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The druid awoke—as seemed to be happening with increasing frequency—with a start. Before he could sit 
up, his nose and throat were assaulted by a foul odor and accompanying burning sensation. Coughing and 
grimacing, he sat up and immediately shuddered in disgust. The events of the previous day came rushing 
back to him, and the crusted cum, piss, spit, and vomit all over his body acted as clear evidence that it was 
not—as he had desperately hoped—just an awful nightmare.  

Groaning miserably, he moved his legs to get them under him, which was a mistake. The chocolate-colored 
llama's copious cum had seeped out of his ass overnight, caking and drying between his buttocks. When 
he moved, the crusted mass gritted between his legs, sending such intense feelings of revulsion up his 
spine that he retched and began dry-heaving. 

"That's—" he started, but the urge to vomit stopped him from saying anything else for quite some time. 

"—disgusting," he finally finished after at least a dozen attempts. 

Cringing and wincing as the plastered stuff between his buttocks snagged on hairs he didn't know he had, 
he got to his feet. 

"I am not going to put up with this any longer!" he declared. "I've got to find a river right now." 

But as he looked around, he quickly realized that was easier said than done. Though there was some 
scrubby vegetation on the mountainside, the source of the water that kept it green was hidden somewhere 
underground. Spying no obvious collections of mountain peaks that might contain a lake among them, the 
druid resolved that he'd have to pick a direction and start walking. Perhaps over the next ridge, something 
would come into view. 

Feeling the scraping, grinding, scratching and irritating tug of crusted cum on his ass-hairs with every step, 
he picked his way carefully over the rocky ground, his bare feet not accustomed to such rough terrain and 
already sore from his prior attempt to escape the llamas. Yet every step, every uncomfortable tug, every 
scrape of one crusted buttock against the other strengthened his resolve, and he began to pick up speed, 
moving determinedly towards the nearest ridge. 

But waiting for him on the other side of the ridge was not a mountain lake—or even the sight of one off in 
the distance—but a pack of llamas, who all picked up their heads and swiveled to look at him the instant 
his head crested the hill. 

"Oh, sh—" 

Maelduin didn't stick around to finish the statement. In an instant, at least a dozen llamas took off after him, 
and he turned on heel and began sprinting down the steep slope like his life depended on it. The sharp 
rocks underfoot were painful and impeded his progress, but the ominous chorus of hums echoing behind 
him troubled him far greater. 

He ran for what seemed like a mile down the slope before he suddenly spied a sharp line of trees. 

"Yes!" he panted, his breathing ragged as he practically tumbled down into what should have been a more 
familiar setting. 

Yet on arriving, he quickly realized that this was not familiar at all. The deciduous trees he was used to—
or even some tall conifers—were nowhere to be found. Instead, he found himself in a jungle with dense 
vegetation and brilliant colors and flowers all around him. He would have stopped to take it all in, but he 
could still hear the clarion call of the llamas' humming behind him. 

Gasping for air and suddenly severely overheated thanks to the elevated humidity and temperature of the 
rainforest, he ducked behind a particularly frilly tree, leaned against it, and put his hands on his knees, 
panting hard and desperately trying to catch his breath. 

The thunder of llama feet came and went off somewhere behind him. For several long moments, he waited 
with bated breath, listening for any sign of them, but all he heard were the loud calls of foreign wildlife he'd 
never encountered before. 

At last, he cautiously ventured out from behind the tree, checked to see whether the coast was clear, and 
then began creeping his way carefully in the direction opposite where he thought the llamas had gone. To 
his left was the steep, nearly barren slope up the mountain; to his right was the dense, vibrant, noisy forest. 
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Realizing that he could not even tell up from down if he went into the forest, he strayed up the mountain a 
way, using the elevated height to look for gaps in the treeline that might indicate the presence of water—or 
at least a clearing where he could rest properly. 

Out of the forest, he heard the whoops and hollers of monkeys and countless birds, and somewhere 
beneath that, a quiet, warbling hum that blended in with the rest of the sounds. He stopped to marvel at a 
toucan when he heard the humming a little louder. 

Hmm. 

The hair on the back of his neck stood up, and he turned slowly, dreading to look over his shoulder. 

HMM! 

The cinnamon-colored llama had snuck up right behind him, and the second he turned to face it, it spat in 
his face. 

Maelduin reeled backwards, and aided by the steep slope, fell over on his back. 

"No, not again!" the druid cried, throwing his hands up helplessly as the llama descended on him. 

All of a sudden, a rustling noise came out of the forest behind him. The llama froze a moment, gave the 
forest an indignant look, and then took off running the other way. Maelduin himself froze, afraid that anything 
fearsome enough to scare off the llama had to be harmful. But after several seconds of not being dead, the 
druid's curiosity got the better of him, and he cautiously turned to look.  

The second he saw the creature, he did a double-take and whirled his whole body around to stare in 
disbelief. It was positively the strangest-looking thing Maelduin had ever seen. The creature—whatever it 
was—was built very solidly. He couldn't find an inch of fat anywhere on it, and the way it moved indeed 
made it seem very dense. Standing about three feet tall at the shoulder and about twice as long, the 
quadruped was using its weird, short, proboscis-like nose to browse the vegetation. On its other end, a 
short, vestigial tail looked almost like its nose, giving it a weird front-to-back symmetry he had never seen 
before. In fact, if it weren't for its bizarre four-toed front feet, three-toed back feet, and the fact that all the 
feet pointed the same direction—that is, towards the creature's proboscis—Maelduin might well have been 
unable tell front from back.  

Believing himself to be in no real danger, Maelduin was about to get up when he suddenly saw something 
extend from between the creature's back legs. He took one glance at it, then rolled his eyes and sighed. 

"Let me guess: this is the next thing that fucks me, right?" he asked the air flatly. 

But the creature seemed to pay him no mind. Instead, the appendage unfurled and then started growing—
and growing—until it was longer than the creature's legs and was in fact longer even than the creature's 
torso. 

"What in the world?" Maelduin asked incredulously. 

Just then, the animal's oversized penis, seemingly with a mind of its own, curved inwards and began 
rhythmically scratching the animal's side. 

Maelduin's jaw dropped, and a quizzical look came over his face. 

"W–wait, is that a penis... or an arm?" he asked, confused. 

He could not be blamed for thinking that. The distal end flared out and almost seemed like a hand in a 
mitten, its upper and lower halves (that is, the four fingers and the thumb if it really were a hand in a mitten) 
capable of flexing independently to grasp at things. Evidently satisfied with its scratch, the creature reached 
out with its... unknown appendage... and seized a small leaf. Then it turned its head, reached out with its 
proboscis, and transferred the leaf from its appendage to its snout and then into his mouth. With that, its 
job done for the moment, the appendage began to retract back between the creature's legs before vanishing 
entirely beneath what Maelduin was sure were two large testicles about the same size proportionally as 
those on the boars he recognized back home. 

But before the druid could observe further, the creature turned and disappeared into the underbrush. 
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Maelduin hesitated, but his curiosity overcame both his better judgment and his disgust for the various fluids 
he was wearing—besides, maybe the creature would lead him to water, he hoped—and he got to his feet 
and followed it at some distance. It was hard to see through the thick vegetation—some of which happened 
to have very sharp leaves that left a pattern of shallow cuts on his skin as he walked by—but he could just 
make out the disturbance in the plants ahead of him enough to follow along. 

Abruptly, he came to a small clearing, and the strange animal was out a few feet in front of him. It stopped 
suddenly, and Maelduin froze, unsure of what it was about to do. 

Without warning, a stream of piss erupted backwards from between the creature's back legs, arcing in the 
air and hitting Maelduin in the abdomen and drenching his legs and feet. The druid recoiled in surprise, lost 
his balance, and tumbled over backwards. 

Without warning, the 500-pound creature turned surprisingly fast, its abdominal appendage growing fast as 
it charged up to Maelduin. The druid yelped in terror, squeezed his eyes closed, and curled up in fetal 
position, but not for long. 

With a glint in its eye, the creature's appendage reached out, grabbed one of the druid's legs, and yanked 
it off to the side. Shocked, Maelduin opened his eyes just in time to see the animal move up between his 
legs and straddle his torso with his weird, four-toed hooves. 

Alarm bells went off in Maelduin's mind; somehow, this position felt familiar. But just as it dawned on him 
what was about to happen, the animal lowered his quarter-ton mass down onto Maelduin's chest. As the 
creature's appendage—very definitely a prehensile penis as big around as the druid's forearm and twice as 
long—vanished underneath him, Maelduin knew exactly what was coming next. 

He grunted and let out a cry of pain as the animal's mitten-cock groped its way into the cleft of his ass, 
forced his crusted cheeks apart, and then thrust hard against his hole. Abused as it was, it was not prepared 
for a cock that big, and Maelduin saw stars as the glans folded itself into a tapered fist shape and shoved 
itself inside. While that was arguably the worst and most painful part, the creature was only getting started. 
Recovering somewhat from the initial shock of effectively being punch-fisted, Maelduin gasped and 
vocalized incoherently as he felt the creature's cock wriggling itself up into him, stretching and spreading 
his rectum every inch of the way. At some point, the marauding member reached the bend in the druid's 
sigmoid colon, and Maelduin let out an exhausted sigh, assuming it was over.  

How wrong he was. 

The animal seemed to have encountered this kind of dilemma before, and with what almost seemed like a 
deft reflex, its cock spat out some lubricant—burning hot, by the way—and then began gently probing in all 
directions. While it didn't hurt per se, the feeling of being probed from the inside made Maelduin writhe with 
squeamishness, wanting nothing more than to be left alone but at least to not be felt up like a sock puppet. 

In response, the animal began moving his proboscis over Maelduin's face. The druid at first gagged and 
thrashed, but when the probing nose-part found his hair and began stroking him, the druid fell strangely 
silent, calmed as it were by the distinctly weird heavy petting. His body relaxed, and the creature's cock at 
last found the correct direction, tilted upwards, and slipped around the bend. Maelduin grunted but did not 
protest. 

But as the creature's cock sank deeper and deeper, its base gradually growing and stretching Maelduin's 
anus far larger than it had been stretched before, the feeling of the druid's walls on the animal's cock 
seemed to agitate it. He became restless, his proboscis wandering around Maelduin's face haphazardly 
and ceasing to be soothing. Meanwhile, his thrusts became more insistent, and pretty soon, Maelduin felt 
his ass raised in the air by the strength of the animal's dick and pressed against the horny male's balls. On 
cue, they began quivering, and Maelduin's eyes and mouth opened in shock, feeling the hot fluids rushing 
into him. 

The creature seized his chance the second Maelduin's lips parted and stuffed its proboscis into his mouth. 
The druid began thrashing again, spitting and sputtering, but with 500 pounds on his chest, he wasn't going 
anywhere. For a few moments, the creature contented itself with probing the druid's mouth, tongue, teeth, 
cheeks, and—to Maelduin's dismay—uvula, but when Maelduin coughed and retched in response to the 
aforementioned probing, the animal abruptly sneezed, shooting snot and phlegm down the druid's throat. 
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Maelduin shrieked in disgust, his body thrashing under the animal, but to no avail. 

At last, the animal's quivering balls went still, and his cock, which had been throbbing hard—each stiffening 
momentarily rearranging Maelduin's innards—finally went limp. Dazed, nauseous. and sweating from the 
sheer volume of hot liquid pumped into him, Maelduin could barely react as the animal began inching its 
way back, being surprisingly careful not to step on him as it abruptly pulled out. 

Maelduin reacted to that. His whole body bucked, folded itself nearly in half, and then flopped back on the 
ground as a stream of cum audibly evacuated his bowels under him. The druid made a pained expression 
but just lay there, too tired to try to slow the noisy flow, too tired even to roll out of the mess as the creature—
whatever it was—meandered off to forage for more food. 

"What... the fuck... was that, Aethnid?" the druid muttered. 

Though he did not see it, his ring momentarily rearranged the stars to spell out "tapir" in his native tongue. 
It lasted only a few seconds, and then it returned to showing rather than telling. What it showed was that 
his troubles with this particularly strange species were not yet over. What it didn't convey was that the next 
round of trouble was imminent. 

As Maelduin lay there, exhausted and feeling sorry for himself, he noticed a faint rustling sound beneath 
the cacophony of the rainforest. It started off somewhat distant, so quiet that he subconsciously drowned it 
out. But then it began to get closer, and by the time he realized that it was probably something worth 
listening to, it was too late. 

The female tapir came into view just as she moved up between his legs. Maelduin gasped and instinctively 
tried to squeeze his legs together, but that was futile. As the male had done, she walked up to straddle his 
torso, but where the male had stopped when his freakish penis found a warm entry, the female continued 
forward. For a moment, Maelduin thought she was going to lie down on his head, but then she sat, and his 
eyes bulged. 

Just as the male's semen had been scorching hot, so, too, was the entrance to the female's passage, which 
though Maelduin couldn't see it, he could feel was already dripping with hot mucus pressed against his 
abdomen. Shuddering in disgust, he tried to wriggle free of her, but she scooted backwards, leaving a slimy 
trail from his belly button downward before she—and he—felt her scorching, wet lips against his very flaccid 
member. 

Maelduin shook his head vigorously, then violently. 

"No way," he spat. "There is no way I'm doing that with you. Besides, why would you even have interest in 
me? Your boyfriend over there has a dick big enough to club a man to death! What the hell do you want 
with my puny little prick anyway?" 

But the female was insistent and began grinding her hips against his shriveled wiener, coating him in slimy 
mucus stimulating and hot enough to make even the most stalwart holdout rise to attention. Maelduin felt 
himself beginning to tingle and shuddered, shaking his head and repeating "no, no, no" over and over again. 
But no matter how much he hated the idea, no matter how resolved he was not to give her what she wanted, 
his traitorous cock began to stiffen and throb. He thrashed in protest, but that neither stopped the march of 
progress nor diminished the female's determination.  

Sensing that her ministrations were having an effect, she wriggled herself backwards to press her lips 
against the druid's growing member. If he grew even a millimeter more, he would slip inside. He gritted his 
teeth, cursed, thrashed, and balled his fists, but nothing made a difference. His foreskin began to retract, 
and his tip parted her lips. 

"Oh!" he gasped, his hips bucking reflexively. "Oh..." 

He could not deny that the tapir's insides felt good—really good. In fact, once he was inside of her, he 
couldn't protest at all. He felt himself thrusting into her, instinctively at first but then willingly, the feeling of 
her pussy—accustomed to taking such mammoth monsters as had violated him earlier, yet dexterous 
enough to make even him gasp in pleasure—rolling lusciously over him as he entered and tugging wistfully 
on him each time he pulled out. 
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But no good things could last, and just as the male had done, the female started getting antsy, moving her 
proboscis over his face and snuffling all over. This time, he learned from his past mistake and squeezed 
his lips tightly closed, no matter how much she probed or stroked his face.  

Even with the distraction, the druid's lust was building, and while actively rejecting her nose's advances, he 
felt himself beginning to empty into her. His eyes rolled back in his head, and he let himself enjoy the feeling 
as long as he could— 

—which was not very long because at that minute, she began to piss with the same sudden force as the 
male. Maelduin actually stopped cumming mid-ejaculation and began thrashing wildly, trapped as the hot, 
wet, stinking mess sprayed over his balls and groin, trickled down the sides of his ball-sack and inner thighs, 
and pooled under him, joining the cum and bowel contents in a rapidly cooling, reeking, clammy puddle that 
extended all the way up to his back.  

Exhausted and unable to do anything about it, Maelduin gave up thrashing and lay there passively, letting 
out a feeble whimper of protest. 

When she had finished both climaxing and pissing—for there was no way Maelduin could have told the 
difference—the female got up, let his cock slurp out of her and retreat rapidly into its foreskin, and then 
wandered off the way she'd come. 

"I get it now," Maelduin said after a long time. "This is a place of punishment. It explains why the animals 
are all so vile. Damn you straight to hell, Aethnid!" he screamed, then flopped back down in the mess. 

Shaking his head with increasing intensity, he abruptly rolled over on his side and staggered to his feet. 

"River," he muttered. "Find me a fucking river." 

The stars on his ring danced about mirthfully and then reorganized themselves into the shape of a feline—
a quite large feline. 


