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When Maelduin awoke, the sun was already high in the sky. He stretched luxuriously and opened his eyes. 
For a moment, he couldn't remember where he was or how he'd gotten there, but as he squinted and began 
to make out the figures of bison in the distance, the previous day's encounter slowly came back to him.  

A faint smile spread over his lips at the recollection. He frowned thoughtfully but then sighed in contentment. 
He couldn't believe it, but he actually felt good about the experience. The bison-bulls had been gentle and 
shockingly attentive to him, and since he'd literally been tied up with vines the whole time, he realized that 
what had happened could in no way be his fault, and he felt no shame whatsoever for what had happened. 

The realization hit him with surprising force, and he stopped himself, forcing himself to think critically. Yet, 
the more he thought about it, the more it reinforced in his mind the notion that he had been passive and 
could not therefore be to blame. 

"Wow," he murmured to nobody in particular, "It's... so nice not to feel guilty." 

He got to his feet, feeling as though an immense weight had been removed from his shoulders. He felt light, 
airy even, and as he grinned to himself and looked around, he felt... carefree. 

"Ah," he sighed happily. 

He turned and headed back towards the forest. While the prairie had its charms—the wide-open sky was a 
nice feature—he much preferred the trees, the canopy, and the much cooler air that accompanied them. 
Within less than an hour, he inhaled the sweet scent of petrichor and sighed contentedly again, feeling for 
the first time like he might be able to call this place "home". He continued walking, with less purpose this 
time, meandering his way through the tall, sturdy trees and seemingly seeing the place again for the first 
time, almost like a tourist marveling at things that the locals would take for granted. 

As he walked, he occasionally caught sight of various wildlife—a squirrel here, a mouse there—but he paid 
them no mind since unlike every creature that he'd bred thus far, these did not seem overtly interested in 
him. He walked some more and spied a cardinal here, a mouse there. Nothing to concern himself with. And 
then there was the whitetail deer, a mouse, and some kind of mustelid—a stoat maybe. Then there was a 
mouse, a rabbit, another mouse. A hawk and a mouse. 

A hawk and a mouse. 

Maelduin stopped, his expression flat as he observed the mouse in greater detail. Seemingly noticing that 
it had his attention, the mouse scurried up, rose up on its back legs, and stretched its diminutive penis out 
towards at him. Maelduin stared at it a moment, then burst out laughing. 

"No," he said, shaking his head. "No, I am not going to get down on the ground and let you fuck me; my 
ass is as big as your body!" 

He started to walk away, but the mouse squeaked in protest, and suddenly the ground was crawling with 
mice, each vying to get up to the front where the males could flash their genitals at him and the females 
could present their tiny, tiny vulva. 

The druid saw them gathering and began hurrying away before they could surround him. The air hissed 
with the sounds of hundreds of tiny feet and tails dragging across the forest floor as they raced after him. 

"No!" he cried, breaking into a run. "Shoo! Go away! I'm not having sex with vermin!" 

Lightning struck. The druid closed his eyes and let out a whimper as Aethnid appeared, her head red with 
rage. 

"Maelduin!" she yelled. 

"Yes, Goddess..." the druid replied dully, sighing. 

"Tell me I did not just hear you call my creatures 'vermin', Maelduin," she demanded. 

"But they are vermin, Aethnid! They're the very definition of vermin!" he protested. 

"How dare you deny them what they deserve?" the faerie asked incredulously. "After that really nice 
lovemaking I arranged between you and the bison, I thought you would be a lot more accommodating," she 
said reproachfully. 
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"But surely you meant this as a joke, Goddess," Maelduin said. "I mean, how would that even work? I have 
no orifices small enough for the males to penetrate, no protrusions small enough to penetrate a female." 

"Why, with your tongue, of course," Aethnid replied. 

Taken aback that he hadn't thought of it himself, her anger immediately dissipated. 

Maelduin blinked then scoffed. "So, you expect me to pick up each one of these mice"—he gestured to the 
now hundreds that had amassed around them—"and lick its willy or pussy? What would be the point, 
Aethnid?" 

"The point, Maelduin," Aethnid replied as the skies darkened again, "Is for you to do as you're told and think 
of others for a change, you self-entitled princess! So what if it means nothing to you? To them, it might feel 
good. Did you not enjoy the attention those bison heaped on you? Why, for once, can you not try to do the 
same for someone else?" 

"Because it's ridiculous!" Maelduin snapped. "This whole punishment is stupid! Your animals are all meant 
to breed with each other, not me. If they're horny, let them go fuck each other! Yes, I"—he hesitated, then 
sighed, reddening—"I did enjoy the bison bulls. That was"—he forgot himself, and his face lit up at the 
recollection—"just wonderful." Suddenly coming to, he shook his head. "But that doesn't mean I have any 
interest in licking a bunch of mouse dicks!" 

Aethnid's eyes flashed with fury. "Why, you ungrateful little—fine," she seethed, "If you will not willingly 
serve my creatures great and small, then it's time to introduce you to some of my children big enough to 
take what they want!" 

The wind picked up, howling through the trees and biting at Maelduin's bare skin. Leaves were sucked off 
the ground into a swirling cloud around him, while he looked on helplessly. The clouds above started to 
swirl above the canopy as lightning flashed out in all directions and hail began to pelt him.  

"G–Goddess! Wait! I–I'm sorry!" he cried, but his voice was drowned out by the wind. 

The goddess's voice rang out over the maelstrom, sounding demonic and malevolent. 

MAELDUIN INGSBARK, YOU ARE BANISHED FROM MY FOREST! LEARN YOUR PLACE, AND THEN I WILL CONSIDER 

ALLOWING YOU TO RETURN! 

The pressure in the eye of the storm dropped abruptly. Maelduin shrieked in terror and then blacked out. 

He came to with a start, then gasped in shock as he looked around him. 

The forest was gone. In place of the towering trees and level terrain, he found himself on the side of a 
mountain, the pitch so steep that only the friction between his skin and the ground prevented him from 
tumbling down the hill. The soft, sweet-smelling earth that had cushioned him before was gone, replaced 
by scrubby vegetation and hard, unyielding rocks. In front of him, the mountain thrust high into the air with 
snow covering the ground in the distance. Looking behind him, he suddenly pressed himself against the 
ground in fear. The mountain was so tall that it disappeared below a cloud bank some thousand feet below 
him; he could not see anything below that. Swallowing hard, he looked straight out and gasped: all around 
him were countless other mountains, their green-and-gray sides as desolate and dangerous as they were 
majestic. Not a single tree offered shade or comfort. All the wild berries and mushrooms and bark he 
recognized were gone; he would have to forage for food and pray that the unfamiliar plants would not kill 
him when consumed. 

Maelduin clutched his chest, feeling an overwhelming sense of loss, grief, and helplessness. 

"Aethnid!" he cried, his voice echoing off countless mountain peaks and echoing back mockingly at him. 
"Aethnid! I–I'm sorry! I'll suck all the mouse dicks you desire, tongue all the mouse clits you want! Just, 
bring me back, Aethnid! Please! Please..." 

He broke down sobbing, his chest heaving as he clung to the ground fearfully. 

As he lay there feeling sorry for himself, he became aware of a faint sound. At first, he subconsciously 
dismissed it as a door slowly squeaking on its hinges, but as the sound continued, he suddenly gasped, 
realizing there were no doors in this forsaken place. 
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Sitting up, he looked around for the source of the sound, holding his breath and turning his head, but the 
sound had stopped. 

As soon as he resumed breathing, the sound started again to his right, a soft, almost musical wailing or, or 
humming. He whipped his head to look, yet he couldn't see anything. He lifted his chest off the ground, 
curiosity overcoming fear as he squinted and craned his neck for a better look. 

Suddenly he saw movement. It was far in the distance, but as he watched, two figures appeared and 
seemed to be making their way towards him. The druid watched, mesmerized by the unusual-looking 
creatures that only looked stranger the closer they got. One was sandy-brown colored; the other, chocolate-
brown. They were quadrupedal, had long necks, and were very woolly, and as they got closer, he was able 
to make out their two-toed feet picking their way carefully over the craggy surface. Neither the elevation nor 
the slope seemed to perturb them, and as they drew nearer still, he suddenly realized that far from aimlessly 
ambling, they were moving towards him quite purposefully and surprisingly fast, given the terrain. All the 
while, they kept making that weird humming sound that increasingly made the hair on the back of the druid's 
neck stand on end. 

Fighting the urge to pass out from fear, the druid warily got to his feet and did his best not to look down. 
Facing the newcomers, his right foot was easily a foot and a half lower than his left, and he had to turn it to 
point down the slope or risk losing his footing. 

Yet that was the least of his worries. 

The strange animals made it up to him and stopped, standing just out of reach and staring at him. Maelduin 
looked back at them nervously and swallowed hard, but then he was seized by a fit of laughter. 

"And just what are you two supposed to be?" he asked. "Your fluffy bodies, your big, long necks, those 
ridiculous eyelashes! What are you, retarded horses or something? The unholy spawn of a poodle and a 
giraffe? How did that even work?" He laughed again, shaking his head. 

In response, the creatures seemed to exchange glances and then pinned their ears and began smacking 
their three-lipped mouths while glaring at him. 

The druid's face fell. 

"Wh–what do you wa—?" 

Suddenly both animals' heads shot forward, hocking something vile-smelling from their guts and spitting it 
onto him. 

"Augh!" the druid cried, covering his face and retching at the awful smell. 

All at once, the creatures began humming again, but this time, their tone was different, edgier, and coupled 
with the assault they'd just committed and their body language, there was nothing humorous about it. 

Maelduin's eye twitched, and then he took off running in the opposite direction—well, as best he could run 
on the slippery, steep slope. 

The creatures pursued him, their aggressive humming filling him with a deep sense of dread. 

"No! Go away! Leave me alone!" Maelduin cried, stumbling. 

Falling to his hands and knees, the druid looked over his shoulder and began trying to scurry away on all 
fours, but in an instant, his pursuers were on top of him—but only figuratively for the moment. His hand 
slipped out from under him, and his body stretched out, his chest hitting the solid ground hard and knocking 
the wind out of him. He was too preoccupied trying to catch his breath to see as the chocolate-brown 
adversary came up behind him, straddled him, and then laid down on top of him. He gasped, feeling the 
weight pressing against his back, buttocks, and upper thighs. 

"Wh—get off!" he gasped. 

But before he could utter another word, the sandy-brown animal moved in front of him, stepped forward, 
and laid down on his head. The druid's legs bent at the knee and kicked helplessly in the air while his arms, 
pinned beneath the animal's legs, flailed ineffectively out to the sides. 
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Yet the fact that he couldn't move was about to be the least of his worries, for just then, he felt something 
hot and slimy against the small of his back. He shuddered, the hot, slimy thing making his skin crawl as it 
slithered up his back, stopped, then retracted and slithered a different direction. 

What in the h— 

The slimy thing slithered into his ass-crack, stopping his thoughts mid-word as it brushed against his anus. 
His eyes snapped open wide, suddenly realizing what was happening. He had never encountered an animal 
with a prehensile penis before, but the llama on his back was about to change that. The druid began to 
thrash even harder, kicking and swinging his arms in vain, but it was no use. The llama's penis found 
Maelduin's anus and slithered inside. 

The druid lurched under the llamas, letting out a disgusted cry just as he felt another slimy appendage 
slither across his face. 

"Mm!" he cried, clamping his jaw closed and staring, wide-eyed at the jabbing, searching, slimy penis in 
front of him.  

Without warning, it squirted a jet of precum directly in his eye. He gasped, recoiling and squeezing his eyes 
closed, his mouth opening reflexively in protest. The llama wasted no time. 

Maelduin's eyes, still burning, snapped open as the llama's penis shot into his mouth. He struggled, 
desperately trying to back away from the invading, foul-tasting organ, but several hundred pounds of llama 
pinning him down left him nowhere to move. He began to retch, his chest heaving under him as the 
searching appendage squirted some more precum into his mouth and probed his tonsils and the back of 
his throat. His whole body wracked and dry-heaved, and he would have thrown up if the llama's penis hadn't 
at that exact moment finally found what it was searching for. 

All at once, the prehensile member shot down the druid's throat. His body lurched again, shuddering in 
disgust as the llama, now fully primed, began to ejaculate down his throat. The long, slender penis swelled 
with each pump of the llama's balls, stretching the druid's throat and pumping hot, thick semen straight into 
his gullet, which would have been bad enough but was made worse by the fact that, pinned under the 
llamas' weight, it had nowhere to expand. 

As awful and disgusting as all of that had been, it was not all of Maelduin's worries, for the other llama had 
not been idle, either. As its penis lurched into his rectum and bumped against the walls, he grunted in 
discomfort, feeling as though he'd been punched in the gut. The llama's penis retracted a bit, picked a new 
direction, and slithered halfway up the druid's rectum before bumping into another wall. Maelduin's buttocks 
shuddered as he felt himself being probed—claimed—by the persistent appendage. He whimpered feebly 
around the cock in his mouth as the llama's penis pulled back again, rounded the corner, extended all the 
way into his bowels, and started cumming. 

As much as the druid wanted to drown it all out, to dissociate and watch himself indifferently, the llamas 
made sure that was impossible. Between their humming—which they did in rhythm to their cumming, 
accompanied by little flutters of the tips of their penises deep inside his body—and the increasing fullness, 
pressure, and heat filling his body, Maelduin could focus on nothing else. The heat came first, slowly 
sneaking up on him, spreading, and intensifying with each spurt. Then came the feeling of fullness and 
general discomfort as the llamas transferred the contents of their balls into him. And then came the pressure 
as the copious quantities of llama spunk increasingly found themselves without anywhere to go and started 
pressing on the walls of the druid's rectum and stomach. Some of the fluid began to follow the llamas' 
penises back towards Maelduin's openings, and before long, each spurt was trying to push fluids out of 
him. 

The first attempted escapee from his rectum squirted up his bowels along the dark-colored llama's shaft. 
Maelduin could feel and even hear the liquid squelching inside of him and shuddered in disgust and 
discomfort but contented himself with the knowledge that he had never suffered bowel incontinence before. 
Though the feelings and sounds might be unnerving and uncomfortable, they were only that: nothing to be 
worried about. But as the llama flooded him more and more and there was less and less space for 
everything to spread out, he felt the pressure building behind his anus. To make matters worse, each time 
the llama spurted, its dick moved a little bit, tugging on Maelduin's ring and letting little trickles escape, 
sliming their way into his ass-crack, tickling and itching as they worked their way down to his balls. Grossed 
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out, Maelduin instinctively squeezed his ass tightly, delighting the chocolate llama in the process, but 
muscle fatigue and the increasing pressure were beginning to take their toll. His clenched ring began to 
quiver, his muscles crying out from exhaustion even as his bowels cried out from excessive pressure. Every 
fiber of his body began to demand release, and to his dismay, the occasional little trickle became frequent 
trickles that grew into spurts and at last, a continuous stream so forceful that he could hear it as it burbled 
out of his ass and down his nuts, collecting between his groin and the non-porous rock below until gravity 
sent it creeping its way down the mountain side along his inner thighs and calves. 

His mouth fared no better. While the llama's penis was slender enough that he could breathe around it, the 
occasional reflux of llama jism made him cough and drool, and he found himself swallowing hard and 
frequently against the llama's member, trying to keep the cum in his belly and out of his throat and mouth. 
But as time marched on and the llama pumped him fuller and fuller, the pressure and bloating in his gut 
became excruciating and unbearable. Feeling woozy and miserable, the druid abandoned his swallowing 
for a moment and even tried to forcibly regurgitate it. Alas, although he was successful in purging some of 
the liquid from his gut, the action seemed ill-planned as all that liquid had to go somewhere. As it rushed 
into his mouth, Maelduin reflexively closed his lips around the llama's cock to prevent himself from drooling. 

The cum shot up into his sinuses and began pouring out his nostrils instead. 

Sputtering and coughing, Maelduin opened his mouth and let out an entire mouthful of vile-tasting llama 
cum as his body heaved and pumped out its overfull stomach. 

With cum leaking from his ass, mouth, and nostrils, the druid fell into despair, his body going limp and 
passively accepting and drooling out the remainder of the llamas' fluids. This went on for a long time, a very 
long time. 

Some hours later, the mentally numb, emotionally exhausted, and aching druid came to when the llamas 
started to stir, getting to their feet. 

"Wait!" he tried to say, "You have to pull out first!" 

But the sand-colored llama was still buried deep in his throat, and all that came out was incoherent, frantic 
mumbling. 

Both llamas stood up at the same time, the sensation as they dragged their penises out of him making his 
whole body heave. They daintily stepped off of him, leaving him there in a downward-sloping pool of llama 
cum and his own snot, drool, and bowel contents. Whimpering and desperate to alleviate the intense 
pressure in his guts, he struggled to get onto all fours, but the llamas' prolonged weight had made all of his 
limbs go numb, and he found himself paralyzed and on the verge of panic. 

Slowly, painfully, he regained the feeling in his arms and legs, and then in his fingers and toes. Groaning 
and coughing up another mouthful of llama spunk, he at last got onto all fours and splayed himself out, his 
belly distended below him as a thread of traitorous precum drooled from his own penis. 

How can you possibly have enjoyed— 

He couldn't even finish rebuking himself. All at once, his guts and chest all compressed like a goatskin 
being squeezed. Cum erupted from his mouth and anus in twin, horizontal jets punctuated by sharp coughs 
and farts that made the jets sputter and spray his face, buttocks, hands, legs, and feet with the vile mixture. 
Wave after wave of retching gripped his body, making the jets intensify and lessen before they finally 
petered out, their final contents dribbling down his chin and balls. 

Too exhausted to care, the druid flopped over on his side until the incline and his momentum flopped him 
onto his back. He phased into and out of consciousness, ultimately pissing himself. But just as he was 
about to pass out, he heard the ominous humming again. His heart pounding, he raised his head and 
gasped at seeing the llamas watching him from a distance. Seeing him looking, they started advancing. He 
struggled, trying to get to his feet, but the steep slope and torpor slowed his progress. They were on him in 
an instant, their ears pinned and their mouths smacking. 

"Wait, what did I do to you?" Maelduin protested helplessly. 
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In answer, the chocolate brown llama hocked and spat. Maelduin threw his hands out to shield himself, but 
too late. The llama's spit covered his groin, smelling so bad that the druid would have thrown up if he had 
anything left in his stomach. Bewildered, he let out a piteous wail. 

And then the sandy-brown llama spat.  

The druid coughed, hacked, and retched, rolling onto his side and trying to get the awful taste of llama spit 
out of his mouth. As he lay there moaning in a puddle of cum, spit, and piss, the llamas turned and walked 
off.  

As the druid cried himself to sleep, the stars on his ring rearranged themselves to reveal his next 
punishment: a creature whose penis wasn't prehensile but was far more endowed than his most recent 
assailants. 


