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Maisha’s spell
on her womb had worked. The slight pains in her abdomen, the
mother’s stomach, the enlarged breasts–it had all come right on
time. Her belly had swollen right away with them and those from the
village who visited her commented on it several times.

 


 


She wondered if
the faun god had meant her to tell others, and decided in the end
to give them the truth. Or a version of it, anyway.

 


 


“I
had to make a deal with a fey,” she replied, “He required a son of
his own and was willing to ensure my safety from the wolves and
other such beasts in return.”

 


 


Some had given
her the side-eye over that statement, but most brushed it off as
“something those with magic have to do now and then.” It enforced
the idea that while magic was a necessary thing, those who
practiced it had to endure certain things for it. It gained her a
great amount of pity from some of the elderly women of the village,
and a few leers from those who found her fertile, swollen body
arousing.

 


 


And one who
asked if he could have a taste of her milk.

 


 


Maisha
obviously said no, and went back to that little hut in the forest.
In the months since she had taken over as the local druid she had
made a few changes. She’d expanded it somewhat, added another room
with some aid from the locals, better secured it against the rain
(with much thanks to the oak growing next to it) and was finally
able to better enjoy it.

 


 


Or at least she
thought so.

 


 


The third day
after it was all finished she was sweeping the dirt and leaves from
the floor and out the front door when a sharp pain ripped across
her stomach.

 


 


Maisha groaned,
and bent almost double from the pain.

 




The baby had been fairly quiet the whole pregnancy, barely moving
but giving her just enough to know it was healthy. Now, though…now,
she felt that painful twist and knew. But there was no need to
panic. Not yet. With another pain coming ten minutes later, and
then a third after that–Maisha walked about the hut collecting
things into a bag. A water skin, some food, a few lengths of
fabric.

 


 


Then she set
off out the front door, heading straight for the lake she’d met the
kelpie in.

 


 


Time, it was
time. And she knew she would have to give birth either in or near
the water, else the poor thing may not make it–or at the very least
it would risk serious illness.

 


 


Several times
during the walk she doubled over with pain; inside her there was a
twisting feeling. As if the babe was making leaps and turns inside
her.

 


 


It
will be over soon, little one. You’ll be able to swim and the pain
I’ll feel will be…will be worth it, seeing your face and hearing
you splash.

 


 


Maisha made it
to the lake, and sat down on the same rock she’d fucked the kelpie
on, after laying down some of the fabric to make it more
comfortable for her. A pillow was there also, to help prop her
up.

 




She lay back, stripping off her underwear, raised her gown, and
spread her legs (and trying not to squeeze at her engorged breasts
with her arms as she did so; being soaked with milk was not
something she wanted right now). Then she laid her hands on her
belly and focused on the babe.

 


 


“Time to be born. Come. Come into the world for me.”

 


 


The pain was
terrible–one hour, then two, she bore with it. Inside her the
twinging twist had turned to a burning one, and she bit back a
scream. Pain, that was all she could seem to feel–pain and the
water of the lake lapping at her feet.

 




A contraction ripped through her, she screamed–and breathing hard,
she realized a shadow was over her. She looked ahead, up, and saw
that it was the kelpie who had emerged from the water.

 


 


It nosed her
belly, but recoiled when she winced at the touch.

 


 


“You
shall…you shall no longer be…alone…” She groaned. “Please, I don’t
know if you can understand me, but…but don’t leave me
alone.”

 


 


She knew she
would live, the faun god had promised it–and she believed
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