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This story is set in a where and when not too dissimilar to our own...
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Pregnant! How could I be pregnant? But I knew very well how such a thing could have happened. I’d mixed with Trent. My stomach shifted again as if my intestines were being strangled into knots. Lying on my bed, I watched with fright and dismay as the flesh covering my stomach began to ripple and contort. Pulling my knees up, I gritted my teeth against the pain that was now cutting through my abdomen like a hot blade.

Rolling onto my side, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and stood up. My legs felt rubbery as I lurched toward the bedroom door. I felt the sudden urge to vomit again. I staggered along the landing and into the bathroom. Dropping to my knees, I leant over the toilet and dry-heaved. I could feel heat in my eyes as I screwed them up against the pain and the waves of nausea. I cuffed the drool away that swung from my chin and sat panting and out of breath on the floor. The urge to vomit subsided along with the pains. Whatever was growing inside of me had fallen still. Even though it no longer moved, I knew there was something alive inside of me.

With an overwhelming sense of despair consuming me, and using the basin for leverage, I pulled myself to my feet. Tearing off my clothes, I stood naked before the mirror. Turning sideways, I looked at my profile. My breasts looked a little heavier than I’d ever known them to be, and my once-flat stomach was now fully curved into a small bump. The bump was more pronounced than it had been earlier that day and it seemed to be growing at an alarming rate.

I lifted one hand to touch the bump. But before I did, I let my arm fall away. I wasn’t so sure that I wanted to touch the bulbous mound of flesh – I wasn’t so sure that I wanted to feel whatever was growing inside me, moving – kicking and wriggling about. I knew that if I touched it and felt it then this nightmare might become all too real. But as I gathered up my clothes and headed back to my bedroom, I knew that this wasn’t just a nightmare and the situation I now found myself in was very real. Pulling the baggiest T-shirt I could find over my head, I dropped down onto the bed. I pushed the notes I had started to make about the truce to one side. I had to stop referring to whatever was growing inside me as it because whether I liked it or not, there was a child growing inside of me. With that realisation, the same question – how? – kept screaming around the corridors of my mind. The answer to the question I was searching for was, how had a baby begun to grow side of me? I wasn’t so stupid that I didn’t know that mixing couldn’t produce a child, but the only person I’d done any mixing with since arriving in this new world had been Trent and he was a werewolf and I was a Wicce. My understanding was a child could not be born out of such a union – that it was impossible. Our species were so very different that...

Slowly, I raised my hand to the puncture marks left behind by Calix on my neck. My heart began to flutter and race as if beating against the inside of my ribcage. I remembered how those hairs had grown out of the bite-mark. In my mind’s eye, I could see how the wound had once been infected by Calix. And that was the question I needed to have answered. Had Calix’s bite changed me in some way? Had the infection that had once soured the wound infected me fully – changed me enough so that I was now able to conceive and carry the child of a werewolf? Had Calix’s bite bent my DNA enough out of shape so that it was now possible for me to fall pregnant and give birth to a species that was not my own?

With so many nightmarish thoughts now tormenting my mind, I slid beneath the sheets of my bed, pulling them up over my head. Was the fact that the child was growing inside of me the true reason that my magic had been slow to return? Was the unborn child drawing on my inner strength – magic – so it could survive inside of me? But how would I have started to show so soon? I knew that female Lycanthrope gestated for a mere six weeks before giving birth – but I was not a Lycanthrope – I was not one of them. A female Wicce gestated for 9 months just like a human. But did that matter now that I had been bitten by Calix? On the outside I still looked like a Wicce, but on the inside was I more wolf now than witch?

In the darkness beneath the sheets, I tried to do the mental maths of how long I could have actually been pregnant for. Trent and I had mixed the night before he’d left Shade to go in search of his people and that had been what... nearly three weeks ago now. So had I gone half term already? Did I only have three weeks left before I gave birth to the child that was now growing inside of me? Would the pregnancy continue for a longer period of time even though I had been bitten by Calix? I was not sure. I could no longer be sure of anything. I had become....what? Some kind of freak? And what did that mean for the child I now carried? What would the child be or become? Would the baby be more werewolf than Wicce, or somewhere in between? This is why mixing had been forbidden between the Wicce and the werewolves because it was feared that if a pregnancy should ever go full term, then an abomination would be born. The biggest problem I had – and it seemed I now had many – was I had no answers to any of the questions that banged against the walls of my mind. There was no other Wicce in this world I knew of that I could go in search of answers from. And even if there were, would they have the answers I was looking for? I only had myself to blame. It was I who had chosen to hide out in a remote village called Shade, taking up the company of werewolves. It was I who had then become pregnant by one of them. I’d promised myself that in this new world, and the second chance I’d been given, that I would not continue to make the mistakes of my past. But as my eyes began to heat with tears, I heard my mother and father whisper beneath the sheets as they reminded me once more of what an utter wretch and disappointment I truly was.
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Chapter Two
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I woke early, not because of the nightmares that stalked my dreams, but because I knew I couldn’t afford to wallow in self-pity. If it hadn’t been important before that I find a truce between the vampires and werewolves, it had now become a matter of urgency. There was no way I wanted to bring a child, werewolf, Wicce or anything else, into a world that was at war with itself. Any child that I had – planned or otherwise – I only wanted happiness and peace for. I’d arranged to meet the reporter, Sidney Watson, the day after tomorrow at the wall of magic I’d created on the other side of the woods, so time was of the essence. I really couldn’t afford to waste any time being melancholic about the situation I now found myself in. I had to pull up my bootstraps and come up with a plan that I could take with me when I eventually met the vampire leader, Veronica Cabal. She wouldn’t take me seriously nor listen to what I had to say, if I turned up looking like some pathetic waif full of half-baked ideas. I had to be strong in my beliefs and my own self conviction if I had any chance of finding peace in this world – the world that I was soon to bring a child into.
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