Baby Stealer
Copyright Byrth 2018

It was night on the plains as the towering enchantress loomed out into the twilight, rimmed by the glow of the moon. She was Naya, an old and ancient being, a Mujaji, the last of the Zara.
The giraffe walked in long strides, her slender legs stretching forth like delicate trees planting firmly on the cool ground. Her naked form blended into the night horizon and she moved with precision and intent. Naya could feel the pull of the spirits in the land and they drew the witch out of her dwelling on this night for some reason — she was sure of it!

Her sensitive ears could hear the animals skittering out in the dark as she silently walked among the land that she was part of. She knew every inch of the plains of Wieg. It was her cradle, the solitude of her existence nestled within the bosom of the world. Naya had lived there all of her life, all of her plethora of years among the planet had been devoted to furthering the well being of the species and residents that lived on her mighty world, as well as maintaining the balance and harmony of nature.

She paused for a breath, staring her glassy eyes out into the horizon. She was stepping foot into gnoll territory, and she knew that predators dwelled here. Naya was a fierce beast herself, but she was no match for something as ferocious the creatures that made this part of Wieg their home. She had no malice for them, for she was neutral in her dealings with all.

Reaching into a pouch at her waist, she withdrew a lump of herbs and scattered it into the winds in front of her. The herb twisted and flew away in the air. She mumbled an incantation and asked the land to hide her presence. After she was sure the spirits were on her side, she bounded forth again, the clouds hiding the moon and eclipsing her as she made her way onwards where the spirits were guiding.

It wasn’t long before she found herself on the outskirts of a village tucked away in the woods just on the edge of the plains. Palisades and watchtowers were erected and guards were on watch. Naya was unafraid as she melded into the treeline and moved among the woods on the periphery.

As soon as Naya was close enough, she sat in the woods with her legs crossed. She took out a medicine bag and waved it in the air as she silently prayed to the land. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back letting all her senses raise and feeling the vibrations of the air, the land, and all the noises bombarding her. Her magicks were strong, and the full moon was blessing her.
She could feel her spirit lifting away and drawing away from her. She could see inside the village walls, the wigwam and huts, seeing all the sleeping gnolls and even some engaging in very sensual activities. She saw the cubs piled in a mound in the nursery tossing and turning on each other. She flew to the next dwelling and there were several females ripe with life. She could see their energies and the souls wriggling around inside their bellies.
And there she stood, a shadow within the hut looming over the sleeping beasts with their plump bellies. Her head brushed the canvas and hide that composed the ceiling as she slowly moved around inspecting the mothers. She could tell at glance which of them was skilled in childbearing, the ones who had more than one cub to their name.
But one in particular had a glow to her, a deep glow within her belly. She knelt and laid her ethereal hand on the oversized stomach feeling the life inside move and shift. She was a new mother and her litter was large. Inside five fetuses snuggled together in endless sleep. She probed further and felt the burn of their little souls, moving from one to another until she landed on a small boy, a runt in size, that kicked and turned, wrapped in his own cord and trying to push away his brethren.
He was suffocating.
Naya had to have him. His spirit was bound for the beyond anyway, and while yet unborn, he had a strong connection to the other realm. She leaned in and took her ghostly hand and reached inside the mother and grabbed hold of the little one and gripped him firmly, choking the soul from him. The mother moaned obviously feeling the invasion of her transient hand turned solid. Naya felt the warm heat of the amnion and the other bodies in their cauls pressed firmly against her hand and the cub she had hold of.
She ripped her hand away, taking with it the life, and extracting it from the womb. The soul danced on her hand, a yellow glow that tickled and sent shivers down her spine. This was the part Naya loved the most. She could feel the basest of creation right in her palm. It aroused her, for the soul was the source of her health and longevity.

Naya rubbed her clit and massaged one of her long fingers up inside of herself as her other hand fondled the aura that was wrapped on her hand. She rolled the soul into a ball and reached down to her cunt and slowly rolled the warm energy around on her labia before inserting it in her vaginal canal. It felt amazing, like scorching sunlight.

She pressed it further and further up inside of herself feeling the warmth permeate her body and soul. She rolled her finger around as the energy spilled into her womb. She masturbated as the seed took hold, using her massive fingers to stretch and rotate massaging her canal as she reached climax.

She was thrown out of her astral self just as she felt herself squirt onto the cold dirt where she was seated outside. Her breathing was heavy and she felt a wave of pleasure wash over herself as she laid down. Her belly felt warm, like the semen of a lover was coating her insides. It has been several decades since she felt this good. She wanted to enjoy the feeling as the tender life bonded with her.

After a moment, she sat up and drank a potion from a flask on her hip, one designed to promote fertility and help the conception take. She already felt rejuvenated, a sign that the spell had worked. Then she gave her prayers to the spirits, the gnolls, and the soul she had stolen. 

She left as silently as she had come. Her task was done. Now she had but wait.
~

Several months had passed since the spirits had guided Naya to claim the soon-to-be departed soul. Her belly was starting to fill out slowly as the life inside her grew. It was hard to tell, for she was tall and larger in size than most, and the baby was not causing her much distress. Her belly was merely an small lump that she massaged daily with oils and herbs. Naya was unsure what to expect or when delivery would come for she knew the gestation period of gnolls was quick, but her physiology had a habit of altering pregnancy.

She could only wait as the small life turned and kicked, rotated and woke her in the middle of the night. Sometimes she would sing to her unborn babe, other nights she would simply magick him to sleep. It felt odd to have something inside her after so many years, she had almost forgotten the feeling - and how excited it made her.

Naya was beset with the urge to pleasure herself almost nightly, and could feel the little one receiving the same burst of hormones as she. She was careful to not take it too far, for she knew that an early labor spelled disaster for them both, so her carved wooden totem was out of the question. Her sexual desire had grown so fierce she thought she might leap on the first stray creature to stumble near her hut. She longed to feel a massive object between her legs.
She had a habit of frequenting the Indovu to solicit the aid of a particularly well-endowed male. But no, this time she simply had to seek out other ways to please herself, and she knew many ways to achieve it through powerful spellery and potions and khat. She also relied on several curatives to lull her to sleep and stave off the cravings.
Nevertheless, these could only satisfy her for a time, so instead of pondering on it, she would meditate and commune with the land, taking in the energies and channeling them to her growing babe.
She could feel the baby growing, and her patience for the moment the life would stretch her apart from below was growing thin. Naya didn’t think waiting would be so hard, for she had done it for centuries, but somehow, this time felt different.
Sometimes her sleep brought hallucinations, or visions. Naya would spend hours pouring over the bones to interpret what they meant. One night whilst trying to sleep, overcome by her motherly hormones and other drugs, she had a dream. She was nestled in the depths of the world listening to the heartbeat of the land itself. But there was something else there with her, but as she struggled to make it out, she felt suffocated and overcome by a deep longing to stay. She forced herself awake afraid her soul would not return, wondering if she had visited another realm while she had slept.
Her baby stirred and she put it out of her mind to take a walk and ease her stiff muscles. She sat up the rest of the night as she recorded the event and her musings on a piece of parchment.
As her pregnancies progressed in the past, she became more in tune with the beyond. It allowed her powerful visions and increased magical potency that she capitalized on during her gestation. She had crafted many potions, and channeled many spirits during those months.
But this vision was troubling, it had felt….real. It wasn’t so different from when she moved about in her astral self. Yes, her connection to the core of creation was the closest it had ever been.
She archived in her notes the feelings and sensations she had felt. She looked back at the moon phases and on which nights they had happened and noticed a correlation. Yes, the moon was full of powerful magicks, but the season in which she conceived also played a role.
After a few more hours of study her babe had finally rested and she was able to educate herself on the alignment of the leylines of the world. In all her time on the planet, she had never managed to synergize this well with another soul.
She would not waste this opportunity.
~
A couple months later, Naya was growing concerned. Her belly was beginning to look larger than she had anticipated. It had grown to the point it was actually starting to impede her. When she sat, it hung on her frame, and when she bent over, she found more trouble than normal in the action.
She was unsure if the gestation had come to term or if something she had done was influencing the rate at which the fetus was progressing, or if the little one just didn’t want to come out.
The child kicked her hard one night and she awoke to him twisting about in her womb. It was no wonder he had been tangled in his cord before, and now the same thing was a worry that she had to sate. As she prepared for an incantation, the boy lurched inside her, and her womb pressed down painfully. She doubled over in pain seeking for some herbs to quell it as the boy felt like he was sitting on her bladder and punching her in the ribs.
She caressed her belly, cooing at the fetus inside trying to calm him with kind words and actions. It seemed to work. After the feeling faded, she decided that tonight was the night for the ceremony. He wanted out and her body was a cage. Perhaps their souls had resonated too well, and perhaps she had pampered herself too much causing an environment so enriching for one of their species to mature in that he didn’t want to leave, but now her inner sanctuary was cramped.
It had been long enough. It was time.
Naya laid out the ceremonial cloth and opened a small flap in her hut’s ceiling. She lit incense and undressed of her trinkets, charms, and totems. She laid herself bare before the sky. It was a full moon again, like the night she had conceived him.
She sat on the cloth and drew patterns on her belly in a paste made from placentas and other special fluids she had collected over the years. Lastly, the potion that was brewing on her fire was placed into a bowl made from the pelvic plate of a mighty beast long deceased for millenia.
She masturbated as it cooled, massaging her vaginal walls and pulled out her fingers along with a long string of sticky fluid which she stirred into the drink. As she drank it, she felt the warmth flow through her entire body, and it even made her cunt feel hot and tingly.
Then she began to chant as she rolled on her buttocks. She did this for several hours, continuing to massage her insides, slowly edging to a climax as she felt a pressure building. Her belly started to seize after another hour, clamping down violently.
There it was, labor, the beginning of her ritual. She quickly stood and performed an incantation causing the paste on her belly to shimmer as if absorbing the moonlight. She then danced around the fire in her hut shaking rainsticks in each hand. Her massive weight would hit the ground as she pirouetted from foot to foot and jumped and shook feeling something lodge in her pelvis and cause the pressure she was feeling to build. She barely even noticed the contractions as she fell into a trance-like state revolving around the flames that seemed to rage and flare with her voice.
The mighty giraffe began to grunt and moan as a electricity shot through her, making her almost unable to stay on her feet. She stopped as a contraction hit her and bore down, dropping her noisemakers. She could feel a deep welling up inside her that radiated into the tips of her ossicones.
She faced the fire, and waited for the next one. It washed over her like a wave, coming so fast she could not brace herself for it. Hands on knees she pushed and an explosion of fluids erupted from her loins and threatened to put out the fire. She grabbed a nearby gourd and began to fill it with the fluids leaking and dribbling from her nethers. She pushed again and more gushed out.
The fire had dimmed to a slow burn, and she could she could see the fluid shimmering clear in the moonlight — pure and untainted. She was happy. Naya corked it and set it aside, returning to the cloth on the ground. Her fingers reached up inside herself to check on the progression. Her lanky appendage did not need to go far before it felt the sleek caul surrounding the head of her babe. She caressed it with one finger being careful not to break any more of the delicate veil, her finger found the initial tear that had released the fluids and was finally able to touch the furry head of the still unseen life she had created.
Many blessings were being bestowed on her and the child that auspicious night. And just as she felt the next contraction, she also felt the swell of the world. A pulse in the core of the planet that made the air feel dense and charged, crushing down on her. All her enchantments on the land she called home, the spirit-catchers hung in her dwellings, and the magical protections she was using started to scream. Dark spirits closed in, trying to penetrate her barriers.
She knew now that otherworldly forces did not want this birth to happen. She started to chant, driving them back, trying not to be interrupted as the muscles in her belly seized shooting a violent stabbing pain into her pelvis and lower back. She refused to use anything for the pain, not wanting it to have an adverse effect on the delivery. No, she would bear the pain. Her blood needed to be pure in this moment.
Naya sat and stretched her long legs wide, inhaled the incense wafting in the hut soothing her mind, and bore down again. The fire flared up again, unnaturally high as if a wind had gust into the place from nowhere. She could feel the baby descend, pushing her apart. The baby had gotten unusually big for what she had expected. No longer a runt.
She continued her chanting, loud and piercing, like drums beating on the sky. She would get louder as another contraction caused her to lurch her bottom forward and the stretch of her tight ring began to fill out with a balloon of the amnion filled sac. The head was shortly behind.
This was the moment that she needed the stillness and quiet for. She shouted loud and her voice sent everything away, all bugs and critters of the night, all noise and pungency to the air, even time seemed to slow and she banished it all, even the spirits.
The head began to crown as she focused all her bodily strength into her mind letting the head slowly creep until it was filling her out completely. The apex of this was what she wanted, she stroked her clit and gripped the sides of her labia, surrounding the baby’s head beneath her skin trying to hold him in place. He was coming fiercely, and she struggled to withhold her final push until the perfect moment arrived.
Her head tossed back as the strongest contraction pounded her belly, crowning the baby’s head fully, the sac ripping open more, fluids gushing out, the hairy head bulging to the brow from her like an erect stone splitting the earth. She bore down in that moment, feeling herself have an orgasm as some final release inside her began to come loose.
Naya’s eyes shot open and went silvery white, and her mind flew out of her. She could see the moment from the ceiling where she floated, a moment paused in time, the image of her lurching her hips as a baby’s head emerged from her.
Then she was sucked far away, through the clouds, past the moon, out into the deepest reaches of the universe. Naya writhed in ecstasy and she plummeted in circles through the stars, aimless and directionless, bearing witness to astronomical wonders never seen by anyone. She wanted to see more, but suddenly she came hurtling back towards Mundus itself, the world, the planet she was born on millenia ago. She crashed into the earth of Wieg and journeyed deep inside the womb of the planet, piercing to the waters of its core.
There was a heartbeat, a warmth, and an entity there. Growing, sleeping, writhing...each movement of the mighty being caused tsunamis, volcanic eruptions, and disasters of all sorts. The darkness was being illuminated by the light of her own belly, and she could finally see through the waters she was swimming in.
She glimpsed it, a massive being in form and size, it lurched out a hand and struck her, sending her careening into another realm or time. She landed harshly in sand dunes and took stock of her form. She was no longer pregnant. In fact, she was a child. Naya stood and bore witness to a dreamscape of unimaginable horror. The ground was fragmented. No, the planet itself was split and tossed in massive fragments in the void. The remains of her home floated before her burning, ancient ruins littered about along with the dead bodies of every species she could name.
She stepped forth and her foot crushed something brittle. She looked down and saw a skull next to an egg. The insides of the egg she had stepped on were ash and bone, but the skull wriggled. She took it in hand and examined it. It started to jolt and shake, as if there was something inside the cranium wanting out. It cracked suddenly, and bone chips fell free revealing a fleshy pink beneath.
Naya removed another fragment until it came free revealing a fetus inside, hairless and breathing, nestled like a brain. She withdrew the naked baby and held it in front of her. It was strangely amorphic in its form, never holding a single shape. It was Indovu, Gnoll, Kaumera, Leonin, Drakkhani….everything. Then its eyes burst open shining like glowing suns. The fetus stared at her as if it had pierced her soul. She shook in the presence of its might.
It spoke, a thunderous voice that came from its mind, right into her head and rattled her mind with a language she had never encountered. The message struck her with fear, she knew not why. It only said one sentence.
Unkulankulu wakes.
Naya felt herself cascade backwards as if being sucked by an undercurrent. She came back to reality just as her baby’s head slipped her labial folds and came free in a splash of fluids. The ecstasy she had felt had returned and she panted loudly. The vision had drained her and the fatigue of birth had already sapped a majority of her energy.
Even till, she was lit from the inside with sensations she had long thought she could no longer experience as she ran her hands up and down her own body letting the feeling permeate every cell of her being. Her vaginal walls clamped down repeatedly, her belly and rib cage shook, she struggled to catch her breath feeling pain and pleasure waft through her bones.
It lasted but a moment and soon faded. Exhausted, she the cradled the head hanging from her cunt and peeled away the caul from its face. He was truly blessed and bound for greatness. The boy had been born face-up, another significant sign. Her mighty finger trailed down his scalp and caressed the gnoll babe on his snout and lips.
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In that small exchange, she fell in love with him.
It was another space between two worlds that they both now shared as her baby was nestled halfway inside her waiting to be free. Seconds, minutes, it all felt like eternity to Naya. She wanted the moment to last forever.
Her body and the newborn had other plans as her womb shoved him out to the neck. She unwrapped the umbilical from around his neck and scolded the unborn baby as she let his head rest on the birth cloth. She pushed several more times, letting his shoulders plug the gaps and finally spring free as his arms followed stretched forth into the air. He emerged to the belly and coughed up fluid as he gurgled and finally started to cry.
Naya cooed at him, reaching down and feeling as his tummy and genitals brushed her own as she pulled him free and peeled away the caul, placing it in a nearby vessel. Then she raised him up to her breast.
She craned her long neck down to meet him, face to face. He was still sputtering fluids so she took her long prehensile tongue and snaked it into his mouth removing some goo and then started to lick him clean feeling the pulse from her heart through the umbilical to her little one. She stuck her nostrils into his fur near his groin and smelled, then his head. His scent was full of purity and freshness, but also magick!
Her first words to him were sweet and welcoming.
“Hello little one, finally we meet,” Naya whispered, “but our night is not over, for I need to capture some special ingredients before we can rest. Bear with me sweet child.”
Naya spent the rest of the night performing her tasks as the boy suckled on her teet wrapped in the ceremonial cloth to keep him warm. She examined him and collected samples that she needed. She carefully placed the caul, the expelled placenta, and umbilical cord into enchanted containers made of polished wood and carved with ancient symbols.
The amnion and other selective excretions such as urine, witch’s milk, meconium, and vernix along with the blood on the knife she had used to sever the umbilical were put into vials. Birth was not just pleasure to Naya, it was work. She had a duty to the spirits and also to the world. And she needed to keep these items for potions and to aid in the boy’s upbringing.
The boy himself was plump and in good health, possessing no abnormalities and looking exactly like other gnolls of his species, spotted with tan and brown fur with a small mohawk of black hair on his head, and dark feet and hands. He was a little ‘bigger’ than other pups she was familiar with, in both size and endowment as she peeled back his sheath revealing a reddish prick that shimmered wetly in the moonlight. She licked it, tasting his djambe.
It was good.
She had cut the umbilical cord so that a small rope dangled from the pup. She chewed on the end of it to get a taste for his blood seeking diseases and abnormalities. The taste was not tainted.
It was good.
She peeled open the pup’s eyes and looked deep into them as he looked back at her much like a newborn would, confused and bright-eyed, full of endless possibility.
Yes, good.
She spit into her palm and rubbed it with some mud and placed it on his eyes to protect him along with a dab of herbal paste on his forehead. A finger went up his butt, another (not the same) down his throat, and she probed and prodded his foot pads, tiny fingers, tummy, and skull plates.
All was good.
After the boy was done feeding, she took him in her lap and rubbed him down with scented oil. Her big hands massaged every inch of the boy, and by the end of it, she knew every single nook and cranny on him. He had a strong aura that Naya could see clearly.
He was perfect. 
~
Days passed and it became apparent to Naya that the babe was blessed with a gift. He was a sangoma for sure, but he would need to be proven. As he snuggled at her breast nursing, she knew that she would have to return him to his homeland for the spirits to properly test him. But somewhere deep inside her she felt a strong sadness at the thought of letting him go.
Was she getting attached?
It was odd for Naya to grow such an attachment for another being beyond a curiosity or need to understand. She had stolen many souls, birthed many babies, and even though her motherly instincts kicked in, she was able to let go...almost immediately. She had raised a few children, but she never felt the draw of kinship.
Naya always sought balance and what was best for the planet, and was able to detach herself from her emotions. But as she tickled his tummy and felt his little lips on her nipple, there was just something there, something she couldn’t explain, and this intrigued Naya more than anything. There was little she couldn’t explain.
She decided to keep the boy for a time in order to properly conduct her research, but knew that the longer she waited, the less chance of the village taking him back. It scared her, the idea that the life she birthed would be snuffed out by his own people merely because of her influence. But in her mind, and experience, he would have been subject to neonatal siblicide anyway had he not died in the womb.
Should she keep him and raise him herself? Should she return to the world and rebirth her craft? Naya needed time to think and interpret the strange vision that arrived at the moment of the child’s birth. It disturbed her, so she sank into the duty of her motherhood to put it out of her mind for the moment and just shower her love onto the innocent pup. There was plenty of time for everything else, for Naya had nothing but time.
A few more days passed and Naya had the pup strapped to her chest as she was filling waterskins from a nearby watering hole. She saw her reflection and noticed that the magicks were taking effect and her appearance was already starting to rejuvenate.
She still fantasized about the pleasure and ease of the boy’s birth. Both the pregnancy and labor was quicker than she was used to, and the spell was working faster as well. Normally the magick took weeks to be noticeable. She already felt better than she ever had. Her weariness had passed, her nethers were no longer sore, her belly had thinned and stretched back to its taut form.
The baby squirmed and started to cry so she took his hand and caressed it. “Shhh,” she cooed. She had not named the boy yet, not that it mattered in the long run. She tried to not create more attachment than necessary, for she would not be in the child’s life for the majority of his upbringing. She was also waiting for a night to consult the stars to find his true name - the name the universe had bestowed him. She pondered.
“What should I call you, my wee sangoma?”
The boy yawned and padded at her chest and nipped with his tiny teeth, and then tinkled on the wet-cloth she had tucked at her side. She smiled, genuinely. He would need meat in the coming months. The wild season was ending soon, so if she was going to hunt, it would have to be quickly.
As the enchantress was making her way back to her dwelling, she passed a Aloe plant and plucked off some young leaves and chewed them. The paste in her mouth was bitter and prepared by the time she set foot in her home. She cradled the infant and took the straw patch from his belly and applied the wet mouth paste to his umbilical stump. It had dried and fallen free the past day, and this would help it heal. Then she sang to him until he had settled.
Naya missed the role of motherhood, and hoped the boy did not mature too quickly, for she wanted time to care for him. It made her feel...needed. Her duty was a lonely one. Even though the babe would likely not remember her, she loved the infant’s tender touch, the warmth it brought, and his reliance on her. It was silent praise, indirect, but still welcome.
“Udinga. I shall call you Udinga.”
She cuddled him, pressing her face to his, fur tickling her cheek. She could feel his tiny breathing and the scent of her own milk on his breath.
“This will be my name for you. My secret name, wee sangoma. One that only I will know, for you are special, I can sense it. Sleep well Udinga.”
She kissed him on his head and cradled the boy as he slept long into the night. Naya had called him Udinga, meaning ‘he needs’. It felt good to be needed.
~
Udinga was growing into a sizeable toddler and still quite dependent on mommy’s milk, even though she had introduced him to meat. It had only taken twelve months for the boy to grow into a walking tyke. He was quiet and curious, not nearly as fierce as she had expected. Though, she still had bite marks to prove he was truly a gnoll in blood. Her swollen breasts bore the proof of this.
She enjoyed the year she spent with him. He was her constant sleeping companion, and up before the first light. She learned to feed him, scold him, teach him….at least as much as she could. She knew him better than herself. Every facet of his body and soul. But there always rested a weight in the back of her mind. A duty and a fear.
It was on a particular night that Naya knew the time had come. The tot crawled into her lap to sleep and snuggled close and said her name, the first word he had ever spoken. She had intended to return him before his first words had set in.
It struck her like ice, for the decision was hard even for one such as she. The boy had displayed special gifts, and the stars had spoken to her on several occasions regarding this.
Who was she to deny the universe?
So, Naya led the boy by the hand to the outskirts, walked him through the plains on a night very similar night to the time they first met. She carried him some of the time when he would tumble over or try to explore. Eventually then entered a treeline near the gnoll village. Naya spoke a concealment over them and they moved closer and closer through the borders until they arrived at a clearing where they could see the palisades and watchtowers across the horizon.
Naya sat in the woods, holding Udinga in her lap as he gnawed on a stick that he had found. She stared at the walls for what seemed like hours, watching the beastly figures move to-and-fro, guarding their borders.
Her mind wandered as she held tight to the boy, not wanting to let him go. Eventually, the clouds revealed the waning moon, and the landscape lit up. Naya took the boy and stood him up so he was facing her. Her face was solemn as she stared into his bright eyes. She pricked her finger on her knife and rubbed the blood on his forehead creating a protection spell.
“You may not be mine, but I will always be yours,” she said. “I will watch over you and protect you. But I cannot go with you. You are bound for greater things.”
She took her long arm and pointed at the village until Udinga faced it. She bid him go, her voice radiating with command and compassion.Then she patted him on the butt until he started to toddle forth. He stopped before exiting the brush and turned to look at Naya. A single tear streaked down her cheek as she waved for him to leave. Don’t make me spell you, she prayed. As if he knew her mind, he tottered out into the wild, slowly making his way to the village.
She watched and spoke her enchantments and incantations while he ventured out into the wide world to be with his people. A world full of turmoil and danger, pleasure and new experiences, sadness and brilliance, pain and desire. She watched as he was spotted by the guards, as they scooped him up and up took him inside their walls. She sat there as the warmth and memory of him in her lap faded until she was alone again, her only companion was the cool night air.
Her task was complete — for now. She would not know what would become of her little Udinga, not until he came of age. She could only rely on the spirits and her connection to him through their shared experience. She had his caul, his blood, birth waters and more. All of these would be used to bless and keep him safe until he could mature, and potentially reunite in years to come. He was bound to her.
“Good bye my little sangoma. Until we meet again.”
The enchantress stood, and disappeared beyond the woods back into seclusion, where she would wait. She was Naya, and he was hers.
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