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      The pond flinched when the first rays of the rising sun hit its surface. It had been lost in thought, not really aware that another long night was over and morning had arrived. It would have sighed if it had a voice. It had been so long since anyone had taken a swim in its waters that it lost track of how many days it had been.

      The spring that fed it still flowed. When animals ventured close, the pond allowed them to take a drink. For a while there were some strange creatures never seen before, but now it was mainly deer and the occasional wolf. The forest, the sky, and the wind all seemed the same. For some reason, people had stopped coming.

      It remembered how it was so shocked and appalled when those first three bipedal creatures waded in that day so long ago. As they frolicked and laughed, it grew quite fond of them. They were animals, but they were different. They showed real intelligence, and they communicated with each other.

      It was so fascinated as two of them coupled. They were attempting to breed, but it could see they were going to fail at it. The male was infertile. His sexual organ was functional, but no little swimmers were in what he produced.

      The other male, however, was fertile. As he swam, he manually stimulated himself and spewed his seed into the water. It was a simple thing for the pond to use his little swimmers to impregnate the female. It was obviously what she wished for, so the pond gave that gift to her.

      It maintained his little swimmers, keeping them viable and safe. Not long after that first trio, a woman visited for a swim alone. The pond also gave her the gift of a child. It was elated at its ability to do this and decided that it would continue to help all the humans who entered. The pond would show its fondness for them by helping to create more of them.

      The visitors were a constant trickle after that. Over time, it learned their language even though it had no ability to speak itself. They started to refer to the place as a “magic spring” and the “fertility spring.”

      Some women specifically refused to come in, and others eagerly entered of their own free will. If a male accompanied a woman and made love to them, the pond used that male’s little swimmers to impregnate her, letting the natural process take its course. If she visited alone, or with a man dry of swimmers, the pond would provide one from its reservoir of life.

      Then the visitors abruptly stopped showing up. The sun kept rising and setting. The seasons changed. There were no people. The little swimmers the pond held from the last man gradually faded and died. They could only survive for so long, despite the pond’s efforts pouring life energy into them.

      The sun rose higher and the day passed, getting steadily warmer as morning progressed into afternoon. The pond dozed and dreamed of the gigantic reptiles that used to splash through its waters long before people arrived.

      A noise from the woods woke the pond suddenly. There was the vibration of steps coming closer. It was the footsteps of a human!

      The pond waited impatiently but kept its surface still, hoping it would provide a tempting sight.

      David was hot, tired, and thirsty. Before he’d left Portsmith on foot, he’d scoured the maps of the area that were on file in the city offices. According to one old map, there was a drinkable body of water about a quarter mile off Jacob’s Highway. After most of a day of hiking, he’d found the old road, more of a trail really, with no problem. He just hoped that the body of water was still there or wasn’t just a legend.

      He turned a corner in the path and took in the view in front of him. After walking in the sweltering heat for eight hours, it was like a view of paradise.

      There was a huge pond in a clearing, about a hundred feet across. The forest surrounding it thinned gradually, and the thick black soil transitioned to fine, soft sand at the shore. It was like a miniature beach surrounded the water.

      When he got closer, he could see that the water was bluish, and so clear that he could easily see the bottom. It was probably twenty feet at its deepest. There was a small overflow stream trickling off into the forest on the other side, and he could see a small amount of movement in the sandy bottom at one spot. The pond was spring fed.

      There didn’t seem to be any fish or plants at all, which he thought was a little strange. However, that also meant that there was probably not much as far as algae or bacteria to worry about either. He knelt down next to the water and experimentally stuck his hand in. Because it was spring fed, he was expecting it to be cold despite the summer heat. The water was actually pleasantly warm.

      That was all the convincing that he needed. David stood up and shed his backpack. Then he quickly stripped off his clothes. He stood naked on the shore for a moment, looking around and listening. There wasn’t a sign of anything bigger than a squirrel in the vicinity. He thought he’d be fine for a quick swim.

      David took a step into the water, and it felt even warmer than it had when he dipped his hand in. As he waded in further, there wasn’t any shivering or acclimation getting used to the temperature. It was like wading into a bath. He wondered if maybe the spring was actually a hot spring of some kind with geothermal warmth that kept the pond from freezing year-round.

      He got in up to his stomach and then let himself fall forward, swimming out with only his head above water. It felt wonderful streaming across his skin as he moved, and he dove under to wet his face and hair. He sucked in a mouthful of water, and it was sweet tasting. David swallowed a little, feeling it refresh him inside and out.

      The pond felt him as he swam, assessing his body. He was young and healthy, solid with lean muscles. It knew he would make a fine contribution. It waited while David swam, seeing if the man would masturbate himself. So many men did when they were alone.

      David made it out to the center of the pond and looked down at the bottom. The water was so clear that it almost seemed like he was levitating above the ground. He took a full breath and dove, swimming with strong strokes until his fingers brushed the sand below him.

      He guessed that it was probably more like fifteen feet at its deepest spot. The pressure was uncomfortable, but it wasn’t intolerable. In college he’d played around in their twelve-foot pool all the time, diving to the bottom and swimming from one side to the other.

      He kicked his way over to where the spring was bubbling up a few yards away from him. As he suspected, it was a hot spring. He could feel the water getting warmer as he approached, and when he put his palm directly over the inflow spot it was almost too hot for comfort.

      He did a backflip just for the joy of it and let himself slowly float back to the surface. He broke into the air that was actually cooler than the water, took a deep breath, and dove again. This time he swam in a wide circle going around the edge of the pond.

      The pond let him travel freely, sensing the pleasure that the man was getting from swimming in it. However, the pond was starting to grow concerned. He was swimming, but showing no sign of pleasuring himself. In fact, he hadn’t touched himself at all there. It realized that it might have to take further steps. It would be better for the man if he did it himself, but it wouldn’t be the first time the pond had to take action.

      David managed to reach the other side of the pond with one breath, and he popped to the surface with a grin on his face. He was pleased that he still had it, some of that ability that had gotten him swimming trophies. He touched bottom and stood relaxing for a few minutes in the water, just floating and breathing. Then he took another big breath and dove under again.

      This time instead of an arc following the shore, he went straight to the other side where his belongings were. He bobbed to the surface and stood where it was only thigh deep, panting heavily and looking around. The forest was still quiet and empty. His luck was holding out. It seemed like the dangerous creatures were becoming more and more scarce, and the remaining ones mainly came out at night.

      The pond focused intently on the man. He was standing very close to the point where he had entered. It feared that he was going to get out without making an offering to the waters. It couldn’t allow that, but it waited to see what the man would do next.

      David decided that he should probably get moving again. He could make Devonsville by nightfall, and he should be able to take shelter there. He’d fill his canteen and water bottle from the pond before he left. He took a step closer to the shore. Then he couldn’t take another.

      He looked down uncomprehending, thinking that somehow he’d gotten tangled in some plants or something that he’d overlooked. There were no plants. There was nothing but the clear water that he was standing in. Except that it felt more like he was encased in a clear plastic resin that had solidified around his legs.

      The man had taken a step toward the shore, and the pond had immediately reacted. He couldn’t be allowed to leave yet. It solidified itself around his legs to trap him in place. There would be fear. The pond knew that and regretted it, but it couldn’t be helped. It must have his seed.

      David cursed and hollered, smacking at the surface. It splashed like water normally would, hitting him with warm droplets. He gripped his right thigh with both hands and pulled with all his strength. The leg didn’t budge. He looked around frantically, panicking and not knowing what to do. There was just water in all directions. There was nothing for him to grab to try and pull himself free.

      He tried taking a step backward away from the shore, and whatever was holding him in place seemed to loosen slightly. His legs freely rocked back and forth. He yanked his left leg back hard, and it popped free. David stumbled and lost his balance. He fell into the water on his back with a mighty splash.

      The pond knew that it had him now. The man was underwater again, and it pulled him out into the deeper part of itself so that it had more room to work. It didn’t want him hitting the bottom and injuring himself.

      David went under, and he felt like he was trapped in a sudden current. He tried swimming toward the shore with all of his strength, but he was being swept out toward the middle instead, no matter how hard he kicked and paddled. He did manage to make it to the surface, and he sucked in a deep breath before he was pulled under again.

      He looked up at the surface that was only inches above his head, and tried to claw his way toward it. His hands broke the surface, but he couldn’t get his face up there. He started to grow frantic for air and kicked harder, using up even more of his precious air. David felt like a huge soft arm was wrapped around his torso holding him under. He couldn’t understand what was going on. It was crazy.

      Suddenly, David was forcefully pushed up to the surface and held there. He looked around, not able to believe this was happening. He wasn’t swimming, but he was being pushed up so high that his chest, shoulders and head were completely out of the water. He pulled in gulps of air while he had the chance. His arms splashed in the water, which felt completely normal there. Only his body was being squeezed, and that was what was holding him up.

      “No!” David cried out loud. He was sinking again. He could kick his legs freely, but it didn’t seem to have any effect on his buoyancy. As his shoulders went under, he tried to swim with his arms as well. It didn’t stop his slow sinking at all. He sank up to his chin and tilted his head back, trying to keep at least his face above water. He was held there for several long minutes, and he started to calm down a little. He gave up trying to swim and just floated there, supported by the invisible force
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