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The stakes have never been higher. The crops are failing, and the calves are dying before they finish nursing. The gods are angry, and there is only one solution: a sacrifice must be made.
Plucked off the vine the very morning she reaches adulthood, the young she-moose is taken to the crones' hut, where the elders wash her body with astringent herbs and rub her labia with the scent of the she-wolf. The smell burns the cow's nose and makes her sex tingle in ways she does not understand. How could she? She has never seen a bull, let alone experienced his pheromones' effect on her body.
The crones wash her all day and repeat her simple instructions over and over: when darkness falls, she must enter the woods, seek out the clearing, and empty the phial she will be given beneath the light of the full moon. The rest... is up to the gods.
The young cow's stomach flutters. She knows the stakes and her instructions, yet she cannot understand how they are related. The crones urge her to focus only on accepting her fate.
Their advice is not comforting.
The sky blazes with vibrant color as sunset reaches its peak. The oldest crone pushes a phial into the cow's hands, and the crones surround her naked body and usher her to the edge of the woods.
"Go now!" they command her, pointing. "Go!"
The force of their exhortation drives her, running, into the woods.
Abruptly, she finds herself in the clearing. The moon is huge overhead.
Nervously, she uncorks the phial and pours it onto the ground.
The scent of concentrated male fills her nostrils. Instincts take over. She falls to the ground, rolling on the moistened spot.
The gods are watching. All assume their wolf forms. As one, they stalk into the clearing. The she-moose is too overcome to notice.
They encircle her. She looks up, but too late.
Dropping to all fours, she cowers and begs for mercy.
The gods will be merciful—but they will have their sacrifice.
The largest mounts her and takes her cherry for his own. The she-moose weeps, but the scent of male provides distraction. 
The largest's knot swells inside her. He fills her with his divine essence for thirty minutes before withdrawing. One by one, the gods take their turns bestowing their gifts upon the virgin sacrifice.
She awakens to find her belly distended and her teats swollen with milk. Instinct kicks in, and she runs back to the village. The crones meet her at the forest's edge and hurry her back to their hut. Her water breaks and is carefully collected and sprinkled on the crops. Her belly shrinks, and the crones hurriedly usher the village's young in to nurse from her blessed teats, gaining strength, health, and intellect.
The harvest that year is bigger than any can remember; the calves, healthy and hale.
The gods are pleased with their sacrifice. The village shall live to see another year.

