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The bottle hissed as its cap flew off, its contents frothing and spewing out the top.
"Oops, heh, that one got a little excited," Tony chuckled sheepishly, handing the freshly opened beer to a fellow lion. "Who else wants one while I'm at it?" he called.
"Better grab yourself another one," an attractive lioness replied, winking.
"Mm, I'll grab one for myself," Tony teased, acting like he was going to pounce on her, "But first, I gotta go take a leak."
"Don't get lost!" the lioness advised.
Stepping outside the ring of light around the campfire, Tony made his way deeper into the woods, making sure he was well clear of the other partygoers. As he walked, he thought to himself with satisfaction that the party had been a big success. With 50-plus attendees, pretty much everybody who was anybody had been invited, and just about all of them showed up. Apparently the notion of getting drunk in the woods was more appealing than he'd thought. 
Smiling to himself, the 6' 2", muscular college jock at last found a suitable place, unzipped his fly, and flopped out his one-and-a-half-foot-long, uncut malehood. Resting his forearm against a branch, he relaxed and let loose a stream of urine, groaning softly in relief. He'd lost count of how many beers he'd had, but he did know that he hadn't popped the seal until now, and he settled in for a nice, long piss.
Perhaps it was the beers, or perhaps it was the sound of urine splattering off the leaves and pooling in the soft ground, but Tony didn't hear the footsteps, didn't put together that he wasn't quite as alone as he thought. What he did notice was when another, larger, and much more forceful stream joined his own, adding a pungent odor to the faint smell of petrichor. Startled, he jerked his head over, caught a glimpse of the biggest dick he'd ever seen, then quickly turned his head away, embarrassed.
"Oh, uh, hey, man," he said. "There's, uh, some pretty big woods out there; did you have to stand right next to me to do that?"
"Aww, I wouldn't worry too much about it, eh?" a voice drawled.
Tony frowned. The voice sounded like it had some from his right and several feet above his head. Being slightly on the taller end of the spectrum, the lion couldn't help but think he must have been imagining things. But, feline curiosity got the better of him, and against his better judgment, he broke with decorum and ventured a glance to the side, doing his best not to gawk at the freakishly huge member he'd seen. What he saw—at head-height—was an unclothed, barrel-shaped, and very muscular chest. Startled at the interloper's height, he jerked his head upward and did a double-take, momentarily cutting off his stream in surprise.
"What's up, man?" the deep-voiced stag asked, glancing down at him.
Tony quickly turned his head forward again, hesitated, then restarted his stream.
"What's the matter? Never seen a stag before?"
Tony started to answer, but it was about that time that he noticed another smell, something earthier and less acrid than the stag's copious pool of steaming piss, more primal. Musky. No sooner did he become aware of it than he felt his balls twitch a little bit. Despite the fact his cock was already busy, he felt it swelling with arousal, the lengthening shaft stretching and rolling back his foreskin slightly. He grimaced as the increased pressure on his urethra made it hard to piss, and he shifted uncomfortably.
The stag cleared his throat, and Tony blushed sheepishly.
"Uh, I–sorry, that's not—I'm not...you know..." he said, reddening even more.
"Don't worry," the stag replied, his uninterrupted stream bouncing as he laughed, "I have that effect on people."
Tony started to reply, but he realized he didn't know what to say.
"Say, you look like you work out," the stag said, turning to face Tony as their respective streams slowed to dribbles and stopped. "What do you bench?"
Caught off-guard by the question but always in the mood for a compliment, Tony puffed out his chest and nodded, turning to face the stag and being careful to keep his eyes above chest level. 
"Yeah, I work out five days a week," he replied. "I'm at 225 now."
"Not bad, not bad," the stag replied, nodding. "Big, muscular lion like yourself must get horny a lot, huh? All that testosterone running through your veins must be nice for packing on the muscle, but I bet it can drive you crazy from time to time, eh?"
Something twinged in the back of Tony's mind, and he abruptly realized that he was standing there pointing his rock-hard, throbbing dick at this total stranger—who, he suddenly realized, wasn't wearing any clothes, and whose dick was also rock-hard and throbbing...and easily twice as long and girthy as Tony's.
"Uh..."
"Must get really frustrating from time to time, eh? All that cum in your balls must get pent-up, must really need a release now and then?"
The stag's dick was uncut just like Tony's. The skin was a rich chocolate brown, and his scrotum even looked heavy, the velvety sack nearly as big as Tony's head and hanging ponderously down at the base of his cock.
Tony started. Wait, why was he noticing that? It wasn't like him to go around checking out other guys' junk.
The stag's foreskin was so long that it nearly completely covered his glans, yet just barely peeking through it was the stag's urethra, a droplet of piss still clinging to it. Gosh, the slit on it looked big enough to swallow Tony's dick whole.
What the fuck? Dude, knock it off! Tony admonished himself, huffing indignantly and inadvertently flooding his nostrils with that primal, masculine scent. He shuddered, feeling mentally hazy yet really, really horny.
"What do you think, bud?" the stag asked, taking a step forward. "Any port in a storm, eh?"
The stag's massive member was only inches away from Tony's own quivering, throbbing penis, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off of it. Transfixed, Tony watched as the stag's urethral walls seemed to part, opening just a little bit as if inviting him to slip inside. The inner walls glistened with moisture, and Tony couldn't help but agree that in times of need, any suitable hole would...would...
He shook his head, snapping himself out of it. What was he thinking? He needed to get back to the party, to his guests, not hang out here sword-fighting with this...weirdo. Naked weirdo. He took a breath to speak, but before he could say a word, he felt another wave of lust and haze wash over his mind. He exhaled, not sure of what it was he had been about to say.
"It's wet, warm, and tight in there," the stag said encouragingly.
Gosh, that sounded good. Tony's cock throbbed anxiously, and he found himself panting from the exertion of fighting against the burning lust threatening to take over his body and mind.
"Go on," the stag said, winking and leaning forward. "What have you got to lose?"
Oh, wow...his dick was nearly touching Tony's. All the lion had to do was lean forward, just...just a little bit... The stag was right. What did he have to lose? Nobody could see him this far from camp. And that wet, warm, tight hole less than an inch away was just begging him to do it.
"It's all yours," the stag said quietly. "Laid out in front of you, quivering, waiting. You just gotta reach out and take it, like any true male would."
Something in the back of Tony's mind told him this was a bad idea, yet how could it be? The lion took a deep breath. Musk and pheromones flooded his mind. He moaned softly as lust finally won out. Adjusting his stance, he lined up the tip of his prick with the stag's and pressed forward. His eyes rolled back in his head as he felt his foreskin unrolling, his glans rubbing against those walls that were even warmer, wetter, and tighter than the stag had promised. Tony groaned as he slid into the stag's member and was rewarded by a new sensation, one he'd never felt before despite having had a lion's share of willing partners: a strange yet pleasant feeling of tingling all over his body, head to toe, nose to tail. The sensation grew the deeper in he slid, and by the time his balls grazed the stag's glans, he felt like he was vibrating all over.
"Ohh..." he gasped.
"You like that, eh?" the stag chuckled. "Well, what do you think about this?"
The stag flexed his penis, squeezing down on Tony's malehood and making a gentle gulping, sucking noise. The lion's eyes rolled back in his head as the sensations intensified not only along his shaft but throughout his body, too. In fact, the tingling feeling had grown so strong that Tony momentarily forgot his lust, his attention drawn to the way that his muscles all seemed to tense and harden in response.
"How—how are you doing that?" he breathed.
"You like it?"
"Y–yeah."
The intense tingling lasted a few more seconds, and then the stag relaxed his cock's grip on Tony. The intensity faded, yet the feelings along the lion's shaft remained both pleasant and titillating. As Tony's muscles relaxed, he felt both pumped up and relaxed at the same time, not unlike the time he'd tried TENS on his abs, except this time, he felt it all over.
"It's kind of a shame, eh?" the stag said.
"Huh?" Tony asked, startled.
"As big of a guy as you are, I'd have expected you to be benching at least 315. Seems like you could do better, is all."
Tony bristled, but as the stag flexed his cock again, any indignation the lion felt melted away, replaced by ecstasy as his muscles all tensed up again, his penis swelled, and his balls felt strangely heavy.
"Ohh, what a strong male you are," the stag gushed, his body visibly shuddering as he relaxed his grasp again, his cock making another gulping noise.
"Wh–what do you mean?"
As the tingling abated, Tony blinked and tried to clear the fuzz from his brain. He felt...weaker, maybe? Exhausted? He couldn't quite put words to the way he felt, but it definitely wasn't a good feeling. 
"I'm just saying that you're naturally gifted, eh," the stag replied. "I can feel all that strength in you. It's all...bunched up, waiting to explode." He shook his head. "It really is a shame. A crying shame, eh."
"Why?"
Instead of replying, the stag flexed again, and Tony couldn't even remember having asked the question as his body tensed once more, pleasure-induced haze once again drowning out his thoughts. He fell silent as the stag flexed and released a few times, the soft sucking and gulping getting louder and more insistent. Might as well enjoy it, the lion thought blithely, since his mind was too hazy to form words anyway. As the stag fell into a rhythm, Tony's mind slowly came to anticipate the flexing, the sucking noise, the intensity rising, the tensing, and the subsequent relaxation that ended with a soft gulp. Yet as this cycle continued, something in the back of his mind told him this wasn't right. All of these cycles were supposed to be building up to something big and explosive. Every one of the countless times he'd had sex, that's how it had always worked, but this was different. He wasn't getting closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. There wasn't that element of saving up a little excitement with each cycle, that feeling of climbing higher and higher to take the plunge all at once. Instead, each cycle left him feeling about the way he was at the beginning, only a little more tired.
"All these natural gifts you have, they're wasted on you," the stag said pointedly as he flexed again, interrupting Tony's attempt to piece together what was going on. "You should give them to someone who will use them to their full potential."
The lion frowned. "I'm not wasting anything," he replied, yet his voice hinted at a lack of conviction.
"But of course, you are," the stag chided him, flexing again. "With these muscles and so much testosterone, you should be training around the clock! Flexing those muscles, tearing them down, feeding them protein and making them bigger. Yet here you are, drinking booze instead of maximizing your potential!" He shook his head. "Tsk, tsk. It truly is a shame. But, I will help you."
As the stag spoke, Tony was finding himself increasingly distracted. He realized that not only was he feeling a little more tired with each flex but also weaker. Paying attention the next time he tensed up, he confirmed that indeed, he could not flex his muscles quite as tightly as he had the time before. Thinking maybe it was just fatigue, he deliberately tried to flex extra hard the next time the stag squeezed his member, but no matter how hard he tried, he could not equal his past performance.
Though he was starting to suspect what was going on, he could not have known without looking in a mirror that what he was feeling was indeed having a pronounced and visible effect on his body. His thick, dark-colored mane around his neck and disappearing into his shirt was already beginning to shorten, and the bulging ridges on his pecs, shoulders, and biceps were visibly flattening and smoothing out. The fabric on his shirt, stretched to the limits by his muscle mass, had begun to relax and then to drape loosely over his smaller frame as the muscles that had stretched it now receded, leaving openings at the sleeves and neck.
The stag, however, did see the transformation.
"Not to mention those clothes, eh?" he remarked with a faint smirk.
"What about my clothes?" Tony asked, then gasped as he looked down and saw what the stag had been able to watch all along. "What the hell?!"
He tried to jerk backwards, but the stag caught his wrist and held him firmly. Only moments before, Tony would have wrenched his hand free, pulled backwards, and then charged his taller opponent, yet now the stag's grip on his wrist felt like a steel vise; no matter how hard he struggled, the lion could not free himself.
"Shh, don't fight it," the stag said. "It's too late anyway, eh?"
"Wh–what are you doing to me?" the lion asked, feeling frighteningly helpless for perhaps the first time in his life.
"I told you," the stag replied. "You go around wearing clothes like someone afraid to be himself, eh. When you're as hung as I am, when you have as much testosterone flowing through your veins as you have blood, you don't cover up, eh? You flaunt it!"
To punctuate his point, he used his free hand to gesture to himself. He was indeed a fine specimen of a male. Coarse, brown hair rippled over bulging abs, all eight of them sharply defined and leading up to two massive pectoral muscles. His biceps and even his forearms were bigger around than Tony's head, and his thick, powerful legs looked like miniature tree trunks. As Tony watched him with a mixture of unnerved, morbid curiosity and a new found, inexplicable sense of abject adoration, it almost seemed as if the stag was growing before his very eyes, his massive rack of antlers looking like a miniature forest perched upon the stag's head.
"I carry myself like a proud male should, eh? When I'm not eating or sleeping, I'm out building my body and making use of my gifts. You, on the other hand, are out wasting time partying. You don't deserve your gifts, so I'm taking them for someone who won't waste 'em. Those big, thick muscles you had? Not anymore. Just look at yourself! You've gone soft, eh?"
Tony looked down and gasped to see his shirt, once tight-fitting, now draping down over his torso like a gown. His pants, which he'd filled out nicely with his own powerful thighs and glutes, now hung loosely from his hip-bones, draping baggily down his legs and not even touching his once-impressive calves. Forgetting himself, he clawed at his shirt and pulled it up to reveal a lithe, smooth torso completely devoid of any muscle definition whatsoever.
"Wh—but—how?" he stammered.
"Shh," the stag said again, putting his finger gently to Tony's lips. "It's gonna be all right, little male. You're giving away your strength to someone who will use it properly, eh. That's good, isn't it?"
Tony bit his lip. His instincts told him to try to fight it, but as he took some deep breaths, fighting off the sudden urge to cry, he caught another whiff of the stag's pheromones, which had only gotten stronger as he stole Tony's testosterone and used it against him. The pungent smell washed over the lion's mind, calming him and leaving him as docile as a kitten. All the while, the stag's member continued to make its soft sucking, gulping noises.
"You want your strength to be put to its best use, don't you?" the stag pressed.
Tony nodded uncertainly. He didn't like the changes he was feeling, but at least there was a nice, big, strong male here to protect him during these scary times. He stopped trying to pull backwards, and the stag let go of his wrist. The lion rubbed his wrist nervously, standing there as the stag continued to flex his cock, which sucked and gulped with even greater gusto than before. Perhaps it was because of his weakened state; perhaps it was because he didn't have nearly as much testosterone to distract him, but the lion at last felt exactly what was happening each time the stag flexed. He felt his body tense, but as he did, he also felt bits of strength seeping out of his muscles, like an orange being squeezed by a juicer. The tingling, he realized, was the feeling of all that strength flowing through his veins, and the pleasure he felt came from it collecting in his balls, if only briefly, before being sucked out through his still-hard cock and gulped down into who-knows-where.
Dismayed at finally piecing it together, Tony started to fight again, but the stag restrained him easily, grasping him by the back of his maneless neck and holding him still as effortlessly as if he sleeping.
"It's almost over, eh? Just a few more minutes," the stag said reassuringly. "Be a good little male and stay still for me, eh?"
Beaten and lacking even the will to fight—let alone the strength—Tony huffed, bewildered, and stood still. The sucking and gulping peaked in intensity and then subsided. The whole-body tingling faded and then stopped. The stag flexed again, and Tony felt his balls shiver. He swallowed hard, wondering if this was the time when he finally got to get off. He could not have known that the shiver he'd felt was the sensation of his scrotum being emptied and the skin shrinking to close over his now non-existent gonads.
At last, the tingling in his penis subsided, and he let out a sigh of relief mixed with mild disappointment. The stag let go of the back of his head, and Tony took a step backwards. Yet, instead of the feeling of his foreskin rolling back up as he slid out, he felt the stag's malehood swallow one last time, giving a little pull on his groin. At first it seemed like just a superficial tug, like when he jacked himself off, but then the stag's member gave a sharp yank that felt like it was pulling from Tony's very core. He shuddered, grimacing as he experienced what felt like his cock disengaging from his body. All at once, something gave way, and Tony tripped backwards, barely catching himself before he fell. Shuddering again thinking about that weird, disconcerting feeling, he looked down and did a double-take as he let out a shocked yelp. His heart racing, he fumbled with the button on his jeans and then clawed to pull them and his underwear down, unable to believe what he saw.
Where his once-proud cock and larger-than-average balls had been was nothing but a smooth, featureless, hairless patch, a barely squishy pad of flesh even more naked than the day he was born, surrounding a tiny hole. The golden fur that had once covered his balls had receded, making the peach-colored patch stand out in sharp contrast to his tawny, lightly furred belly.
"Wh—where's my dick?!" Tony cried, looking up at the stag in horror.
In answer, the stag patted his still-erect member and smirked, glancing pointedly at a bulge at the tip. As Tony watched in horror, the bulge moved purposefully down the stag's length before disappearing into his body. Moments later, the stag's cock twitched and lengthened by a couple of inches. The male shuddered, his eyes half-closing in ecstasy before he recovered and regarded Tony matter-of-factly.
Overwhelmed, the lion collapsed to his knees as tears welled up in his eyes. Lacking the energy or even drive to fight them off, he began to cry.
"Oh, shh, there, there," the stag said reassuringly as his erection at last began to subside.
Gently putting his hand behind the lion's head and pulling him in close, the stag began lightly petting him. Tony buried his face in the stag's groin, his nose pressed between the buck's ball-sack and thigh, alternately sobbing and deeply inhaling straight from the source of the male's powerful pheromones. The strong odor penetrated deep into Tony's mind, driving out all other thoughts and sensations, and it took only a few seconds for Tony to forget why he was crying and fall silent. A silent voice told him to relax and just breathe deeply. As he did so, he felt himself getting sleepy, but the voice urged him to breathe some more. Calm, peace, and a persistent mental haze settled in over Tony's mind. His eyes grew heavy, and at last, he slumped against the stag's leg.
"That'll about do it, eh?" the stag chuckled. Lightly shaking Tony's shoulder, he said, "Wake up, little male. It's time you got busy."
The lion looked up at him with a vacant expression.
"Time to go find some other worthy males," the stag said.
The androgynous, leonine thrall got to his feet, stumbling over the baggy clothes as he made his way deeper into the forest.
As it turned out, Tony had everything to lose.

