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After a cool dip in the river, Maelduin felt yet another physical urge weighing heavily upon his eyelids and 
realized that he had gone quite a long time without sleep. Sprawling under one of the nearby trees, he 
drifted off almost immediately and slept dreamlessly for several hours. But after that, all of the lingering 
thoughts and uncertainty began to manifest in his mind, and he began to dream. 

In his dream, he relived his experience with the mare from before, but this time, she seemed reluctant even 
though he had gone through all the right motions. Though there was nothing forcing her to stay where she 
was, he was overcome with an overwhelming sense of guilt, as if he had forced himself on her. His sleeping 
body began to twitch, his face to grimace as damning thoughts flurried through his mind. He awoke a few 
minutes later in a cold sweat and sat up abruptly, his heart pounding and guilt gnawing a hole in his 
stomach. 

The moonlight had moved and now streamed from new places in the canopy, but the forest was otherwise 
the same as it had been when he fell asleep. The mellow scent of petrichor soothed his pounding heart, 
and the softness of the decomposing leaves below him enticed him to lie back down. Softly chirring insects 
lulled him back to sleep, but no sooner were his eyes closed than the aching feeling returned to his stomach 
and chest, threatening to crush him. 

You're a degenerate, a selfish husk of a druid, his inner voice accused him. You used that mare for your 
own gratification just like you did all those animal pelts. You haven't changed a bit! 

No! his mind cried, trying to defend himself. She wanted it. She wouldn't have let me do it if she didn't. She 
strung me along for a long time; she could have kept doing it, or she could have run away! 

Excuses contrived to let you live with what you've done, his inner voice retorted dismissively. Not only have 
you disgraced yourself by sleeping with lesser beings, now you're trying to make yourself out to be the hero! 
You are no hero, Maelduin. You are nothing but a disgusting horse-fucker with no self-control. Mark my 
words: you'll be fucking the next animal you see; I guarantee it! 

How is that my fault? Aethnid is forcing me to do that! 

And you're not enjoying it a bit, I'm sure, his inner voice replied sarcastically. No matter what you tell 
yourself, Maelduin, you know what you are and what you've done, and you get to live with that. 

He awoke again, sitting up sharply and feeling miserable. By this time, though, the sun had risen and 
replaced the silver moonbeams with golden ones. Maelduin sighed and flopped back down on his back. 

Why get up? he thought to himself. I'm stuck here for who-knows-how-long with nothing to do. Might as well 
make it a late start. 

He tried to go back to sleep, but the guilt and self-condemnation kept him awake, and the intensifying 
sunbeams seemed to stimulate some part of him deep down, exhorting him to get up and begin wandering 
some more. 

"Ugh, fine, fine!" he grumbled, rolling over and getting to his feet. "It's not like I have any particular place to 
be anyway! But, here you go: I'm up. Now what?" 

His stomach rumbled, and he rolled his eyes. 

He set out in search of food, and before long, he found a patch of edible mushrooms, of which he made 
short work. Feeling sated, he looked around, unsure of what to do next and fully expecting Aethnid to either 
put some creature in his path or to appear herself to chastise him—or worse, taunt him. Finding neither, he 
stood in place, bouncing up and down lightly on the balls of his feet and swinging his arms forward and 
backward aimlessly. At last, he shrugged and picked a direction at random, striding out as if with a sense 
of purpose, though he wasn't fooling anybody. 

The forest seemed desolated. No insects chirred; no birds flapped by overhead. There were no horses or 
deer or wolves to hassle him, and after walking in utter solitude for over an hour, he began to feel a pang 
of loneliness. At least before, he'd had some company. Now even the trees seemed somehow closed-off 
to him, and he began to search in earnest for some living soul to give him a sense of camaraderie.  

After about an hour of looking in vain, he found himself feeling increasingly anxious. His pace quickened, 
and before long, he was running through the woods, feeling lost and desperately alone. 
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They've all left you, his inner voice said malevolently. It serves you right. 

Shut up and leave me alone! Maelduin mentally cried, his head whipping left and right, desperately 
searching for even a squirrel or mouse to accompany him. 

Winded, he stopped abruptly and put his hands on his knees, panting and catching his breath. 

"Where is everybody?!" he cried. 

Something warm, furry, and humid brushed against his side. Jumping in surprise, he whirled and gasped. 

Standing next to where he had just been was a moose. Maelduin's eyes widened as he looked up, startled 
that something so big could have snuck up on him. For a moment, he feared for his life, knowing that just 
a light nudge from the oversized deer's head could send him sprawling, and should the moose step on 
him—even by accident—there would be permanent damage. Yet the moose's bright, alert eyes and ears 
conveyed no sense of fear or anger, only friendliness and curiosity. Maelduin's heart skipped a beat. 

"Oh, uh, hi!" he said, genuinely glad for the company. 

He hesitated, then stepped forward tentatively and offered the back of his wrist for the moose to smell. This 
the moose did, and then pressed its nose up against his palm. The druid grinned in spite of himself and 
petted the moose's soft, bulbous nose. 

"Um, pardon me," Maelduin said, leaning over and glancing under the moose's belly, "Uh, Miss." 

The moose-cow seemed to take no offense and instead moved up beside him, offering her side to him for 
him to pet. Her coat was coarse, and she smelled a bit musty but not unpleasantly so. She seemed to lean 
in as the druid petted her, and unlike every other creature that had come up to him, she didn't seem to be 
in a hurry to have sex right away. Maelduin smiled again, contented to pet her for a good fifteen minutes or 
so before his arm started getting tired. 

"It was nice to meet you," the druid said, lowering his arm and taking a step back. "I–I'm afraid I don't have 
anything for you, though." 

The moose watched him placidly as he took another step back. 

"Well, um... so long," Maelduin said wistfully. 

He turned and walked away, feeling both happy for the momentary company and also sad at leaving and 
confused as to why he felt so strongly that he had to go. But as he turned and looked over his shoulder, a 
smile spread over his lips on seeing the moose following him a respectful distance away. 

"It's nice to have someone to talk to. I guess you don't say much, though," he said, looking over his shoulder. 

The moose didn't say anything, and the druid chuckled and shook his head. He began to make small talk, 
monologuing about nothing in particular and yet feeling somehow like his companion was hanging on every 
word he said and nodding in agreement behind him. They came to a river and turned to parallel it, weaving 
in and out of the trees here and there and periodically stopping for a drink of its cool, clear water. As the 
hours passed and Maelduin felt strangely attached to the moose-cow, his body began to feel less attached 
to the water he'd consumed, and before long, he felt himself needing to urinate. 

"Oh, uh, gimme a sec," he said at last, stepping over to a tree and leaning on it as he pissed on the ground. 

All at once, the moose's demeanor changed. Her eyes lit up, and she rushed forward to the spot, not even 
letting him finish before knocking him out of the way so she could sniff the spot where his urine had pooled.  

"Whoa, hey, what?" Maelduin cried, caught off-guard by her sudden aggressiveness. 

Dropping to her knees, the moose began to rub her face and neck on the spot and then to roll all over it like 
a cat in a catnip patch. 

"What the hell?" the druid asked helplessly. 

Bewildered at the sudden change from what felt like a lifelong friend to a drug addict desperate to get her 
fix, Maelduin could do nothing but stare as she continued rubbing herself over the wet patch for what felt 
like half an hour before she finally seemed to recompose herself and look up at him contentedly. 
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"Uh... okay, not gonna lie, Miss, but that was, um... kinda weird," Maelduin said. "Feel better now?" 

The moose didn't reply, and the druid shrugged, shook his head, and hesitantly began to walk away. Seeing 
him, the moose's ears pricked up, and she hastily got to her feet, pursuing him much more intently than she 
had before.  

"Hey, what gives?" Maelduin protested as she got up next to him and rubbed her head against him so hard 
that it knocked him off-course. "I thought you were being a gentle giant?" 

The moose responded by nuzzling him again, and for the first time since meeting her, Maelduin abruptly 
felt a twinge of arousal. He started, then shook his head. Surely he must just be imagining it. But as the 
cow nuzzled him again, he felt himself spring to attention. Something about the female's interest in him, the 
way she rubbed against him, and the slightly gross yet strangely titillating smell of his own urine mixed with 
her mild body odor being rubbed on him all combined to make him suddenly feel almost as interested in 
her as she was in him. 

"You—you want to?" he asked. 

The moose let out a low, warbling sound and turned her backside to him. Maelduin shuddered ecstatically, 
but as he stepped up to her, he knew immediately that things were not going to work like that. 

"I–you're too tall," he said, reaching up and giving her a brush under the tail. "I'm too short to reach you." 

The moose pressed backward, rubbing her vulva against his hand. He held his hand firmly in place, feeling 
her folds begin to part around him. Feeling extremely aroused, he shuddered and pulled his hand back. 

"I'm sorry," he said, shaking his head, "But like I said, I'm not tall enough." 

The moose looked back at him expectantly, but then, as if it was slowly dawning on her what he meant, 
she took a step forward, knelt down, and flopped onto the ground with a soft "oof". Moving her tail out of 
the way, she looked over her shoulder with that same bright-eyed look she'd given him when they first met. 

Maelduin took the hint. Wasting no time, he knelt down behind the moose-cow, lightly grasping her tail in 
one hand and her flank in the other as he guided himself up into her. 

They both shuddered at the sensation as his girth slipped inside like a hand into a glove. Maelduin let out 
a contented sigh, any compunctions he'd felt the night before momentarily silenced as his foreskin unrolled 
and his balls kissed her buttocks. A glazed-over expression came over her face as she felt him enter her 
and gently probe her depths. The sensation of a shorter but slightly thicker member than she was used to 
and the unique texture as his prepuce rubbed and unrolled inside of her captivated her attention.  

She flicked her tail eagerly, and Maelduin began to stroke into and out of her. As his thrusts became more 
intense, he leaned over, resting his chest on her hip and lightly hugging her body. The closeness and 
intimacy aroused him greatly, heightening his senses. He closed his eyes and savored the moment. The 
brush of her hair against his belly, chest, and groin made him tremble with anticipation, and his thrusts 
became more insistent yet no less sensual as he slipped from glans to balls into and out of her, working his 
hips to stroke along each wall of her passage. 

She welcomed his ministrations with rapidly growing interest. Already her walls were beginning to lightly 
spasm and twitch. Her hooves twitched and kicked lightly with delight. She arched her back and rocked her 
hips towards him, giving him maximum access to her innermost recesses, which he took full advantage of, 
letting out a whimper as he felt himself grow harder. 

With a soft huff, the moose's walls squeezed hard against Maelduin's throbbing rod. Her body tensed and 
then became very relaxed, her passage softening and loosening. Maelduin gasped, his eyes snapping open 
as he thrust again, sensing that he was about to miss his opportunity. Clutching her desperately, he thrust 
hard and fast in staccato movements, rubbing his most sensitive parts against her in a frantic bid to get off 
before it was too late. 

"No, wait, please!" he gasped as she extended her front legs. 

Cling as he might to her rump, he could do nothing to stop the thousand-pound cow from getting her back 
legs under her, rocking backward, and then pushing off the ground to get to her feet, knocking him out of 
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her and onto his back in the process. Sprawling on his back with his cock throbbing out in the breeze, he 
let out a whimper as she took a few steps forward. 

"Not fair," he muttered. "I thought we had something special going on." 

The moose stopped, turned, and came back to nuzzle his cheek. While the druid appreciated the gesture, 
it did not solve the problem that now faced him, and he reached down to stroke himself. The moose-cow 
wandered off, leaving him to play helplessly with his dick. 

Maelduin didn't even notice her departure. Now desperately horny, he tried in vain for over an hour to give 
himself just a little more stimulus, just enough to push him over the edge. But the harder he tried, the softer 
his penis grew until finally with a frustrated groan, he gave up and let his completely flaccid member flop 
onto his waist. Despite his penis's obvious lack of interest, the rest of him remained fiercely aroused, and 
he knew without a doubt that the faerie goddess was up to another of her tricks. 

"Now what do you want, Aethnid?" he demanded. 

Lightning struck, and the goddess appeared, grinning innocently but looking terrifying nevertheless due to 
her eyebrows. 

"Who? Moi?" she asked. "What makes you think I have anything to do with your current predicament?" 

"Cut the crap, Aethnid," Maelduin muttered. "I'm in no mood." 

The goddess raised her eyebrows, which disappeared into her hairline. "Well! Aren't we feeling high and 
mighty?" she asked pointedly. 

Maelduin huffed. "The moose-cow left before I could get off, but there aren't any more moose around here," 
he complained. "I know you had something to do with this." 

"Well, excuse me if I don't hand you every animal to fuck on a silver platter," Aethnid replied indignantly. 
"Last I checked, this was your punishment. Maybe you ought to try doing a little work for it!" 

"I shouldn't be fucking these animals in the first place," Maelduin retorted. "You created this punishment, 
so you tell me what I'm supposed to do." 

A cruel grin spread over the faerie's face. "Suffer," she replied simply. 

"Huh?!" 

She shrugged. "You said it yourself: this is my punishment of you, so if I want you to suffer, suffer you shall! 
Make no mistake, Maelduin: I don't owe you anything, not an explanation, not detailed instructions, not 
even a willing animal to get your dick wet. If you want to get off, it's time you took some initiative. And 
furthermore, Maelduin: nothing is off the table. All my children deserve satisfaction, so don't narrow your 
sights too tightly on what you think you should pleasure next." 

With that, she vanished, leaving the druid dumbfounded. 

"Nothing is off the table?" he asked. "Don't set my sights too tightly? What does that even mean?" 

Groaning, he got to his feet and proceeded to trudge in the direction the moose-cow had gone, following 
her tracks and hoping that maybe she'd be up for another round. But although she only had a few minutes' 
head start on him, she was nowhere to be found, and after half an hour or so, Maelduin huffed in frustration, 
conceding that he'd lost track of her. He resumed wandering aimlessly, periodically grimacing and grabbing 
his horny-yet-flaccid cock and squeezing it irritably.  

Muttering to himself, he walked past a clearing and would have kept going if the hair on his neck hadn't 
twinged a bit. He froze, then turned and looked to see a much larger moose standing in the clearing, 
watching him, his horns spreading nearly six feet apart atop his head. As Maelduin marveled at his size, he 
began to paw at the ground with both his front hooves. Maelduin watched curiously as the bull got the 
ground good and ground up and then squatted and pissed onto the little pit he'd made. 

Maelduin stared for a moment before realizing what was going on, then grimaced and looked away. He 
started to walk off, but the pheromone-laced scent wafted over to him and froze him in his tracks. 
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That smell! 

Suddenly rock-hard, he practically tripped over himself as he staggered towards the moose, throwing 
caution to the wind in his desperate need to be closer to the source of that scent, to have it all over himself.  

The moose, who under normal circumstances would likely have found a human charging towards him 
threatening, watched him with the same amusement that he would watch any female in rut season. Not 
feeling the slightest bit hurried by the druid's approach, he continued to relieve himself before inhaling his 
own scent deeply and deciding that he'd like to wear a bit of his own perfume. Dropping down to his knees, 
he began to rub his neck on the pit and then rolled all over before Maelduin could make it to him. Feeling 
accomplished, he lay sitting upright with his legs wicking a bit of the mixture into their fur. 

Maelduin arrived at last and glanced up at the moose incredulously. 

"Y–you're in the way!" he protested, moving over to push on the moose (as if that would have any effect). 

The moose regarded him placidly, completely unperturbed by the human's feeble efforts. 

"Aww, come on!" Maelduin whined. 

Desperate, he pressed his body up against the moose's side. A faint tinge of moisture and the potent scent 
of pheromones rubbed off onto him, making his eyes and nostrils widen. He panted and began rubbing 
himself frantically against the moose, flipping over to rub both sides against him. His cock raged with 
arousal, but the thought of jacking himself had not even crossed his mind. All he could think about was that 
acrid, musky smell and how desperately he needed it all over himself. 

Finally, the druid's persistence paid off, and the moose roused himself, getting to his feet and stepping off 
just enough that Maelduin could take his place. Just as the moose-cow had done, Maelduin threw himself 
on the ground, first rubbing his face in the pungent scent, getting a mixture of mud and piss all over his face 
and matting it in his hair. The pungent smell right next to his nostrils drove him wild, and he began writhing 
on the ground, rubbing his back from shoulders to toes in the stuff before rolling over and pressing his chest 
and groin into it, even taking handfuls of it and smearing them into the space between his legs and ball-
sack, up the crack of his ass, and under his armpits.  

Yet even covered, reeking, and filthy from head to toe, Maelduin could not get enough of the stuff. Looking 
around wildly, he saw the moose standing a few feet away, watching him with a mixture of patience and 
newfound interest now that the druid had gone to such lengths to attract his attention. Determined that 
nothing short of the source of such intoxicating scent would suffice, Maelduin began crawling on hands and 
knees before staggering to his feet and careening over towards the bull. Once more, he rubbed himself up 
against the bull's side and even stepped forward towards the moose's face. 

"Please," Maelduin gasped, "I need you—need that smell, no! all of you—inside of me!" 

Appearances aside, the moose did not understand human speech, but as Maelduin practically threw himself 
at the bull, the smell of himself and the erratic—albeit vaguely familiar—body language seemed to get the 
point across. He began to lick his lips instinctively and to begin to sniff Maelduin all over: the sides, the hair, 
and between his legs. The moose liked the latter's smell the best, and he spent a fair bit of time licking and 
sniffing at the druid's ball-sack and buttocks and even managed to graze the druid's anus a time or two. 

For Maelduin, the hot breath tantalizing his skin at random places set his toes on edge, exciting him so 
much that his penis began to drool copious precum that dangled by a thread before adhering to and sliding 
down his inner thigh, intermingling with the moose's urine and mud to create a new scent altogether: one 
that was equally intoxicating for man and moose alike. As the moose's tongue moved forward and began 
to flick against Maelduin's sack, the druid shivered and involuntarily spread his legs lewdly. His groin felt 
like it was about to catch on fire from lust. His stomach was twisted in knots with anticipation, his chest 
heaved, and sweat began to pour from him despite the slightly cool temperature. 

"Oh, my gosh, please, please," Maelduin half-whispered, half-gasped as he backed up towards the moose, 
grinding his perineum against the bull's nose. "Please, I–I'm so horny!" 

Maelduin's heart skipped a beat as he felt the moose lift his head, step forward, and press his chest against 
the human's backside. 
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"Y–yes," he panted. "Please." 

But the force of the moose's weight knocked him off-balance, and he had to take a step forward to recover. 
The moose took that as lack of interest and began to back off. Maelduin suddenly noticed the absence of 
the moose's weight and heat, whipped his head around, and gasped. 

"No! Wait! Please, I'm sorry; I–I just lost my balance! Try again! I'll be still, I promise!" he cried, scrambling 
over in front of the moose. 

The moose looked at him curiously, then again reached down to sniff at his groin. Maelduin shivered with 
anticipation as a surge of arousal shot through him like lightning. Once more, the moose lifted his head, 
and Maelduin braced for impact, taking a wide stance as the moose's chest pressed roughly against him. 
This time, he held firm, and another thrill went through him as he felt the moose's weight pressing against 
his tailbone. 

"Ooh, yes..." 

The moose took a step back, then stepped forward and straddled the human, being too tall to actually land 
on his back. Maelduin froze, feeling the blunt tip of the moose's cock rubbing against his back. For a 
moment, his sense of self-preservation returned, and he questioned whether it was wise to be standing 
under a 1000-pound animal about to drive all that weight into him via a barely-tapered appendage. But as 
a stream of pre dribbled out of the moose's cock, leaving a hot, wet trail down his back, the druid felt his 
resolve strengthen. 

"H–hang on," he panted, extending his legs to stand on his feet rather than his knees, lifting himself up until 
he could feel the moose's belly pressing against his back. Shuddering and pre-cumming profusely, he 
reached behind him, felt of the moose's member with his fingers, and guided it between his buttocks. 

The moose seemed to gasp, his eyes suddenly going wide as he felt his member slip into the warm, moist 
canyon between the druid's legs. Instinct took over, and he thrust forward, taking a half-step to drive himself 
balls-deep into the druid. 

Maelduin let out an ecstatic moan as he felt the moose slide into him, spreading his anus and even his 
buttocks wide apart as it rubbed his desperately overfilled prostate. White fluid immediately began to dribble 
from the druid's penis, yet the moose had not even begun to climax. Thrusting lightly, the bull bottomed 
himself out, his balls slapping against Maelduin's and sending the druid over the edge. With an 
overwhelmed, shocked cry of relief, Maelduin fired a blast of cum onto the ground below him and clenched 
his ass down tightly around the invading member. The moose chuffed, and then his cock swelled, throbbed, 
and fired into the druid.  

It was all over very fast, but for the two horny males, it was everything they could have wanted. They stood 
there for several seconds basking in the afterglow before slowly coming to. The moose took a half-step 
backward, and Maelduin dropped back to all fours and crawled out from under him. Too wobbly to get to 
his feet, he keeled over on his side, exhausted and feeling deep, complete relief from the horniness that 
had plagued him for the last several hours. The moose, meanwhile, meandered off somewhere, leaving the 
druid alone to regain his senses. 

As the druid lay there, half-asleep, woozy, and a little giddy, the stars on his ring faded, replaced by far 
more detailed depictions of Ursa Major copulating in the way they do. 


