking feeling that he'd been utterly used by the bears. As he staggered towards the river to try to get 
the intense reek of sex off himself, the stars on his ring morphed into other plains animals, hoofed and 
bovine. 


