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The villagers, far from disbelieving Maisha when she spoke of what Fros had done, were quite pleased with the news. The god had over the years given many women strong children, children that went on to adventure or be great sorcerers or any number of things. Deep in their bones there was always some kind of magic.
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And new contributions were always welcome. 
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She mourned her perished son still, but she knew she couldn’t let that memory seize her too greatly. If she let it - it would consume her, and leave the little one she’d borne alone.
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The dark-haired little one she’d named Fyren was walking and talking now, and very proud of his mother who healed all kinds of ills. Thankfully, he also seemed to understand that “mama likes to talk to nature” when she would slip off into the woods or farther down the rocky shore to the sea. There weren’t many in the village his age but he was well loved by everyone, and so she never needed to worry for his safety.
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There had been a small merchant ship of some kind that sank offshore according to some travelers some weeks back. Things were still washing up, though at this point it was nearly all driftwood or seaglass. Occasionally there’d be something more - an intact piece of sail cloth was what Maisha found today and she rolled it up, thinking if nothing else they could could make bags of it.
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A little further out Maisha saw something glimmering. Possibly seaglass–no, a rusting spyglass. Well, it would still be handy. She waded out into the water to get a closer look...only to be surprised when it was suddenly pulled beneath the water.

––––––––
[image: ]


A seal’s head suddenly reared up from the water, the spyglass clutched in its mouth.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Well, hello there,” she said with a slight smile. “That was a pretty thing, wasn’t it? Not the fish I’m sure you were hoping for.”
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The seal spit out the spyglass, and swam a little closer. Maisha backed up a little more, slightly afraid despite her magic. She could deal with animals, but predators were predators and a hungry one would take food where it could get it.

––––––––
[image: ]


Then it twisted, exposing its belly, turned again...and with a shimmer of light suddenly the skin of the seal began to split, right before her eyes.
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Then a figure standing in the sand. Barefoot. Naked.
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He, for by the knotted cock between his legs it was obvious, stood there, a man with the shed outline of a sealskin still half-hanging on. He was muscular, taller than her, with greyish spotted skin like his seal coat, and hair black as the darkest night she’d seen. But it was his eyes that stood out most. Greenish grey, muted and yet alive.
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And for nearly a minute he didn’t speak, merely stared back at Maisha. Until, finally, in taking a step forward, he seemed to find it necessary.
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“I have heard of you,” he said, in a voice that sounded almost hungry.
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“How does a selkie hear news of the land?”
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“Sailors talking. You’ve...made a name for yourself. The druid who broke from the temple’s trap. The druid whose womb...whose womb can bear any magical being’s child...”
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His eyes drifted down, to the tight fit of her upper robe. 

––––––––
[image: ]


“My kind’s magic is waning,” he said, “We rush about the shores, looking for women to bear and spread our seed...”
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“And you want me to carry some of yours?”
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“The thought...had crossed my mind.”
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One hand lifted her chin. The other slid down her belly to rest over her womb. “Let me give you something to carry,” he whispered. “As you have, for others...”

His fingers skimmed over her cheek, and she inhaled deeply—breathed in the sea and the seal musk, head tilted back like an offering. She stares past him at the horizon, eyes shining, mouth parting not for lust, not yet, but for truth.
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“My womb was chosen,” she says, voice steady despite the wind tangling her hair around her breasts. “To carry the bloodlines that will preserve the world’s magic. Not gods for worship—children who will keep the unseen alive, who will walk among mortals with power that the temple would stamp out.”
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Maisha swallowed and then looked up at the selkie, meeting and holding the gaze of his grey-green eyes.
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The selkie didn’t answer. He stepped closer instead, cock rising from the water with a bead of precum weeping from the tip. He was already ready, she just hadn’t seen it yet.
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Breathing deep, she sat down, lifted her gown, spread her legs, and let him see the cunt he was so eager to fill.
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He knelt between her legs, grinning, as he rubbed his throbbing cock against her slit, slow, smearing her juices along his tip, letting her feel the shape of him—thicker than most cocks she’d taken. For a minute or two he continued like this, letting her feel the slick thrust of his cock riding hard over her clit, teasing sometimes at her entrance but not quite pushing inside.
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When he finally DID thrust forward it was in one slow stroke, letting her feel the stretch around his cock. When she groaned his grin widened.
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“You take me so well,” the selkie said, “And so tightly you clench at me...how eager are you, I wonder?”
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Maisha didn’t know what to say, instead opting to reach up towards his face. He moved down, thrusting his tongue past her lips and claiming her mouth as he began to move against her. 
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“I have put my seed in land-folk before,” the selkie said, pulling back and letting her feel the absence of his cock before pushing forward to fill her again, “But I will truly enjoy this.”
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“W...why?” Maisha
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