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Fucking The Centaur Chief (Mother of the Fey, #7)

Maisha ruminated on it all for days.
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The magic was fading, and the faun god suspected darker gods of being responsible. And he’d entrusted her with playing a part in fixing it all. But surely if the magic was fading, then her power wouldn’t do much?
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After a while she came to the conclusion that her power was separate from his in a way, despite his giving it to her. Perhaps he was overdoing it himself trying to fix things - and chose a vessel to fill with what magic he could spare.
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But if it was true, if she was not affected by this fading, then...why? And how could she help?
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Well, he’d already told her how she could help, really, but she wished to the heavens that there was something more she could do. Something that would put his worry about the magic at ease, something that would break the fear that he seemed to feel.
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Maisha took a deep breath, and turned in the direction of the local village.
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She had worried herself perhaps a little too much, and a little ale to ease her tenseness would be quite welcome right now. She hadn’t been by the village in a few weeks, not since her last trip there to secure some fabric for the babe she had assumed she’d be caring for. It lay unused, while the little sapling her child had become was flourishing.
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But the closer Maisha got to the village, the more she felt - a sudden sense of wrongness, a feeling of danger.
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Something is wrong, I can feel it.

––––––––
[image: ]


Perhaps bandits...there had been talk from some of the birds of a band or two of them, roving about and robbing other villages. But she’d never thought that such a thing could happen here.
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But given everything as a whole...
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Maisha took a deep breath, and kept walking, while trying to ignore that growing tenseness in her gut. 
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The village gate had no guard at the top, and there had always been one. Rain or shine, storm or snow, there was always one there. She knocked at the wood and called out to be let in, and for several minutes there was no reply. She was on the point of turning away when there was a sound–many sounds, actually. 
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Hoofbeats against the ground sounded off behind the gate, and then it swung, wide open to reveal–
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A centaur! No, several centaurs. She hadn’t seen one before, though she recalled Rega telling her that they came now and again for one reason or another. Hunting, usually, although sometimes they’d go in for trading.
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“Who are you?” the first one–gray of flank, hair, and beard–demanded, “And what is your business here?”
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“I’m–I’m Maisha, I’m a druid,” she stammered out, “And–and this was my home until I took up my new role, I came to see if anyone needed healing. What’s–please, tell me what’s happened.”
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He looked grim, and gestured to his comrades to let her pass.
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“I must be the bearer of bad news, then,” he said in a dark tone, “And for that I am sorry.”
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“They–” Maisha gulped slightly, “They were all killed, weren’t they? What was it? Who–who would have done such a thing?”
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It was not unheard of, there were always stories of bandits doing things like this. Evil wizards summoning fire spirits...perhaps not all that she’d heard was true but there was much ill intent in the world and it usually involved killing and looting.
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“We assume it was bandits, because there were few answers left behind,” her companion said, gesturing broadly at the waste before them. “There are – there are remains, but few cleans other than bindings and daggers left behind as to the identity of the attackers.”
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A pit formed in Maisha’s gut as she looked–the stench of ash was heavy in the air, but it was clear that the fires had long since burned out. She wondered how long it had been - how could she not have noticed? How could she not have seen or heard or felt the shift in life? Surely...surely she should have felt something.
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I should have been here. I should have–I’d have been able to do something.
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Rage battled fiercely with sorrow and drowned itself in guilt.
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I could have saved a few people, at least. I could have fought, even if not with a sword.

––––––––
[image: ]


“You say you are a healer,” he said suddenly, “We have some sick and injured that we would appreciate your aid with, if you would be kind.”
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“Of course,” Maisha agreed instantly, “Of course, I would be glad to help you.”
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It was not as if she had anything more to do for the other people here. She looked around for any sign of the villagers as they continued to walk forward. But there was nothing–nothing living, anyway, that wasn’t the centaurs sorting through the wreck of it all.
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But what, she questioned inwardly, what if they had done it? She sensed no ill will from that one, but...still, it was a possibility. She decided to keep trying to magically sense it, to feel for intent from them. This was such a small village, not really worth such sacking, but for those who craved violence it was still certainly a possibility.

The village mayor’s residence was where the centaurs were keeping their injured, apparently. She entered with the one at her side still following.
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“We’ve got a survivor. It seems she lived deeper in the forest,” he said to one or two guards standing close by. “A druid, she’s agreed to help.”
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“How did she survive?” one of the others questioned.
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“I had...I had the fortune to be busy tending my home in the forest when this happened. How whoever did this did not find their way to me, I–I will never know.”
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She took in a deep breath, and the two guards waved her forward.
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Deep wounds, blood loss, crushed legs – they all began to run together after a while, and it was well into the night when she finally stopped.
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“I can keep going,” she said. “Truly–”
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“The rest of the wounds will keep until morning,” said her companion, “And it will not do for you to be in bad shape, not with your abilities.”
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She nodded briefly. It was gratifying to hear someone considering her comfort...but then there was a stab in her gut.
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How can I do any less, considering what I missed? Considering what I couldn’t do?

––––––––
[image: ]


The thought persisted even as she went back outside and to what was passing for a kitchen. The stew was actually good, and desperate to focus on anything else than what clung to her conscience, she studied it as she ate.
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Venison, onion, garlic, rosemary. It was actually quite good. Warming, filling, and with a scent that had her relaxing for the first time since she’d seen the carnage that had been wrought here.
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She shut her eyes...
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“Miss Maisha?”
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...and then jerked upright suddenly.
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“I’m sorry,” she said quickly, “It’s just...it’s been...it’s–”
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Another centaur, one she couldn’t recall seeing before. Another man, with a sort of tawny red coloring in his horse-parts. A handsome
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