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Part Four -Aftershocks-

Kara had come to the decision that she had been mistaken about seeing that other deer. After a near complete circuit of the commons gathering, no other answer was possible. There was no other deer present. All her senses agreed. Though disappointed, she felt better for her realization.

She might even be coaxed back into a mating mood... if Cete might happen to beg hard enough... or bark. She still enjoyed playing extremes. He seemed to ride her harder when she played hard to get, and that turned her on no end.

A Faunish tail flagged her path and she had to dance to keep clear of the encroachment. Even so, the newcomer bumped Kara's shoulder and jerked away with a surprised chirp. A wedge of a head swung up to face her. Kara's eyes went wide as broad and tapered ears swiveled to face her.

"My pardon, warm one," said the green eyed deer before her. "I did see you not."

Panicked instincts took over Kara as she came close to fleeing... and could not scent what her eyes told her stood before her. She poked her nose toward the stranger and bumped into a reassuringly solid mass.

The strange doe laughed and poked gently back at Kara.

"Why don't you have a scent?" Kara asked her, all thoughts of flight forgotten. The green eyed doe twisted about, looking herself over.

"Have a scent I do," she answered.

Kara took a deeper breath and cocked her head. "You smell like a... tree."

"I am of the trees."

"You are a tree spirit," Kara realized aloud. "A Dry aid!"

"Dryad I am, and pleased to meet you most very!"

"What is going on here?!" Bainar's voice preceded him by some few feet. He gave Kara a hard glance, and then looked the Dryad over a good bit longer. "Who are you? Eeshra or Teelarish?"

"How you know I am Teelarish?!" The Dryad deer blurted in pleased surprise. 

"Only you and Eeshra have housed our guests long enough to shape so perfect a rootless copy," the councilor answered with a bow.

"Is so good, truly?!" Teelarish gushed with a quick turn to show a flagging tail and moist red doelips.

"All of it," Bainar assured. "And the colors are perfect. Not a hint of green other than the eyes."

"Was good job, wasn't it?" Teelarish preened.

"More than good enough to distress our guest when she first saw you."

"No!" Teelarish whirled back. "Truly, I did not mean to problem you, did I?"

Kara was stunned to silence by the fact that the Dryad doe was beginning to turn green, mostly around the ears and muzzle.

"You must remember, Teelarish, Kara and her family are desperately seeking any of their kind in our world. I felt the cold of her anxiety well over there." He pointed to a particularly active sexual grouping of five Fauns, and then continued. "That's why I came over, and found you teasing everyone."

''No!" the Dryad asserted. "Not teasing! Enjoying! Never before have had I felt so warm a people as deers since Fauns! More than once did deers wake me with so warm Iovings, and the seedlings. I wanted to meet, wanted to be, and did for party.

"Oh... it feels so good to be so warm with mating as deers! If I die, I could choose to be deer for all of a life! Nine matings have I as deer and still enjoying same!" Teelarish stopped then frowned.

"All Fauns knew me as Dryad. Why not Kara deer know?"

"I don't think anyone thought you might join in on our fast warm feast," Bainar conceded. "You so seldom do. And this feast started faster than most.

"I must apologize," he finished. "Our thoughts were far from fast this time."

"Maybe if I stay green we won't send more cold, eh?" Teelarish suggested, deepening said hue down her back and tail.

"Maybe so," Bainar agreed and turned to Kara. "I'm sorry. We were negligent of these fine benefactors in our discussions with you."

"You told us Dryads are tree spirits who shape trees for your homes in exchange for peace and companionship, and sometimes they visit in person," Kara supplied helpfully. "Is there any reason no one mentioned they look like deer?"

"To my knowledge, this is the first time any of them has," came Bainar's answer. "They usually take human form. They have a remarkable ability to manipulate plant fibers. That form Teelarish is in now, for instance, is made entirely from plant stuff."

Kara frowned her incomprehension.

"If Teelarish was not giving that form... life," Bainar tried again. "You could eat it." Kara's ears shot to attention.

"Maybe Kara deer will eat Teelarish in tree deer. Is right word for nice fun doing thing, yes?"

"It is a proper word," Bainar said. "But you hardly know one another..."

"Oh, poo! Know Kara deer... see lots! She just don't know me, and can fix that!" Teelarish pressed up side to side with Kara and started into the oddly accented life story of a Dryad as they meandered their way through the empty spaces between the many sexually active groups in the common. Bainar could only follow along. A Dryad in motion was a force to reckon with... and Teelarish was turning heads already.
*******************************************
Cete grunted his frustration again... into Tashka's sensitized doecleft. It sent her into another pounding orgasm which rattled the platters still on the table. Cete fiercely drove his muzzle harder against her vaginal opening as he chased his tongue after her climactic vibrations. She bleated at the air as her insides glowed once more into incandescence.

The big buck's displeasure actually rested a short space beyond his tensed shoulders and under his clenched belly. Literally rested. For the third time that Cete had become unhappily aware of, Bria was gently caressing his buckhorn away from its orgasmic destiny to a plateau Cete had heretofore been blissfully unaware existed except to pass while on the way to and from climax.

He was deeply regretting his earlier promise and was on the verge of reneging into a quick self-manipulated release when she managed to pull that mind reading trick most females are so adept at performing.

"I am very glad you kept your promise, old buck," she said as his ear cocked to her soft voice. "I have something very special in store, and your present condition is crucial to its outcome." With a last caress to his heavy furred testicles she stood and started to whisper into his ear.

"I am not at all pleased with my sister just now," she murmured to the trembling Cete. "You had no way of knowing that I was supposed to have you first. But Tashka made no attempt to enlighten you... and for that she's going to get the wildest ride of your life!"

She nudged a bench between Cete and the honors table where Tashka lay panting. Bria put a hoof up on the seat and leaned on her stiffle. "Think you can buck her from here?" she challenged quietly.

Cete's front rose then fell. With a loud thump his hooves dented the aged wood he previously had little use for as a seat.

Tashka looked up as Cete suddenly moved farther above her dribbling doelips. It wasn't until he stepped up onto the table on either side of her hips that she had even a glimmer of his intent.

"Oh, Great Hart, yes," she groaned. "Ride me!"

Bria helped Cete tip the bench out of his was as he stepped closer to the table. "You can sheathe that weapon anytime, now," she ceded.

Tashka, Bria, and Cete all watched as his twitching buckhorn bobbed closer to Tashka's parted doelips. The buck stepped farther onto the table, bringing himself well into range. Tashka's stiffles rose as her hocks grew tensely toward her buttocks. She shivered as Cete's penis leaked several droplets of clear lubricant just beyond her tail. Tashka gently placed her hands on Cete's flanks as she watched the angle of his rigid erection. With the final moment available to her she lifted her left hoof above his back to center his approaching glans upon her creaming furrow.

Cete little more than felt the kiss of Tashka's doelips upon his penis and lunged himself to full intromission. His ballocks bounced off her buttocks almost as hard as his prepuce smacked against her labia. He didn't so much withdraw for his next inward push as he simply thrust harder against Tashka's temporary sheath around his aching bucktool. He snarled silently as his hooves lost bits of traction through his own rocking hip motions.

Tashka whimpered through another climactic wave under Cete's sexual onslaught. Her hands grabbed his forelegs at the fetlocks which gave him a surer stance. He repaid her with a renewed drive within her depths.

It had become impossible to tell where her orgasmic directives began. Some squeezed through the compressed vicinity of her doepearl buried deep in the dense fur of Cete's stretched pricksheath. Others clearly jolted loose from the deeply buried tip of the buck's prick. Not that it mattered. She was coming closer to screaming and was not certain she could get Cete to stop.

Another raw lightning bolt chased itself up and down her nervous system, paying extreme attention to her doeflesh in particular. Her legs clamped tight around Cete's flanks as she lost breath and control to a voracious climax intent on consuming her and him both.

Cete felt the unmistakable grip of a doe in orgasm along the entire length of his doesheathed buckprick... and it was enough. His horn lurched into climactic rigidity and bent against the confines of Tashka's reluctantly yielding sex. His bellow crashed into a low moan as three near orgasms hurtled through his buckstones on the way down his buckhorn to pour against the rippling confines of the Faundoe beneath him. He could feel their combined juices bubbling from between his bucksheath and hers. His buckstones sagged as droplets fell from his saturated scrotal pelting. He felt Tashka's legs slip down his buttocks and tug against his hamstrings. Even after all that she was not willing to let him withdraw, or even stop moving.

"Oh, come on, Tash'," Bria complained. "You can't want more right now!"

Tashka's answer was shortened to a surprised yelp as Cete resheathed himself from her cuntal passage. Her hocks jerked loose, effectively breaking her grip on her quadrupedal partner. She went limp on the table as Cete gingerly clambered down from his unsteady perch.

It turned out to be his legs which were unsteady as he found himself wobbling even at ground level. So he wasn't too surprised when he stumbled into another pair of celebrants. What completely stunned Cete into immobility was that both of them were Kara... one brown, and one green.

"Cete," said the brown one. "Allow me to introduce our tree."
**************************************

*I hate feasts.* Tarint's thoughts were as heavy as the Faun himself as he ambled onto the gravel of his foundry clearing. He sighed. *That's not true. I hate being so blasted big at a feast.*

Nothing inside his furnace had gone out, and nothing outside had caught fire. That was good. He stopped at the opening into his tree home and looked at the top edge directly in front of him.

*I have to duck my head to get into my own home. I could ask Keeush to raise this... but I'd still have to duck everywhere else.*

He went in and dropped the hard leather curtain across the opening. So far as Tarint knew, he was the only Faun to use his drape in good and inclement weather. Tarint preferred the privacy. It was less embarrassing, and the translucent segments of his home let in virtually as much light.

He was about to sit with another sigh when he heard an unusually familiar crunch from his bedroom. Tarint had never had anything eating carrots in his bedroom. A second crunch assured him that he did now.

He hurried to a stop at the doorway where a small mound of hay marked the beginning of his bedchamber which was now the nest of some long tailed equine pony he'd never seen before. It was rooting around under its bedding, most probably for more carrots.

Tarint grabbed the reins as they threatened to vanish into the dry straw.

"Oh, no, you don't!" he gruffed with a tug on the soft leather straps. The worst thing one can do with an animal is to lose track of which one is in charge.

Tarint did the worst thing he could do as Kilah's bright face popped out of the hay mound at the other end of the reins. The reins slipped unheeded from his fingers as she smiled.

"Hi," Kilah said lightly. "Wanna carrot?"

She stretched out prone as the big metalsmith finally registered the odd apparition before him. It was Kilah... from her blue eyes and dark brown waving hair to her slightly redder hindpelt... but was it? What was she doing decked out in what he could only identify as draft horse pack straps... complete with a halter and bridle?!

Silver rings and buckles glittered at every place the straps crossed or met... at her cheeks, her throat, shoulders, ribs, hips, and the base of her tail. And how did she arrange that full length flag of a horse tail? Somehow it fit on or over her own tail...and it moved with her own, like her own.

He could easily believe he was with some half tame young animal from the hungry way she looked at him over the leather straps across her nose. Her tail brushed lazily back and forth across the backs of her thighs and shannons.

"Do you want it?" she asked.

"What?!...Want what?"

"The carrot, silly," she answered and tossed one of the orange roots to him.

He fumbled it into the pocket of his apron as she languidly rolled over with one leg drawn slightly over the other. She picked up the reins which hung from the rings at her cheeks and brushed the ends absently across her chin.

"So, what do you think," she continued on. "Do I make a good filly?"

Tarint looked her over despite himself. The silver ring at her sternum was a glittering magnet to his eyes, but her small firm breasts proved to be the stronger lure. When he caught himself watching her breathe, the other bright ring pulled his gaze to her navel... and the triangle of fine silky brown not quite dense enough yet to hide the gently swell of her doemound. He snapped his eyes back to her face in mild panic.

"Where did you get... that?!" he huffed with some success.

"Peatre... l told him I lost part of the village's ceremonial horse dance costume, and drew him a picture."

"...We don't have any ceremonial horse dance."

"We know that, but Peatre doesn't...he's only a human."

"But why?!" Tarint demanded.

Kilah smiled coyly as she gathered the switch of her counterfeit ponytail over her hip and into her lap.

"I have watched you quite often at your work," she said.

"I know," he assured tersely.

"And I have envied every creature to come under your care. I wished you might touch me with the same strength and gentleness. Once it even happened... when you sent me home... but you only sent me home. I decided if the only way to influence your attention is as a dray beast, then so be it."

She hugged the tail up to her breasts as she looked up at him again.

"So here I am ... much in need of your service... and your loving," she finished.

"That's it!!" Tarint bellowed red faced. "I've heard enough! Why you've set your sights on me I will never know! But enough is enough, girl!"

He snatched her up by the shoulders and held her a good two hand spans above the ground as he continued his plea.

"Please, please, go home and stop tormenting me! What you desire is impossible."

Kilah stared at the big metalsmith with wide eyes. Then she swung her legs up and wrapped them around Tarint's waist.

"I'm not leaving unless you tell me why."

Before Tarint could think to reply, Kilah awkwardly grasped the front of his apron and kissed him. He almost struggled. Instead he changed his grip on her into a hug and returned her kiss.

It was Kilah who finally pulled away to stare wonderingly at Tarint. His eyes held disappointment.

"You don't know how much I wish you hadn't done that, little filly," he croaked. "You have awakened my soul, and I may not again be able to put it to rest. If I am to be able to do so, I will have to do so quickly... so, no more words."

Kilah felt herself slip gently down his smooth apron as he eased his arms from about her. Something between them pushed hard at her stomach and forced her a step back from Tarint. She looked at the taut incline of his leather apron where it stood away from his middle.

"What I have to say can be shown more effectively," he said with resignation. "And who knows... maybe your response will chill my heart back into hibernation?"

While Tarint untied the waist of his apron Kilah sat slowly before her weakening knees gave out altogether. For a moment it looked as though the metalsmith was going to change his mind as his eternal secret stood only a gravity pull from revelation. He bit his lip and dropped his arms.

Kilah had heard Tarint whispered and joked about, but until that moment she had taken it all as exaggerated rumor. In one skipped heartbeat she found out the rumors were far from adequate.

Released from the restraints of his leathers, Tarint's penis lunged into erection, and in front of Kilah's wide eyed gaze did not stop its expansion. Unable to do anything else, she shivered as his buckhorn continued to grow closer and closer to the ground.

It was some moments before she realized that his horn had finally stopped its enlargement even though it was the only thing she could see in her present fevered state. It was huge. It was every bit as large as her forearm which put it on a par with most of the stallions in the village. Tarint's overtaxed priapic sail was not strong enough to support the massive member and simply stretched in surrender. Even at full hardness Tarint's mighty horn hung as if defeated.

"Now will you show your better judgement, and leave?" Tarint pleaded. "Go back to the commons if you want horsemeat, and take on one Faunbuck at a time."

"Why?" Kilah's question drifted from her smiling lips. "It's beautiful, and I trust you will use it with utmost care."

Gently she cupped the slightly ridged glans in her two palms and lifted it so she could see it end on. Tarint put one hand on the wall as passion assailed his will power.

"Use it?!" He demanded hoarsely.

"With all the care and precision you use with your other tools," she said and kissed the curved underside of his prick tip.

Tarint gasped as his penis bounced in Kilah's hand. His ballocks added their small impetus against the massive base of his erection and sent their potent contents hurtling along the hidden pathway of Faunbuck orgasm.

Kilah watched in awe as the buckhorn in front of her slowly engulfed her field of view as it blossomed into a regal masculine flower. It quivered for just a moment under her delighted gaze before it erupted with the creamy white nectar peculiar to males.

She hugged Tarint's buckhorn to her chest as her own excitement overrode her higher thinking and she, too, reached a climax. Only after her virtual shower of buckjuice did she realize her missed opportunity to taste it.

Kilah leapt to her hooves, smothering Tarint in a flood of passionate kisses across his face and shoulders. His mild resistance turned firmer as her assault became more determined. Escalations mounted on both sides until Tarint grabbed Kilah by the reins and physically pulled her face away from his. She panted every bit as hard as he did up until the moment she snapped at his fingers under her chin.

"Woah, now!" Tarint exclaimed as he dodged her lunge for lunge.

She was dancing about against her reins like a wild startled colt. Finally, Tarint grabbed a handful of bridle and before even he was aware of it, had Kilah's hands tied with the reins at her cheeks.

When she looked up at him, her eyes held that half sleepy look of a passion fulfilled. Hers inflamed his own when she blew air through her cheeks in a creditable copy of a blowing horse.

He took the dangling ends of her tied reins, pulled her face to his, and kissed her. Despite his prior misgivings there was a great deal of serenity in the decision to go along with what he'd started. This time he had to come up for air.

"Come on then, filly," he said firmly. "We can't have you plunging about hurting anything... least of all yourself... or the stallion."

Kilah shivered all over when she heard that last bit. Tarint noticed and paused a moment to reconsider his decision, but firmed it again when he saw the silent plea in her face. He shrugged, then, with a double click of his tongue, he shook the reins and led her to a good sized tree stump against the wall.

Kilah had to kneel as the metalsmith bent to grab the base of the wooden slab, and was more than a bit impressed when he easily lifted the edge of it. She was closer to stunned when he tossed the loose reins underneath the block and dropped it on top of them. An experimental tug assured her that she wasn't going anywhere unless Tarint released her... and she was hoping greatly that he wouldn't do that.

Feeling much like a hobbled filly she settled onto her elbows and stiffles. Tarint stroked her head and spine. 

"There's a pretty girl," he said. "Now let's find out just how ready you are for a pony ride."

"Oh, I'm ready!" she murmured. 

"We'll see."

He continued his stroking along her back as he settled beside her. Then he added his other hand inside her soft pelted thigh. Her tail fluttered a bit as he came closer to her heated doelips, and she gasped when he drew each finger resolutely along the full length of her plump furrow. His fingers came away more than a little wet. "All right, yearling," he admitted. "You are ready. Now let's find out how much you're ready for."

With a little twist, his index finger slipped deeply into Kilah's doecleft just at her vaginal entrance. He teased her sensitive flesh for a moment, then pushed full deep into her flooded tunnel. She sighed quite happily.

"Good, good," Tarint observed quietly.

Kilah felt another of his fingers tickle along her labia as his first began running in and out of her vaginal entrance. Then suddenly both his fingers plunged into her up to his palm. She gasped, and then settled back into a contented sigh as he worked against the lessening constriction of her doesheath.

"Don't get too confident, little filly," Tarint warned. "We're not through yet. Haven't even started."

His fingers stopped just inside her inner lips as his thumb rode the trough of her wet furrow. Kilah felt it worm its way between the fingers in her pulsing mound. Together they sought her deeper recesses... and her cleft was responding to the positive. She felt stretched as never before, but the pain she expected with each move of his hand never seemed to happen.

"l... am impressed," Tarint murmured. "You've got all my fingers now."

Kilah hadn't even noticed that last extra digit come into play.

"You've done it, Filly," confided the smith. "Like it or not, you belong to the stallion, and he will have his way this once... if never again."

Kilah felt the emptiness of his hand missing from her doemound. For a moment he moved about behind her. Then she felt the broad curved top side of his formidable buckhorn as it bulled across her wet doecleft. Her vagina gaped wide at the pressure, seemingly trying to suck in the side of the meaty tool.

Tarint drew back, preparing to present the blunt end of his phallus to her yawning vulva. To Kilah, that motion seemed to go on forever. Tarint's firm buckhorn slid across her rigid clitoris in a continuous backward stroke which thundered through her lips in a severe climax which lasted longer than his penis, which was saying a lot.

Once she could focus on the world outside of her own loins, she felt Tarint stroking her hips gently.

"Are you okay?" he asked. "You were jerking around pretty hard there for a minute."

"It's high time you did the same, Ponyboy...”  she purred with a flick of her pseudotail.

"Kilah, be reasonable..."

"I don't have to be... fillys don't think when they're ready to be ridden!" And she flipped her faux tail up over her back, leaving her pouting doelips gleaming wetly in his direction.

She blew through her cheeks and was just able to see the lurch of his swollen horn. She strained back against her tethers like a mare in high heat and blew again and heard Tarint slap his hands onto his penis.

Slowly, Tarint sank back again into the spell of the moment. He watched from a distance as he pointed the head of his mammoth curse at the winking furrow of Kilah's doesheath.

Once, in his youth, he'd almost done this with the family plow mare... almost, until embarrassment shrank his horn to nearly normal size for all of a week.

A mare was not a Faun, after all. Why hadn't the rest of him been born a horse, too? Now, years of frustration were galvanizing his tool and his resolve. Just once he was going to be a normal buck no matter what... even for just one single stroke.

His glans touched her velvet labia and he stopped, a stranger within the sensations his body and hers poured over him. He felt the utter softness of her doelips as they kissed the head of his shaft, and he grew warm.

Kilah's buttocks moved against him, trying to get him to move. Failing that, she pushed herself at him again, and stopped as she felt the tip of his extensive erection lodge against the narrow opening of her hungering vagina... but only for a moment. The enticingly broad stretch of her doelips only further excited passions.

She pushed harder against Tarint's still presence. The softness at her vulva flexed slightly, then hardened to iron, and it felt to her as if she was not going to be able to do it after all. Her vagina just was not up to her labial promise. She held to her pressure for two deep breaths before silently admitting defeat.

But Tarint was not now to be so easily dissuaded. He took Kilah's round hips in his broad hands and held to her as he added his own active force. She gasped as the pressure at her garden gates edged into the threshold of pain... and broached through to the purely female pleasure of sheathing the penis of a favored male.

Kilah trembled. She had taken bucks before... three... but nothing like this. Every slightest movement sent climactic shock waves of near violent intensity through her whole body. She felt Tarint pull himself farther into her. Her narrow depths were pushed widely apart as more of his pulsing hardness became hers. Her orgasmic shudders sent her doejuices against his bucktool in pressured waves.

Tarint's horn parted the last resistance, if not with ease, at least with lubricated assistance. He felt the firm finality of Kilah's deepest furrow. Despite the pulsing tightness of the doesheath around his buried buckhood, he could still feel her trickling fluids running over the hand span more of him that remained uncovered by her sexual embraces.

She was churning at him in an orgasmic frenzy, bumping her finite femininity against his compressed glans. He drew back, expecting, at first to keep her from harming her own interior doeworks. He felt her whole vagina take resistant exception to that idea and grab almost painfully around his moving prick. He continued stubbornly on as she bleated into another ragged climax before him.

The increased suction on his penis was too much for the big buck. His control shattered as his hips drove forward to the unseen limit of Kilah's soft tunnel. He felt the battle erupt between his own expanding glans and her contracting vagina. He bellowed as his semen found, at last, the refuge so long denied from being, simply, so long. He could feel the backwash of his own ejaculation against his penis as the buckstuff found no other place to go within Kilah's cock stretched doesheath.

Tarint toppled like some felled tree. His penis popped wetly from Kilah's drenched doemound just before he hit the straw with little more than a 'whuf' of his own. Without his strong support to steady her upturned back end, she too sagged to the ground in a total swoon.

Soon their heaving lungs slowed to the even rhythm of sleep.
*******************************

Tift looked around himself uncertainly. He looked at Turee where she curled in his lap, then at the half full wineskin beside them. Rather than risk a silly promise about drinking ever again he asked his partner a silly question.

"Do you see what I see?"

Turee looked sleepily around, then put her head back on Tift's warm lap.

"Y'mean everyone having sex? Yeah... everyone's having sex... 'cept Kees and Iyaia."

That response only half reassured the lethargic young buck. He was having a bit of trouble accepting the very unusual combinations he thought he was seeing. He could easily adjust to Niall's bouncing tail flagging resolutely between Esha's widespread thighs, and even Mati draped over a small barrel as Frean somewhat more gently rode her tail. That, after all had been the declared plan. And after he got his breath back he expected to do his part for Esha and Frean also.

But was Teek actually standing over Deya's supine figure with his buckhorn taking unmistakable aim on her bare doecleft? And if it was sex, why was Falia laying on her back in front of Sar??

Tift resisted the urge to close his eyes and clear his head for another look. If it was happening, he didn't want to miss a thing... and if it wasn't happening... why spoil a good thing?

A small, almost tentative sound slipped from Mati's throat as Frean continued to rock gently against her rump. When he nuzzled her neck beside her auburn braid she purred at him in pleased reassurance.

When Frean had actually stepped up to her, she knew for certain that the excitement of setting up this intricate tryst was done, and a different kind of excitement was starting. In her case it started in the pit of her stomach and dropped to a spot between her two thighs and her tail. She went quite willingly when he took her hand with a kiss and urged her to follow.

Almost two full turns separated them, but he still seemed so awfully tall to her... above and below the hips. She'd seen longer, thicker erections in her life, but even Frean's slender tool was more than she'd ever sheathed. She watched it swing in tight rhythm with his stride until he reached the small draped wine cask and presented it to Mati with a small flourish.

She was oblivious to his proffered seat as she reached out and wrapped her hand around his smooth sheathskin below his exposed erection. She felt the promised hardness of the buckshaft beneath. She carried right on to the next step as she slipped her palm against the front of his tight packed nutkins and carefully explored their forms with her fingers.

Frean sighed and she dropped onto the cask with a shiver, and her hands between her stiffles. He swallowed hard and sat at Mati's hooves in order to hide his suddenly intimidating buckprick.

"Would you rather just talk?" he asked in earnest concern.

"No, it's not that," Mati protested. "I came... and nothing was touching me. I was just touching you! I had to sit down, or fall down. You haven't lost it, have you?!" That last came in all of a rush as she looked frantically for his erection behind his gaskins and thighs.

"Oh, no," he answered as he dropped his legs. "It's still there."

She looked for a moment longer as she took a deep breath. "I think Esha's very lucky to have you, and I feel almost as lucky that... you're gonna be my first buck."

"Really?!" Frean exclaimed as he lurched to his stiffles in front of Mati. "We really don't have to do this if..." Her finger on his lips quieted him... till she removed it. "...I mean if..."

She used her lips on her second try and added a close embrace that pressed his exposed buckmeat between them. When she released his lips he remained speechless, caught up in the warm pressure against his cock and balls. She tipped the cask onto its side and resettled the drape. Then, slowly, as if she was expecting more protest, she turned and planted her lower abdomen on the padded barrel and flicked her tail high. As her thighs touched the rounded wooden cask she spread them wide. Her doelips gleamed pinkly at him.

"I'll be gentle," he squeaked.

"Thank you," she breathed.

Frean stretched low between her thighs as he brought his throbbing buckhood under her smooth mound. He missed once as his anxiously leaking penis made his fingers slick. He recovered immediately and quickly slipped the end of his slim prick up between Mati's heated labia.

She shifted as his first contact made her insides tingle, and suddenly his glans was inside her hidden vagina. The tingle heated to forge like intensity as her doeling interior worked to stretch itself around this welcome intruder.

Frean paused as his cheeks grew hot. This was not Esha, it was his move now, and he'd promised great care. He moved his urgent loins ever so slowly closer to the downy moons of her buttocks.

The doesheath wrapped around his buckhorn grew tighter and slicker. It was anybody's guess as to which of them was gasping and sighing more loudly. The deeper Frean eased his pulsing erection into Mati's virgin cunny, the more difficult it became to sustain his slow intromission. But a promise was a promise. He paused to pant himself into firmer control. He glanced over the present situation and determined he had about half his buckthing planted inside her... with that much more left to go.

Mati whimpered and moved back at him, so he took the hint and continued on... or rather in. They both forgot that their motion was in opposite directions to the same destination. Frean felt the resistance of her hymen at almost the same instant he bounced against her buttocks. His mouth dropped open as he realized his deed. Mati stuffed an end of the cask drape into her mouth as a high pitched moan started from the pit of her stomach and pounded against her suddenly tearing eyes.

"Oh, Mati! I'm sorry!!" he whined. "I didn't know you were moving, too!"

He tried a frantic withdrawal, but her hocks clamped against his thighs and the suddenly increased pitch of her whimper stilled him. He was reduced to awkwardly stroking her shoulders. Mati's whine changed to a string of deep gulping breaths as she wiped at her face with the cloth.

"Mati?" Frean pleaded.

"It's all right, Frean. Mama warned me the first time can hurt."

"She was right, huh?"

"Yeah... but it's better, now."

"You want I should pull out?"

"No! Not just now, okay?"

"Okay... good... you feel real nice inside," he fumbled.

Mati's tail pressed against his smooth stomach at the compliment. "Thank you. You... you're nice to say so."

Frean thought rapidly for a way to salvage this defloration for Mati's sake. Carefully he slipped an arm through the narrow space between her hip and the cask. Rapidly, before she could either ask or complain, he traced the curve of her bare doemound to the stretched opening of her secret garden. He pressed his search through those outer folds to the spot where her doepearl sat, just above his swollen testicles. The moist hood yielded to his index finger even as Mati spoke.

"Frean?"

It was all she had time for before he pressed her clitoris between his second finger and the imbedded shaft of his penis. Mati shuddered as a climax stampeded through her stinging vagina and left a glow in its stead. Frean did it again, and again Mati shuddered through an intense orgasm.

The buckling smiled. Not only was it fun sending these tremors through his partner's body, but her climaxes felt good on his buckhorn. He tried again, but she snarled and pulled his hand away.

"That is enough...” she pronounced, and pulled herself away from him... and stopped.

Frean was just still inside her when she slid back to his pubic arch and let go of his hand.

"That felt... nice," she admitted wonderingly. "Do it again?"

He eased out to her doelips and back in. She was right... it did feel good.

"Again," she said.

 He agained.

"Again, and don't stop."

Frean obliged with great relish, happy to relinquish his graceless beginning to his partner's newly demanding desires. He realized that he was not going to last much longer. Mati felt far too good against his buckpiece for that. Suddenly, he worried about disappointing them both again.

Mati's loud bleat startled him completely when she exploded beneath him. All at once she was a trembling noisy stranger riding his buckhorn somewhere he wasn't entirely sure he wanted to follow her to. Her snug bucksheath started a tight swirling dance around his whole erection, and he beat her to their destination with his flowering glans leading the way in spurting liquid pulses at the verge of her first buck induced orgasm.

When her climax subsided, Frean was a feeble weight on her back... and a soft pressure in her cunny. She rather liked both. Bucks could be fun.

Deya, as she had proclaimed she would, was staring intently at the glittering tip of Teek's intimately poised glans. It had taken two orgasms for her to convince him that she was in the mood for a deeper relationship. At that, it still took grabbing his ears to convince him that it was time to move his muzzle and put his tail into gear. It hadn't been easy for him to scrabble up onto the bench because she wouldn't let his ears loose.

It might have been less bothersome if she had... but her grip served her some just desert. The tight rein she kept on him dragged the entire length of his throat across her pouting wet doelips and her exposed and already orally abused doepearl. She came again.

Suddenly something caught her hocks and bundled her into a fetal ball with her stiffles against her nipples. She was nose to nose with Teek. It was his furred shoulders that had her legs tangling with tree vines.

"Would you kindly let me go?" she intoned seriously. "Only when you do!" he stressed.

Deya gasped as she noticed her two fistfuls of buckling ears and dropped them. Teek's straining neck flopped heavily on her torso as he slipped back to his four hooves. Deya was able to uncurl herself, but she kept her legs clamped to his shoulders and barrel.

"Are you all right?" she worried.

"I'll be fine," he confessed against the vengeful ringing in his ears. "Just remind me to never tease a Faun doe in heat. Hands are dangerous!"

"They can also be nice," Deya soothed. Gently, she started to rub his head between his abused ears.

"Okay... hands can be nice, too," he admitted.

"Have I spoiled it all for us?"

"The day I can be put off that easy is the day I'll give up does," Teek declared. 

"Then prove it."

Teek's front end rose immediately to match the occasion of his back end. That's when Deya got her present view of his proof. She pressed her shanks to his flanks as he moved even closer. Somewhere there was a fleeting memory of excited anticipation lingering from her brief moments curled beneath Teek's brisket. She wanted that feeling again, and as he pressed closer still, it returned. Her smooth wet mound rose up in vulnerable accessibility as his hips pushed her fetlocks closer to her heaving chest.

"Are you going to be comfortable like that?" Teek asked.

She flexed her legs around his hips and hooked his buttocks with the heels of her hooves. With a little jerk she bounced his tapered glans along the crevice of her downy soft butt cheeks. She flicked the underside of his buckthing when she nearly pulled him into the pink pucker of her anus. Teek nearly fell off the bench when he jerked back in equal reflex.

"All right," Teek conceded. "It was a stupid question."

With a silent nod Deya replaced her shanks along the points of his hips. Teek resumed his lost position and continued the push forward. When the tip of his shaft touched the wet exterior of her doelips he pushed ahead. The added impetus pushed her vagina up, and he grazed over the top of his moving target, and he was forced to retreat.

Deya grabbed his shoulders and dug her fetlocks into his back as she lifted herself to him. She pulled harder when she felt the wetness of his penis part her labia. She felt herself yield to his hard erection and he was in her.

He waited for no further cue, but drove his hindquarters forward. He met with only the resistance of a narrow furrow of clinging doeflesh till his prepuce stopped his ballocks against her upturned fanny. Her tail was a firm cushioned caress against his bulging bucksack.

They competed briefly for the most contented sigh.

Then Teek started his pleasure run back and forth through the sensitized satin interior of Deya's doeling sheath. The feel of her arms across his shoulders and her legs against his sides was a whole new excursion into erogenous exploration. He was constantly amazed that such normal touches so far from his buckthings could be so... sexy. He'd buried his buckspear any number of times since he'd discovered how, but there was something about this time that had him tingling from the end of his buried prick all the way to his ribcage.

He looked down at Deya's flushed face as she moaned at his chest. She came under the onslaught of his moving masculinity. And when he didn't slacken his pace she continued coming. Her heels beat weakly on his croup as his moving hips waved them back and forth above his back. Her fingers grasped at the short fur of his withers and found no purchase. Her moan shrank to a whimper.

Teek, realizing that Deya had been reduced to this state on his buckling penis rocketed well past the formidable peak of his own orgasmic threshold and bellowed his tenor bleat in the wake of his first jetting discharge of creamy buckseed for this day. In the convulsing confines of Deya's already tight vagina, motion became painful, and Teek stilled his throbbing erection's full length into her depths as his now bent glans pressed against the back of her gentle sheath to deliver its remaining buckbalm.

Somewhere along the way they each stopped climaxing. Neither chose to move or speak for some time.

Sar gazed at the open display of Falia's underside. Her nearly white belly fur looked irresistibly soft so he didn't try to resist. He reached out with gentle fingers and brushed softly beneath her ribs. It was not only soft, but warm. Near her four teat nipples her belly fur shrank away to bare skin which proved even warmer than her pelt... and more sensitive.

Falia writhed under his explorations and soon he was forced to grab her flailing shannons in his hands to keep from getting hit. She squirmed playfully in his grasp, and then stopped as her eyes drifted lower down his body.

Sar blushed a bit at the uncontrollable rampancy of his penis. It was his turn to squirm as Falia wagged her somewhat restricted tail against his smooth scrotum. His nutkins hugged the base of his stiff erection, and all three throbbed about being somewhere else.

He looked at his bobbing glans, then at Falia's pink labium, then her interested face. She looked back at him evenly and nodded ever so slightly in encouraging assent. Sar swallowed and slid his gaze back to their waiting genitalia. He decided they had waited long enough.

With one finger Sar traced the length of Falia's doeling slit and slipped easily through her ready wetness. His ballocks twitched in answer, and a glitter of clear liquid briefly swelled at the tip of his buckprick before spilling down the smooth side of his erection. His stiffles, of their own accord, slipped around and cradled her buttocks. His own rump rose, displaying his flagging tail and pink ballocks as his penis nosed down closer to Falia's doemound.

Her whispered encouragements joined his own as he assured his questing buckhorn that it would find its target. His hand increased that chance with a physical push toward a better angle as he moved ever closer to her open garden.

Falia held her breath as Sar paused just short of touching her with his blunt glans. Then he did much more than touch. He moved to enter with determination and found himself sheathed to the hilt in the instant. Falia gasped and for a moment the buckling Faun neared panic... until she hissed her pleasure.

"Yessss!!" She declared as she dropped her head to the ground in relaxed relief.

Sar reveled in the uncommon warmth of Falia's cervine femininity. Her doelips kissed his ballocks gently as she squirmed against his groin. He started moving slowly, enjoying the unusual pressures of an inverted four hooved partner against his buckmeat. He soon added a vigorous thump against her doemound with his bare pelvis in order to tease that last little bit of doeflesh across his tingling urethra.

Almost immediately Falia sort of bleated little moans with each finished thrust, but after a few more closely observed cycles, Sar found out it was not his penis pleasing her, but his prepuce. His taut priapic folds and flap were massaging Falia's very erect doepearl maliciously. She was actually coming on his every deep thrust. He wondered if he could push her beyond even that.

He loosed Falia's legs and leaned farther over her body, planting his hands on either side of her barrel. Then he sheathed himself with a smack. She jerked as his stomach slapped against her teats with surprisingly sharp satisfaction. This time Sar did not withdraw for his next thrust. He pushed against Falia's soft flesh with his own, gaining another brief finger's width of penetration before slipping slowly back up her hot slick tunnel.

Falia's resulting climactic bleatlet had been louder. Sar smiled down at his willing victim and put his white and red tail into high gear against her resilient young doemound. He could feel his own quickening rush to an explosive orgasm, but his partner was there already.

Falia writhed and bleated and gasped beneath Sar, but none of it could keep up with the delightfully rapid succession of climactic convulsions that rampaged throughout her doeling interior. Her panting gasps took her to the brink of lightheaded hyperventilation when his flaring glans stopped her fluttering diaphragm with a nearly solid wall of orgasmic energy. The entire bottomless depths of her doesheath wrapped hard around Sar's filling bucktool.

They bleated their youthful climaxes in joyful unison as Falia accepted Sar's copious fluid offering to her doeling femininity. And when his buckblossom subsided to normal, their mingled juices trickled slowly around their still united parts.

Kees and Iyaia sat together watching their older friends cavorting like grownups around them. When, by accident, their fingers touched, they smiled and moved closer together as they waited their respective turns to join in the fun. Soon Kees put a friendly arm around Iyaia, who immediately responded in kind, and they realized they had each other.

They both turned gazes to Kees' lap. Sure enough, his bright red erection was on proud display above his unpelted loins. Iyaia got closer and without first asking wrapped her fingers around the smooth slick surface of his buckprick.

Kees turned wide blinking eyes from his own warming crotch to Iyaia's as her thighs slowly spread. Her smooth, inviting cunny lips parted slightly as he watched. He found himself drawn to the same irresistible candle she now circled. He softly drew his fingers first down then up her doecleft. Two of his fingers slipped easily into the curved lips to graze against the moist inner lips of her doeling furrow.

She gasped as her fingers tightened around his throbbing buckspear. It stretched above and expanded against her grip. The rapid droplets of precum ran over her hand.

Kees coaxed his anxious finger through the willing fissure of Iyaia's vagina. She held her breath, anticipating the delight of the welcome intrusion into her femininity. She smiled at the insignificant invasion of his finger where substantially more would fit... when she was ready... and she was.

"Kees," she declared. "I'm not willing to wait for one of them. Would you be my buck... right now?"

Kees' eyes got very big as he pulled together all the myriad reasons why two inexperienced partners should wait for more practiced teachers for a first real mating. They were overwhelming.

"Uh, huh," his body answered.

She kissed his cheek and he broke into a crooked grin. He kissed her back firmly and resolutely on the lips... and they found out firsthand the advantage of a little knowledge. They toppled over as they leaned beyond their center of gravity and broke the cardinal rule of kissing... they giggled. Of course, the fact that they were both doing it defused any possibility of bruised egos.

As Iyaia smile coyly up at Kees he realized they were in probably the second most utilized position for Faunish sex... face to face with the buck on top. Iyaia obviously noticed the same thing. She brought her hocks up to her buttocks to cradle his hips between her upraised thighs. Her smooth rounded doemound pressed hotly against the bottom of his strangled erection. His own unpelted stomach supplied the equaled pressure along its dorsal surface. He shifted to ease the constriction and Iyaia did the same.

Kees' eyes rounded again as he felt his bucktool slip down the groove of Iyaia's doecleft. He could feel the soft flesh of his glans pressing against the even softer lips of Iyaia's virgin furrow.

She felt it too, like his finger, but more exciting because it was his buckthing. She spread her stiffles wider apart and lifted one hock to his chestnut furred buttocks. Her doelips parted around the tip of Kees' penis even as she pushed against his buttocks, demanding more of him. He did not resist... and neither did her doeling garden.

Kees slowed as the pressure on his buckshaft increased... until he decided he liked the pressure of Iyaia's narrow vaginal opening. He pushed up from his elbows to his extended palms. He simply had to see what felt so good!

Iyaia joined him in his study of their bare young genitals in carnal investigations. More than half of him was luxuriating in the tight confines of his delightful new lover. Playfully she swept her legs around his hips and pulled with all her eight year old might. Kees, caught unaware, toppled onto... and into his partner.

"Hey!" He started to complain, when his pelvis and ballocks smacked into her loins.

But he stopped complaining when he noticed that the tight sheathing around his engorged buckhorn was not his own. He felt that pressing hard against his ballocks. A quick look assured him he was not mistaken. Iyaia's doesheath was now wrapped around his penis. His beaming smile of utter accomplishment faded when he shared it with Iyaia.

She was looking distractedly above his head as if she were trying to remember something.

"Iyaia?"

"That was the strangest thing I've ever felt in my life."

"What?"

"You... going inside me. It hurt... and it felt good at the same time. Really good. But now it just feels good. The pain went away. Now I'm not sure it really hurt." She peered between their enjoined pelvises. "Did you get bigger or something? You feel huge!"

"No," Kees defended as he drew most of his entrenched buckthing into the open air. "It's the same size... but thanks, anyway." Then, being the tidy buck he was, he put it back where it had been.

Iyaia got that look again as he settled his hips tightly to hers. "Do that again," she said.

"What, this?" He repeated the slow single piston of his penis through her vagina. He was beginning to like the feel of it himself, now that it had been brought to his attention.

"Yes! That!"

"Okay!"

Kees started moving to the buck drum rhythm of his genes... slowly, because the urgency of years wasted was absent, and Iyaia's slick doeflesh was delightfully... right when it wrapped closely around his moving penis. He wanted nothing more, right now, than to keep rubbing himself in her forever. When Iyaia started to stroke the small of his back in time with his strokes to her, he knew she felt the same way.

She looked as startled as he did when her hips wiggled through a quick little orgasm from her new found depths.

"Ooohhh... that was good," she declared in awe. "I've never had one from in there before."

She drew her fetlocks to his hips as she coaxed him into motion once more. He happily obliged. This felt better than anything his brother could do for him.

Iyaia quivered through another orgasm of noticeably more intensity than her first while Kees continued his languid tour of her doeling charms. He didn't even slow When she dug her heels into his rump and shuddered through another whole body climax he smiled, enjoying the pleasure he was giving her through his penis in fair exchange for the pleasure she was giving him through his penis. Sometime life could be remarkably fair.

He quickened his erotic campaign as she crested her orgasm and began her sexual decline to simple arousal. Once again her senses soared toward climax under the intensified concentration of sexual input being supplied to her deepest recesses. He had to be getting bigger she thought.

Her legs stretched up and out as another storm of orgasmic proportions rampaged through her vagina and her whole body went rigid to keep her from falling apart.

Kees felt her tight smooth doesheath clamp even more tightly around his happily moving penis. He froze, unable to move against the soft vice of her newfound doeling strength.

His sudden vulnerability proved to be an asset to this first experience. Iyaia's continuing climax held him fast even as it rippled powerfully against his sensitized buckmeat. This time she pushed him to orgasm. The familiar glowing tickle crept up his priapic sheath into his swollen ballocks and didn't stop. It reached back to his tail and found the fuse box of his spine and quickly lit every nerve in his body before allowing his penis to openly express the overload of pleasure in a buckflowering ejaculation of truly adult proportions.

Wave after wave of surging buckcream flared his glans deep in Iyaia's milking vagina. More than once he felt his distended urethra kiss her sleeping womb with loving's most intimate gesture. He collapsed before his buckring did. He finished his climax draped limply over Iyaia's quivering body with his eyes shut tight.

No one bothered to awaken the precocious pair. After all, making up for missed turns could sometimes be more fun.
**************************************

Cete looked at his mate silently, and then he turned his gaze to her Dryadic twin. So this was one of the elusive tree spirits... wearing a deer shaped tree for the moment. He sighed... it was so hard to believe. But no harder to believe in than their own lives so far in this majick forest. With no other idea of where to take the conversation now that Kara had stopped her tale, he tried manners.

"I would like to thank you on behalf of my family and myself for your fine hospitality," he bowed.

“Warm noisy sexing to my roots! Has been most interesting being four feeted doe. Much warm juicy fun!

"Could I be maybe doing you now?" The Dryad asked finally.

Cete balked for a moment at the thought of mounting and riding what he might otherwise be eating, and... passed the buck.

"I promised Kara I would be hers again when she returned!"

Kara wrinkled her brow, trying to remember just when he made that promise. 

"l...don't think that's exactly what Teelarish means," Bainar offered. He looked at the Dryad. "Are you asking permission to be a stag?"

 "Wishing much to cause no problems, yes."

"That's it," Bainar said. "Teelarish wants to be a buck, like you, if you don't mind. 

"She can do that?" Cete asked.

"Teelarish... isn't exactly a 'she'," Bainar attempted. "A Dryad is male and female, like any plant. It's more practical for a stationary living thing." 

"Teelarish isn't stationary," Cete persisted.

"But Dryad host trees are," Bainar replied. "Usually."

"Usually."

"They have learned to make plants look and move like us 'fast warm' friends in order to visit with us. It's easier than talking to a tree."

"You know I not be asleeping with eyes to open look," Teelarish added sagely. 

"Quite often they don't even think to put a sex onto a form. It's not a necessary requirement for a quiet conversation," Bainar continued. When they do choose to display a sex, it's usually for something like this." He waved his hand at the crowded commons.

"And it's not at all unusual for them to change gender at a gathering such as this. They sort of... sprout what they need... wherever they need it."

"Like both ends antler horns."

It took a moment for everyone to figure that one out.

Cete was the first to speak. "Go ahead," he said with a glance toward the tawny twin Faundoes with them. "I could use the help." He was also hoping to figure out what Bainar had really been talking about.

The Dryad looked the buck deer over then frowned.

"I'm going to needing more stuff. You be big at both ends!" 

"Oh...yeah..." Tashka whispered with a shiver.

There was an imperceptible, yet sudden change in the small group. Something was missing... someone. The Kara copy of Teelarish still stood with them, but the animation, the soul, was gone from the statue like being. The brown portions turned bark like, and the soft green fur took on more of the look of young grass. Kara was the first to notice that the Dryad was still with them.

"Look... she's growing!"

The topiary doe was indeed noticeably larger than Kara, and still getting bigger. Buds popped up between the immobile ears and rapidly matched Cete's impressive rack in sapling green. The body was taking more time to fill out.

"I've seen some impressive buckmeat in my nights," Bria admitted. "But nothing to match this." She pointed beneath the simulacrum.

The Dryad's once firm teats hung slackly empty beneath the green tinted loins. Kara winced as she recognized herself too many years, too many fawns, and too much milk from now. The pendulous folds of skin began to swell and sag even lower as they filled from within. The nipples disappeared as the swelling filled them out.

Then the two sacks fused. Kara could see the skin seaming itself together till only a small opening remained. A small green shoot slowly emerged from the opening and grew downward from the mossy belly of Teelarish's rapidly changing form. The thickening stalk pushed out the soft tissues surrounding it, creating quite a convincing prepuce. When it all slowed to a stop, the Dryad had a fine endowment of cervine buckhood beneath his belly... he was now definitely male.

It took only a few more moments for the antlers at the other end to grow to a halt.

Everyone jumped when the Dryad took a deep breath. Suddenly it was a green eyed Cete who stood grinning with them. There was a muffled, yet distinct tearing sound as Teelarish pulled each hoof forcibly from the ground. The Dryad noticed the twitching ears and uneasy glances about him and responded.

"Just root stuff for more stuff. Cete gots branches Kara don't have," he reminded.

"I told you!"

"Wait a minute," Cete broke in. "What's wrong? I've never done that, have I?" From the slight panic in his voice everyone paid attention as Cete craned a look at his suddenly visible buckhorn.

"Oh!" Kara caught on with a glance at her one time copy. "I have never seen Cete in that condition, Teelarish." She indicated the length of limp buckmeat dangling beneath the Dryad's hocks. "He never goes soft like that."

Teelarish frowned. "But Faunbucks..."

"Faun bucks," Bainar pointed out. "Not deer bucks."

The Dryad chortled. "Silly me!" After a moment, the soft tissue firmed into a proper erection.

"There," Kara exclaimed. "Now all you need is..."

"A partner," Shabria cut in. "And I just happen to be next in line for a hart attack."

"Followed quickly by me," Tashka added.
The two Faundoes clustered about the newly simulated antlers of Teelarish's buck form. They wandered away discussing various improbable possibilities for a buck and two Fauns.

"Well, that's a relief," Cete mumbled quietly.

"Really?" Bainar turned. "And here I was thinking it rather rude."

"Normally it would be," Cete agreed. "But, I...well..."

"I think Cete was nervous about me being here," Kara supplied. "With them hanging around his neck...

"Really?" Bainar said. Then he looked at the dark sky above. "Things must be getting ready to settle in for the night." He returned his attention to the deer couple.

"If no one else thinks of it before morning, I just want to say 'thank you again for all your help and influence'. Enjoy the rest of your evening, and sleep late if you wish... the majick will still continue to flow for some time.

"In fact, why don't you use the rest of the night to re-explore one another. You'll be surprised what a night such as this can do for an old relationship... even when it's not so old."

Bainar bowed to them then. After a brief thought he kissed Kara as well.

"Maybe next time," he murmured to her.

Cete watched his mate shiver as the Faunbuck left.

"Would you have moved your tail for him?" He asked.

"Would you have let me?" She tossed the loaded question back to him.

"I don't know," he answered truthfully.

"You would have felt threatened by the thought that he might become my top buck," Kara suggested.

 "Yeah," He shrugged.

"Just the same way I'd have stood for him if he'd thought to ask. Our old selves are still with us," she sighed. "Breed hard, breed fast for offspring to match. It's survival."

"But it's not survival anymore," Cete declared. "It's all pleasure, now."

"And there's still nothing wrong with that."

"No?"

"Did you want to herd up a harem with Tashka and Shabria?" Kara inquired.

"No!" Cete shuddered.

"You would have once," she reminded him. The more fawns you sire, the better your chance of immortality... in a survive or die world."

"I'm glad we don't live there anymore," Cete confessed.

"We still might, even here. But our path, and abilities here are different."

"With friends such as these to guide us," Cete indicated the occupied Fauns about them. "Maybe our attitudes will as quickly follow."

"Then perhaps we should as quickly follow Bainar's last suggestion," Kara suggested.

"And why not?" There's no one else here I'd rather go home with," Cete agreed.

A kiss and a moment later they began to pick their way through the couples, triples, and moresomes of the villagers on the commons.

Altogether it had been a most uncommon day.
*********************************************

Cete looked out at the thinning ground fog as the sky overhead lightened imperceptibly toward morning.

"Isn't this the way we started yesterday morning?" asked Kara languidly. She was pressed quite closely against her mate with her head resting just behind his cheek.

"No," he answered. "Yesterday we were watching the dawn after one of the best nights' sleep it has been our pleasure to share.

"Today, we're watching the dawn after one of the best nights sex it has been our pleasure to share."

"So, which is better?" Kara giggled.

"If you will lift your tail again, I will be more than happy to remind you," suggested the big buck quietly

Kara shivered with a long gasp.

"Just hearing you say that made it all come back to me," she whimpered after her quick climax.

"Good, because I don't think I could have done it any other way right now."

"But you said..."

"I know what I said... and I think Bainar's just over that way, and he did say..."

"OOH!!" Kara huffed loudly as she nipped at her mate's shoulder. "How can you even say that after last night?!"

"Because of last night," Cete gently reminded his mate of his polished antlers as he spoke. "Last night and every other night and day we've shared in similar pursuits.

"Bainar was right about that 'old relationship' comment. Last night could have been our first encounter all over again it was so explosive. Except that I remember our first time... and every other time we've made love since. lt's all there, every time.

"Those two Faundoes were... fun, but nothing more. The same way Bainar would be fun... but no more. I've lost all fear of losing you to another buck... at least for that.

"My passion is you... and yours is me."

"Now who's reading minds?" Kara conceded.

"You told me every bit of it last night with each moan and orgasm," came his answer.

"And I thank you for asking so...nicely."

They kissed, muzzle to muzzle and for quite some time, for when they separated, Teek and Falia were leaning gently against each other, watching from the path... along with all their young friends.

All of the kids, in fact, were leaning companionably close in the shade of the trees. Cete was of the considered opinion that if any one of them were to be moved, the remainder would collapse into a heap.

"Oh, wow," the girl named Deya murmured. "Your folks still kiss."

That brought out a swell of 'oohs' and 'aahs' from the others as the twins beamed proudly at their parents. When no further kisses were forthcoming there was a general sigh of contentment from the youths.

"Well...good night," Frean said.

More farewells followed from most all of the kids as Teek and Falia shuffled toward their parents. The Faunish fawns meandered away, and soon Cete and Kara were alone again.

"I wonder what they were all up to last night?" Kara asked absently.

"Why do you ask?" Cete prompted.

"None of them giggled when they caught us kissing. Usually one of them will."

"You didn't notice, then?"

"Notice what?"

"Every buck one of the boys was hanging full length limp out of their sheath skins. I can't say they were otherwise sheathed in fresh cleft doeskin for any of that time last night... but I certainly believe they were somewhere other than open air."

Kara's open mouthed gaze drifted toward the dimmed recesses of their tree home.

"Teek had his put away, my love," Cete assured her. "It's extremely awkward trying to walk with it out."

"Don't I know it!" came the bellowed response from outside.

From the shadows across the path lurched the buck like figure of Teelarish... and he looked absolutely awful. His greens and browns were splotched with grays. Shreds of bark hung from his flanks and legs, and one of his antlers had splintered entirely.

"Great Hart almighty!" Cete growled. "What happened to you?!"

"I did never know before how much work could be two female warm does!" Teelarish answered. "My respect stands much unbounded for any buck with more does than one!" A ragged piece of tree branch antler clattered as the Dryad shook his shabby head.

"All night did they two find excitement in watching the other ride my buckroot. Back and forth and again so forth they did have me perform buckrites so much that I broke! Nectar throwing buckthing won't... nor unwilt, nor sheathe away!" Teelarish stamped a shaky hind leg to emphasize the limp and bruised nature of the buckroot wagging slackly between his shins. "Walk back home very uneven. Fell twice. Stepped on it once getting up. That can hurt." The Dryad informed Cete in all earnestness. "But only if you make pain path. I don't, not much fun.

"Ah, well... night fun finished. So is buck deer form. Is up to you now, buck friend Cete.

"You buckride Kara doe soon?" The Dryad grilled his friend.

"Not for a while, probably," the big buck hedged.

" Good... could use some rest!"

Teelarish trotted around the side of the tree. "Bye," he called out... and was gone.

Once freed of any guidance of spirit or life, the accumulated parts of Teelarish's cervine form clattered into a nondescript heap of grass, sticks, moss, and peat at the roots of the tree... a small mound of compost.

For a while, Cete and Kara both expected the mound to rise up again in yet another configuration. It didn't happen. Cete refused to feel abashed about his anticipation of nothing and snorted.

"Come on, let’s go tell Teek and Falia," he grumbled.

"Tell them what, dear?" Kara asked.

"Not to disturb Teelarish, of course.

"What should we tell them... 'wake up and go to sleep'?"

Cete realized belatedly that the twins probably were making as little noise as they could and glanced sourly at his mate.

"I should buckride you till Teelarish demands we leave his tree for good," he threatened.

"Oohh..." Kara shivered. "Really?!" 

"No, no!" Cete wailed. "I was joking!"

"Run for your life, buck," Kara murmured. "I'm after your tail."

"Kara..." Cete blanched. "Remember what happened when we did that yesterday?"

"I do," She grinned. "And I suggest you hightail it away from the commons if yesterday was too intense for you."

Less than a minute later, Tarint, without the trademark leather apron obscuring his impressively ponderous, nearly sheathed buckhood, paused from feeding his recent bedroom decor to the resident ponies to watch as Kara pursued her mate past his abode at full gallop. Kilah emerged from inside just in time to miss the show.

"Was that Kara?" she asked.

"And Cete," Tarint answered.

"I wonder if that means the commons are empty?"

"Anxious to show off your new lover, lover?" Tarint asked smugly.

"Oh, Hart no!" she told him. "I want you all to myself for as long as possible." The big metal smith blushed deeply enough to be noticeable beneath his tan.

"I was just afraid the call to clean up might come before we were... otherwise occupied... again."

Tarint stopped and looked down at his petit partner. She smiled back at him and took his big hand in her smaller one. Their love for one another was obvious in the impact that simple gesture had on them. Kilah shivered slightly through a small orgasm as Tarint's buckhorn started peeking through his heavy bucksheath.

"Come on," she urged. "You don't want to embarrass the stallions... again." Tarint haltingly allowed himself to be coaxed back into his tree home. He was a little afraid to move too fast... it still wasn't impossible that he might wake up from this delicious dream he'd fallen into.

He needn't have worried, because each time he woke up, Kilah was still pressed warmly against him. Kilah's worry also proved foundless, as the community wide call for custodial assistance never came despite her first six preemptive diversions with Tarint. By then it was dark enough outside to be certain they'd stay inside.

She smiled in an afterglow as her small hand strayed yet again to the sizable bulk of Tarint's dozing masculinity. It took time for his bucktool to shrink into hiding... time she was unwilling to wait through, for the most part. Tarint stirred as his penis did.

*If this keeps up,* she thought. *I'll have to force him into his leathers to work. That...would be nice.*
*****************************************************

Pina stood in the doorway of her tree and stared at the glitter of stars among the leaves above her.

"Pina, come to bed." Tove's voice was husky with disturbed sleep. "What are you doing awake, anyway? You should be exhausted... like I am."

"Well, what do you expect after four and a half hours of steady lovemaking?" Pina smiled.

"I expect you, in bed, asleep with me for about nine hours."

"Oh, Love, I'm sorry." She took his hand. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about what happened at Kidsgreen. We almost lost our future then... our children."

"But we didn't," Tove reminded her.

"Maybe next time we might... and next time it might be our own."

From the way she wrapped her hands around her belly Tove knew the personal shift her worry had taken.

"Then this is a problem we must address... and quickly." He said. He walked a silent circuit of the big room while he thought.

"This..." he said firmly, "Is the problem, as I see it.

"A phenomenon we've never seen, and have no name for, came from nowhere and nearly did we don't know what with the children. We have no idea why it came, or why it went away... and it might as easily become a regular feature of the landscape here as it might never be seen again.

"The only thing we do know is, whatever it was...you knew it was there... somehow."

Pina looked at her suddenly quiet mate for some few moments before she whispered.

"I don't know any majick..."

"Neither does anyone else in the village. I'm afraid this is beyond all our meager collected abilities."

It was Pina's turn for quiet.

"We have to go ask The Great Hart." Tove said flatly.

"Tove... do you know what you're saying?"

"I think so. I was hoping to have this polished and ready for discussion by now, but I was the one who kept falling asleep.

"We have to go find the Temple of the Hart... and I think it should be you and I who go."

"Because of what I felt."

"And because you'd go alone if I didn't remind you of your obligations as my wife and mate."

Tove let Pina stare at him in stunned silence for a while.

"I know the doe I married," he told her. "And you're not going without me."

"I guess not," Pina agreed.

She stepped back into their home and pulled a carry-pack from its place. "What are you doing now?" Tove asked a little plaintively.

"Packing supplies. I don't want the Council to have time for second thoughts after we get their permission."

"You really think it's going to be that easy?"

She paused for a long moment and gazed through the wall. "Yes," she said finally. "It will be."

"Would you care to place a wager of that?" Tove asked wryly.

"Yes," she responded immediately. "And I know exactly what I want."
*************************************************************

"I don't believe it," Tove sighed. "In still simply can't believe it."

"You can't believe the Council agreed to let us search for the temple?" Pina asked.

"No. I can't believe you called our wager up due right then and there."

"Well, it's not anything you can't afford or can't supply."

"Children, Pina? You want five fawns for a lost bet?! I thought Eslix was going to choke."

"I admit it will take time, and some doing," Pina ceded. "But I thought you would enjoy doing that."

"Pina... we may not be coming back from this."

"And I refuse to stop thinking about our future simply on that possibility. I intend to come back with answers and you!" She returned. 

"And pregnant... if possible," Tove threw in.

The Faunbuck avoided Pina's retort with their well-timed arrival at the storeshouse.

"Doreel," he exclaimed to the somber ropesmith at the door. "When did you become keeper of the keys?"
"I didn't, really," he replied. "I came to inventory the ropes. That incident at Kidsgreen reminded me it was about time." 

"Could I see Falon, then?"

"I sent him home..." Doreel said awkwardly. "He... uh... got a new doe at the celebration and... he looked awfully tired." He plucked unhappily at the bandages across his shoulder.

"Sending him home is not going to improve that, just now, my friend," Tove suggested.

"Oh... l guess you're right, at that."

"Why don't you want to go back home, Doreel?" Pina's question cut through the masculine banter effortlessly. "That is it, isn't it?"

"Yeah..." Doreel deflated. "That's it. I'm afraid to go home." 

"Unhappy lover?" Tove asked cautiously.

"No... that's just it. They're all very happy, and..."

"Woah! Wait a minute! Back up!" Tove waved his hand. "They? All? How many are we talking about?"

"Three."

"You picked up three does at the celebration?!"

"No, I went home alone."

"Tove!" Pina interrupted her mate's interruption. "It's his story. Let him tell it."

"It's true," Doreel continued. "Night before last I went home alone after dark and went right to sleep, exhausted by... events at the commons.

"Yesterday morning I woke up with a doe taking quite intimate liberties with my person. She was wonderful... and equally exhausting. It wasn't until she woke me for lunch I found out it was Selidra."

"Deyor's doeling?!" Pina exclaimed.

"Not anymore. She's her own doe now," Doreel responded emphatically. "And not the least bit shy about... much of anything... all day.

"Come nightfall she showed no desire to leave... and I had no inclination to remind her of that option. I was kind of getting into the idea of having a mate.

"This afternoon I woke up feeling a little tired and very happy. I kissed Selidra next to me... only it wasn't Selidra, it was Shabria. Then Tashka snuggled up against my back and I bolted to my workroom. There was Selidra doing chores. I panicked. What was I going to say? I had a new mate and two strange does in my bed I had no memory of.

"Then Selidra asked me what I thought of them... had she exaggerated, or were they every bit as sumptuous as she'd said.

"I can't remember. I told her I absolutely had to check the village stores, and I'd be back.

"And now, I don't think I can go back. I still don't remember a thing!"

"Which is just what I thought." Selidra's quiet voice came from around the gated tree opening. She followed it almost immediately. She smiled sheepishly at her new mate. "Tashka, Shabria, and I have always been close. I couldn't wait to show you off to them... and I wanted them just as happy as I am. I literally dragged them in to see you. You woke up when I did so and dragged me into your embrace and... well... Tashka and Shabria were wholly impressed. They couldn't resist 'helping out' their newly wed best friend. And I couldn't resist sharing. You were... magnificent.

"And you... weren't even there. At least according to Aprea." Selidra held up a small pouch of the good doctor's medicinals. "She says if you could handle three does in succession without pain in your shoulder, or anywhere else, your dosage was too high. And if you don't remember the magnificent showing you gave us this morning, I have to agree.

"The three of us would like a second chance to convince you, if you're willing."

"You already know I can't say 'no' to you," Doreel confessed weakly.

"I know,” Selidra sighed. "That's why I came alone. We really don't want you to say no. At least not until you see what we have to offer as a group, and what you have to offer as a whole."

"I sent Falon home," Doreel moped.

"I know where Falon lives," Pina said. "I'll bring him back if I have to drag him back by his..."

"Pina!" Tove shot.

"That's good," she agreed. "I'll use that."

Suddenly, Tove was the only being left at the storeshouse... and he was glad Pina wasn't looking for him!

Some few minutes later Tove watched with mild concern as the prodigal keeper, Falon, shuffled uncomfortably about amid the stored belongings of the community at large. The keeper's discomfort stemmed, evidently from his stem, and Tove wondered just how literal his mate might have been in her search.

"Pina," he whispered across a rain proofed cloak he was inspecting.

"You... didn't actually drag Falon here by his..."

"Certainly not!" Pina groused and shot a glance at Falon's retreating tail across the storeshouse. "I think he's trying to be the first buck in the history of the village to die from too much sex," she whispered.

"That is truly strange," Tove muttered.

"What is, Tove?" 

Falon put down the paired blankets and looked at the younger buck.

"Uh..." Tove was caught completely off guard without a possible tangential direction.

"Our little band of pilgrims, among other things," Cete put in. He stepped around Pina and went on. "The Council has admitted that the Great Hart is my family's best chance to find our own kind. They have reluctantly bid us farewell to accompany the two of you.

"Personally, I'd like to be away before someone concocts a goodbye party with a mandatory two day recovery period. So if you and yours will pick and choose, I and mine will carry... as soon as Kara can get the twins."

"Well, I can't say I'm pleased with the pack assignments just now," Tove grumbled. "But I couldn't ask for better companions."

Pina seconded the welcome with a careful hug around Cete's neck.

Tove was still dead set against using Cete and his family as pack animals, but after a demonstration of speed and maneuverability, compromises were reached py the time Kara and the fawns arrives.

At first Teek and Falia complained about their parents' vagabond nature and their own desire to stay with their new friends at the village. Cete agreed their new path was uncertain and they all faced every manner of unknown adventure in this trek. By the mention of the word 'adventure', Teek and Falia were clamoring to be off and away because the world was waiting and time was wasting.

Despite all the twins' helpful assistance, they still managed to leave that very afternoon.

"Which way will you be going?" Dia asked.

"East," Pina said simply, even though that topic had not before been broached.

"East," Tove seconded his mate. "It's as good as any, and better than some." It was an old saying by that prolific author 'anonymous'...and it fit perfectly.

The goodbyes were sober and intense, as befitted the seriousness of the quest. It was Doreel who managed even a tentative smile of thanks with Selidra on one side and Tashka and Shabria on the other.

"It's not impossible that I might want major assurance of Kidsgreen's safety, sometime soon," He said. "But not yet!" he added when Tove raised his eyebrows.

"At least not that we know of," Shabria teased quietly.

"Well, it's not impossible," Selidra allowed.

Pina touched the embarrassed ropesmith on his good arm for a moment. "You're going to do fine... all four of you," she pronounced.

Then she turned to the gathered crowd, waved once and marched away eastward. The rest of the party did likewise... and the quest began.
END of Part FOUR
