The Erotic Adventures of Whitehair:
A Slut Is Born
Chapter 01: Feral Birth


WARNING: The following story contains explicit erotic subject matter including themes and situations that may be considered objectionable, immoral, or even illegal in your locality.  It is your responsibility to know your local laws; the author accepts no responsibility for any consequences incurred for possession of this material.


    It was a Tuesday at 10 PM on the dark of the Windy Moon, Anvyi, during the first night of the festival of Gogeyi, the First New Moon Of Spring.  While the selected women in the valley below performed the Friendship Dance, John Dogdancer had climbed the hill behind his house and secretly journeyed to the cavern where his beloved German Shepherd Ember had retreated to give birth to her first litter of puppies.
Ember had been John’s pet since a couple of months after she was born, given to him on his 10th birthday.  Now she meant much more to him than a mere pet.  Ever since the time when John and Ember both were rid their virginity together, during her first heat, she was pet and lover.  The young furson had lost all interest in seeking any other partner. Now, a little over two years after that first heat and blissful mating, on the very day of John’s 14th birthday, Ember was delivering her first litter of cubs.
The sire of the cubs was a stray yellow German Shepherd/Labrador mutt that John had been feeding for several months.  John had named the stray Pan after the randy Greek fertility god of the forest.  One day upon returning home from school, John had found Pan standing tail to tail with Ember, the mutt’s knot tied inside of her as the stray filled her with his seed.
John was so turned by watching his pet and lover being bred by the feral canine that the young wolf had started to paw off.  Twice he nearly pawed himself to orgasm, but forced himself to stop and calm himself back down, panting heavily each time.  When the mating came to an end and Pan’s knot had shrunk enough that he came free from ember with a loud pop, John released his own cock from his paws and dropped down on all fours.  He pushed his way between the two feral dogs and pressed his muzzle to Ember’s cunt so he could inhale the mingled scents from the two dogs.
With John in the way of Pan getting to Ember’s sex, the stray had started to lick his own cock clean.  Meanwhile, John started to lick Ember’s cunt, savouring the mix of her tangy juices and Pan’s salty seed.  This was the same thing he had done nearly every time after he had been the one to mate with her and it was her juices and his seed that he was tasting.  Pan’s seed tasted different than John’s and the scent and the taste were so intoxicating and John was already so horny from watching his Ember being bred that he couldn't resist raising up and slipping his own cock inside of her hot, cum soaked pussy.
John’s shaft was swollen and his own knot was already partially inflated, but somehow he was still able to get it inside of Ember after only a few youthful thrusts and a slight whimper from her.  Even at his age and with his lack of experience, John knew that in proper sex the knot was supposed to be allowed to form inside the woman, and not be forced in afterwards and pulled out before it could deflate.  Of course that didn’t stop some of the tribe from waiting for it to form and then forcing it in or out; especially when it was two men mating.
As soon as John’s cock was in Ember’s cunt, which being full of Pan’s cum felt even better around John’s cock than normal. the young wolf’s own knot instantly became fully engorged and he tied inside her.  After having been edging himself for so long, he was immediately cumming; adding his own load to the massive pool already in her.
Just like in a bad porn movie, Pan reacted to John mounting the bitch he had just bred.  The feral stray, driven by the scents from Ember’s heat, sniffed at John’s ass.  Not realizing what was about to happen to him, John politely lifted his tail for the dog to get a better scent.  Pan’s cold nose touched John’s pucker and the dog licked the young wolf once, then he reared up and started humping wildly against the boy, his penis bone painfully poking John’s taint several times before finding his pucker and driving in.
John cried out in pain as the dog’s barely lubricated cock popped his unlubricated brown cherry.  Pan’s forepaws were wrapped tightly around John’s waist as he wildly humped his cock in John’s tailhole.  John, with his own cock tied in Ember, was helpless to do anything but sob and whimper in pain as Pan’s cock began to swell inside of him.  By this time, Pan’s spurts of precum had mingled enough with the blood from the small tears in John’s sphincter that each thrust was no longer a new sensation in pain for the young wolf, but it was not pleasant either.
Just as John’s tailhole had relaxed enough so that he actually started to enjoy being bred, Pan’s knot started to swell.  The feral dog's knot was being shoved in and ripped back out of John’s tailhole, painfully stretching it further and causing more small tears.  John started to whimper again, fighting back the urge to cry out loud.  The pain was blindingly intense, threatening to drown out the equally intense pleasure he was experiencing with his own cock and knot inside of his Ember.
Pan’s knot fully swelled inside of John’s colon, tying the dog to the wolf, and pressing relentlessly against John’s prostate making the young wolf pump cum into his mate even harder.  Despite the burning, stinging feelings from his abused tailhole, the young Cherokee wolf found that his own knot was also swollen harder than it had ever been in his young life.  Having Pan tied in his ass kept John so stimulated that he maintained his own tie with Ember until long after Pan had deflated, pulled himself out of John’s tailhole, and thoroughly licked the young wolf’s bleeding tailhole clean, which seemed to help ease the pain.
That wondrous day, just over two months ago, was sadly the last time that John had seen Pan.  He didn’t know why, but the stray stopped coming around and no one else in the tribe could tell the young wolf anything about the stray’s whereabouts.  It seemed that John was the only one who had even encountered the stray.
Despite the initial pain, and the several days of torturously intense burning pain and bleeding when he defecated, John had really enjoyed being mounted by the wild dog, especially the sensations that being tied in his butt brought him.  Unfortunately there were no other male ferals belonging to anyone in the tribe and he didn’t yet have the courage built up to ask one of the many gay or bisexual males of his tribe to mount him.  That and at fourteen he was supposed to have sex with other teens and he didn’t like the other boys his age.  Anyway, adults twenty-two and over weren’t supposed to do anything with him until after his seventeenth summer unless they were siblings and John didn't have any brothers or sisters.  He hardly had any family at all.
Ember’s cries and yowls as she started giving birth snapped John out of happy memories and back to the present.  His throbbing young erection was gone in an instant from worry for his beloved Ember.  He starred in a mixture of wonder and horror as he watched his feral mate giving birth.  With each puppy that came out of her he feared that she was dying, but Ember delivered six pups without any more problem than any feral bitch has birthing her first litter.  Then, there was the seventh pup.
Ember was obviously exhausted but appeared to be doing well after the first six pups.  At first, John thought that she had finished, but soon her howls and cries returned, much louder than they had been.  She was in incredible pain.  Josh was afraid that she was dying and he started to cry, not knowing what to do.  There wasn’t time to go get the old healer and he didn’t want his love to die alone so he couldn’t leave her side.
And then, the seventh cub was born.  He was nearly two times larger than the other six had been and looked considerably different from the other cubs.  John’s muzzle dropped when he realized that the seventh cub looked almost as if it had come from a female of his tribe, though it was a lot smaller than a normal infant.
Ember didn’t look very well after the seventh cub and there was a lot more blood and she was still whining.  As she had with the first six, Ember recovered a bit and started trying to lick her seventh pup clean, tearing away the sack, and then she bite off the umbilical cord.  One last yelp and she passed the last of the afterbirth, which she also ate.  Still, Ember was whimpering and she was bleeding a lot from her stretched and abused vagina.  
John knew his saliva didn’t have the healing properties that a feral’s would, but he had to do something, so he tried to help her by licking at the abused flesh.  Just like when Pan had licked his torn ass, Ember yelped at each touch of John’s tongue for the few couple of minutes but then she seemed to be in less pain and weakly lifted one hind leg to give him better access.
The taste of her blood and other birthing juices was enough to nearly churn the young man’s stomach.  He thought that being a wolf he could eat anything, and blood had never bothered him before.  He could even eat small prey animals whole without skinning and gutting them but there was something about this that made him want to vomit.  Also, the mix of fluids burned his tongue like it was some kind of acid.  Finally he could take no more and pulled back, hoping that he had done enough to help his mate and keep her alive.  To his relief, in the absence of his own tongue, she turned away from licking her new puppies and licked herself until the bleeding stopped.
The immediate crisis over, John’s thoughts returned to the bigger picture.  The young wolf had never even thought of the possibility that he could have fathered a cub with a feral, especially since he had bred his darling Ember dozens of times since her first heat, including when he was really in heat and there had been no cubs.  Now, here he was on his fourteenth birthday, discovering that he was a father.  
Ember’s bleeding was almost gone and with the exception of pausing to lick herself every few minutes, her attention was on her seven new cubs.  To John, time passed in a blur, but in less than an hour after birth all seven puppies were nursing.  John had stayed with them the entire time and as he watched the pups nursing, he pondered gently leaning down and licking Ember’s eighth teat.  The thought aroused him and his cock started to swell in its sheath; immediately he felt ashamed and tried to dismiss such thoughts from his head.
John got Ember’s water bowl and brought it close to her so that she could drink without disturbing her puppies.  He repeatedly told her what a good girl she was and how much he loved her, then he laid down on the ground between her and the mouth of the cave.  The teenage wolf slept as his body blocked anything from entering without waking him up.
Over the first few days of the pups’ lives, John stayed with them, completely missing out on the celebrations below with his tribe.  Even when John started to return to his normal routine, he came up to the cave and checked on Ember and the puppies twice a day.  The six canine puppies seemed to be developing normally and by the 9th day after their birth, all six had both eyes open and were eagerly exploring their new world.  The seventh puppy still had his eyes closed and was not very active.  Even though he was twice as big as the other puppies when they were born, he did not seem to be developing as fast as they were.  The other puppies were already bigger than he was.
John was afraid for the seventh puppy, but he was also afraid for himself.  He knew that in many places people could go to jail for mating with feral animals.  While he wasn’t really afraid of being put in jail, he was afraid of the tribal elders punishing him, or taking Ember and the puppies away from him.  
After three weeks has passed and the 7th puppy still hadn’t opened his eyes, John finally sought help from one of the tribe’s medicine people, telling her that his dog had a litter of puppies and that one of them was different and that it needed help.  He avoided mentioning that the thought that he was the father of the seventh puppy.
The old woman who he told about the puppies insisted on making the long climb up the side of the hill to the cave.  As soon as she had settled herself on the floor of the cave Ember and the six normal puppies were immediately all over her, whining, licking and squirming happily.  John carefully brought her the seventh puppy who whimpered in his paws but became immediately silent when the woman held him.
After a few minutes the old woman looked up at John.  Her voice gentle, she said, “This puppy is very special and will need very special care.”
John silently nodded, wanting to ask all kinds of questions but at the same time afraid of both the answers and afraid that he would get in trouble.
“The last time I saw a child of the wild and a child of the tribe produce a pup together I was still a young woman just starting to experience the burning need between my legs.  My grandmother was our tribe’s medicine woman.”
John’s eyes widened.  She knew!  “What happened to the pups?”
“Just like this litter, only one pup was of the tribe, but not like this situation, it was the mother of the pups that was of a child of the tribe.  She had three other puppies that grew like regular puppies of the wild.  The regular puppies developed much faster than normal puppies and lived many times longer.  But also so did the special pup who developed much faster than a normal child of the tribe would have.  I was given one of the regular puppies and I kept him for his entire life.  He was named Storm.  The special puppy that was like this one you have here grew up as a regular child of the tribe though she did not ever fit in with most of the tribe.  She was a very wild child and spent as much of her life in the wild as she could.  Finally she came back and found a mate and stayed with the tribe long enough to bring into this world a single son before she went into the woods and was never seen again.”
“What happened to her son?”
“He was raised not knowing that his mother was the cub of a tribal and a natural, but that did not hide his spirit from him.  To this day he will spend many months away from his tribe and his family, living wild in the woods and probably mating with the wild beasts.”
“The first bit sounds like my father.  He is gone for months at a time.”
The old woman nodded.  “It is your father of whom I speak.  Your mother was feral born.  I was her only true friend in the tribe.  Well, Storm and I.  She would let him breed her anytime she came to visit me before she and I would make love.  Ember might be your sister for all we know, and these puppies, especially this special one, could be related to you.”
John shifted nervously, partially relieved that she didn’t know and once again nervous about what he could safely reveal to her.  As he was trying to decide how much he should tell the old woman she bluntly asked, “Or is this puppy your own son?”
John felt his face and ears go red under his fur with embarrassment.  He wanted to crawl into a hole and hide but he dared not lie to the medicine woman.  “I am almost sure he is mine.”
“You are very young to be a father.  Tell me, is it lust or love that you have for his mother?  Think carefully before you answer me, boy.”  The tone to her command caused John to curly his bushy tail between his legs so tightly that it looked almost like a furry penis against his stomach.
Despite his fear of the consequences, John knew the answer without question.  He also knew that he had to tell the truth.  Without shame, but quite afraid even after hearing the old woman admit to being sexual with her pet, he boldly stated, “I love Ember more than I have ever loved anyone else.”
The old woman smiled.  “Your son will need to stay with Ember at least until his eyes open.  If she allows it and continues to produce milk, he should nurse at least until his teeth start to come in.  After that he will need bottle fed or to find another nursing mother.”
John sighed in relief.  “Thank you!  Thank you so much for your help.”
“My help has its price, young one.”  The old woman then smiled warmly and continued, “When the six are weaned, I would ask for one of the males if you are willing.  It is time I took another lover for my winter years.”
“Oh, yes!  Of course, wise Grandmother.  Thank you!”
Even though the title of “Grandmother” was customary to someone of her position, it caused the old woman to chuckle.  Storm had been her lover and he often bred this young man’s grandmother, and she and his grandmother were part time lovers as well.  In a way she could be his grandmother, though not by blood.  What she didn’t know was that she was closer to being a blood relation than she imagined.  Storm’s cum was still in John’s grandmother when she was impregnatred by his grandfather and John’s father had feral blood from both mother and one of his two fathers.
The old medicine woman continued, “Now, there are some rules I have for you.  First, do not nurse from Ember while the first six puppies still nurse; they need all the nutrition they can get.  After that, you may nurse along with your son if you wish, so long as you are gentle and mind your teeth.  That may even help to keep Ember producing milk longer.  Second, do not try to again breed with Ember until after the puppies are weaned.  You will have to find other outlets for your lust.  Third, do not ever in your life tell anyone else about this, including your father.  The tribe would disown you, if not outright kill you, and they would almost certainly kill your son.  As for your father, he is too wild to predict his reactions or be sure of his silence with others.”
“Not a problem at all.”  The youth shifted nervously then asked, “How come Ember never had my puppy before?  We have been mating almost daily for many, many months.”
“In every story I have heard of children produced by matings between tribals and naturals, the mother was fertilized by both a tribal and a natural regardless of whether she was tribal or natural.  None of the times my puppy, Storm, mated with me ever produced a child in me.  He was gone by the time I had a man of my own and then I was so heartbroken at Storm’s death that I did not seek out another wild dog to also mate with me.  Though had I known then what I now know... perhaps I would have.  I would have loved to have had Strom’s puppies and have one of them grow up as a member of the tribe.  Regardless, your Ember must have been with another dog soon before or soon after being with you.”
“Right before.  They were still tied when I found them.”
“And you mounted her right after the dog?”
“Just about.  I um...” John blushed then whispered, “I licked her a bit first.”
“You are lucky that the other dog didn’t see you as a threat and try to bite you, or did you chase him off first?”
“No, he just laid down and licked himself when I got in the way.”  John was embarrassed and not sure if he should reveal the rest, but he did.  “But he mounted me while I was tied with Ember.”
The old woman laughed and clasped her hands together.  “I would have loved to have seen that!  I love watching the gay men breed each other.”
John was so red that his blush showed clearly through his dark fur.  He felt that at any moment he could burst into flame.
With much whimpering from the puppies who continued to try to climb back into her lap, the old woman slowly got to her hands and knees then she stood up.  She patted Ember one more time and then placed the seventh puppy with his siblings.  “He will have beautiful white headfur when he grows a bit older.  Beyond that, I do not know his future, but he is touched by many spirits.  That much is certain.”
“Thank you again for your kindness and understanding.”
The old woman’s eyes twinkled mischievously.  “There is one other person you may discuss this situation with.  My own granddaughter is learning the ways of the medicine woman and she knows the story of your father and his mother, and Storm and I.  She is the only other person in the tribe beside you who knows or ever will know.  I will tell her all I know of what has happened between you and Ember and the other wild dog, as well as all of the lore I have learned on children of wild matings.  I am sure she will want to come up and meet your new family.  Treat her as you would treat me.”
John shifted nervously, unsure that he wanted anyone else to know, but he didn’t dare refuse the old medicine woman.  He respectfully walked with her a ways back down the hill and towards her own hut in the woods outside of the rest of the trib’s homes.  He enjoyed listening to her tales of how things were long ago, but he wanted to be back with his mate and his new son.  After a time he politely excused himself and broke away to return to his house to get some things for himself and Ember before returning to the cave.
* * *
AUTHOR’S NOTE:  The medicine woman in this story was directly inspired by the following song from the late Leigh Ann Hussey.
She Is Grandmother
Word & Music ©copyright 1988, Leigh Ann Hussey
http://motogrrl.org/Bands/LAH/HB/07_HB_SheIsGrandmother.mp3
She is Grandmother, She Is Grandmother.
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is the holt in the hollow hill; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the crescent not yet dark; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the working of wit and will; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the sight of sacred spark; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother. She is Grandmother. 
She is the Weaver of Destiny; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the centre of the maze; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the speaker of prophecy; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the sum of countless days; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is the pendulum's telling swing;
She is Grandmother. 
She is the stalk, the rune, the die; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the dance of trance-journeying; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the drum, the chant, the cry; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is the path into wombs of stone; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the sybil, seeress, sage;
She is Grandmother. 
She is the hidden and the shown; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the hope and threat of age; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother. She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother. She is Grandmother. 
She is the truth, for woe or weal; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the mirror of the soul; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the word that wounds to heal; 
She is Grandmother. 
She is the rending that makes whole;
She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
She is Grandmother, She is Grandmother. 
