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All characters that have sex in this story
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Maisha’s next birthing was somehow easier
than the one with the kelpie’s foal. She felt the pains, and lay
herself back in her hut, straining, pushing, trying to ignore the
scent of blood and fluid. And just as before–








--she soon heard the cries of a newborn. And
despite the humiliation of its conception, she could not help but
feel an overwhelming sense of love for the poor thing. It had green
skin and leaflike hair, and the brownest eyes she could ever have
pictured. A boy, of course.






“Hello, little one.” She smiled, and pressed
a kiss to his forehead. Then she held him in place, trying to get
him to latch to one of her breasts, to suckle.






But him wouldn't.






He cried still, seeming uninterested in her
milk in any capacity. She thought that surely he would need the
feeding, but every time she tried—for the next several hours—all he
would do is refuse her breasts, as if something was wrong.



Not until she stepped outside her hut did she understand what was
wrong. It was just past dawn, and the sky was not completely blue
yet. When the light shined down on the little one's face he reached
a hand up—and then vines, tiny but determined, rose up, budding, as
if to soak in as much as possible.






And then he began to harden. A sudden urge
came to Maisha, and she unswaddled the babe and sat him on the
ground. His little feet went suddenly brown, and began to extend
into the dirt, growing rapidly--






Of course!






Maisha felt almost stupid for not realizing
it sooner. He was part dryad, so of course he would have some
tree-ish inclinations. He needed to grow, but he needed to grow
differently than a babe of most mammals.






Maisha missed the feel of him in her arms
already, but as he changed before her eyes—from a babe she could
hold to a sapling rooted in the ground—she gave a small smile. She
would have to deal with it. Keeping him safe and making sure he had
room to grow would have to be enough for her.






The spot he'd chosen was far enough from her
door that he had plenty of that room, and yet close enough that it
wouldn't be a chore getting to him with whatever he might need.






A few scant leaves, and branches, reaching
hopefully for the sky.






And Maisha smiled, looking at it.


Something in the forest was wrong.


Maisha noticed this not three days after her
son's birth. She could not quite put a finger on it, but she could
feel that something about the magical balance was just...off.
Perhaps this, she reasoned, was why the faun god had been so eager
to get her to agree to that deal? But how could she assume that
when she was still uncertain?


In the end she decided that she would have to
speak to him again.


Once she was sure that her son's little tree
was healthy and growing well, Maisha packed a bag and began to head
for the altar. It didn't take her long to get there, thankfully,
though the idea of what she'd say still wasn't present.


She sat on the edge of the altar and looked
back the way she'd come.


“I need to speak to you,” she called out,
“Something is wrong, I can feel it. I can't sense what it is, and
that worries me, given the abilities that you gave me.”




For a brief minute or so, she felt foolish. Perhaps he would not
answer if she did not have something to give him. Or perhaps he
wouldn't return as they had already concluded the entirety of the
deal they'd struck all those months ago.


“Please,” she called out, “I want to be of
service, and I can't be if I don't know what's going on. I don't
want to be the cause of loss
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