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"Will you be seed bearer? Do you swear to give yourself to our city? To service it and us as we require?"
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Ace Campbell hacked at the vines with his machete. He was getting far too good at that and wondered if there was any end to the dense foliage of the Dryadia Jungle. He wiped his brow down with a cloth. Ace was hardly a weak man–at well over six feet tall and with a well-worked musculature, there were few who would pick a bar fight with him–but he was getting tired of the brutal terrain. He should’ve found the Lost City by now. His maps were good, his information was better, but the goddamn endless jungle stymied his best attempts to unearth the city and its treasures.

But the best rewards took the hardest work–and a fair amount of risk–and Ace knew that as long as he kept going, his efforts would pay off. He cleared a narrow path through thick-trunked kapok trees and squeezed his way through, bare arms scraping on the bark. In frustration he hacked at one of the trees, feeling foolish when his machete got embedded in the wood.

“Fuck this nonsense,” he growled, pulling the machete out of the trunk.

The Lost City of Dryadia. There were surprisingly few rumors about the place and even fewer facts, and Ace had spent years piecing together everything he could about it. Supposedly it had great temples that were hidden by the jungle’s overgrowth, protecting it from helicopter and satellite surveillance. The only way to find it was on foot, which most thought to be a hopeless task with a jungle as dense and hostile as Dryadia. But Ace was no amateur. He’d trekked all across the world, through most any terrain, and he knew that a lot of planning and a little luck could propel a man far past what had ever been achieved before.

Ace walked down a loose soil hill, digging his heels in to ride the eroding dirt. He paused. The jungle had gone quiet. He knelt down on one knee and readied his machete, wishing he’d brought his pistol as well.

Jungles were inherently dangerous places, full of predators and a merciless food chain that didn’t care how sophisticated a human traveler thought they were. But the reports around Dryadia’s fauna suggested that for one reason or another predators didn’t flourish here. The locals said the jungle was protected, though Ace figured there was some other phenomenon at play–the wrong biomass to support the big nasties, better hunting grounds nearby, something like that. Nevertheless, he knew to take a suddenly quiet jungle seriously. He scouted the dense thicket of jungle trees, scanning for any sign of movement.

Nothing. He relaxed his machete.

Then he saw it.

A shaded shape moving through the jungle, looking almost… human? That couldn’t be right.

Ace crouch-walked in the direction the shape was going, keeping his eyes locked on it. Yes, it was definitely human-looking: an upright posture, a bipedal gait, and… light skin. Strange. Ace peered towards the shape and thought he saw long green hair flowing down where it’s scalp would be and the longer he stared the more it seemed like Ace was staring at a pale, youthful woman with yellow-green hair and some kind of intricate leaf wrapping around her body. He blinked several times, sure that this had to be a mirage.

Then the shape looked at him and he saw bright hazel eyes staring at him from less than a hundred feet away. She raised a hand at him. A wave? A warning?

Ace didn’t know what to do. His heart thumped wildly in his chest and he was flooded with conflicting instincts: rush and attack her, signal for acceptance, keep his distance. None seemed right because this situation was so, so wrong. In that moment Ace felt like he should’ve never set foot into Dryadia Jungle. This place was strange, unexplored, and–most suspicious of all–willingly ignored by even the most boisterous and boastful explorers. In the years it had taken Ace to gather information on it, no one expressed even a hint of jealousy at his would-be journey.

They were happy to let him explore the godforsaken no-man’s-land.

The figure glided towards Ace. It didn’t hesitate at all, the dense jungle seeming to part for it–her?–as it approached.

“Who are you?” it asked as it got closer. It was definitely female, though Ace still couldn’t understand how any person, woman or man, could wander through this jungle with such a light complexion and with such unnaturally colored hair that didn’t even seem to be dyed.

“A traveler,” Ace said. “Looking for something.”

The woman arched a soft green eyebrow. “For what?”

Her words were accented even more than the locals’ and Ace wondered if there were other groups who had made the jungle their home. Jungles were known to be hotbeds of biodiversity… maybe something about the soil and the water here caused her odd look, the way some environs could lead to albinism or otherwise unheard of light colored features in remote parts of the world. At least she spoke the common tongue, no matter how accented. That meant she had to be used to interacting with strangers, at least a little bit.

Still, Ace wasn’t ready to tell her everything.

“I had a drone taking video of the jungle land,” he said, lying. “It must’ve gotten caught in some vines or something because it suddenly crashed. I wasn’t recording when it did but I think what I saw looked like some kind of city. Is that right? There can’t be a city around here, can there?”

The woman paused.

“A city,” she said back. She shook her head. “There are some small towns, if you can call them that here, but a city…? No, I don’t think so.”

Ace mulled over his next words. “I’m sure I saw something,” he said. He took a step further into the jungle, bluffing as if to leave the woman behind. “I’ll just go look for it myse–”

“Wait. It’s dangerous in this jungle. You’ll need a guide,” she insisted.

Ace turned to the woman. There was a slight blush in her cheeks, a warm peachy glow. She tucked a lock of her strange, lime-tinted hair behind her ears and it was then that he took in her skimpy outfit that looked like some kind of jungle bikini made from leaf-like material, the “fabric” bulging at the woman’s ample chest and her belled, hourglass hips. She was thin yet strong and he imagined her living on a diet of lush jungle fruit and vegetables, every ounce of her tasting delectable and sweet…

He had to pull his head away from his unabashed staring. What had gotten into him?

“Uh, fine,” said Ace, his head feeling a bit fuzzy. “Let’s go.”

Ace kept an eye on his compass and his pocket map, being careful not to explain too much about the latter to not arouse suspicion with the native woman. Now and again she nudged his path, warning about quicksand soil and biting insects and other threats that frankly sounded made up to Ace. He did his best to accommodate, not wanting to play his hand that he knew more than he was letting on. Curiously, the woman seemed keen for Ace not to use his machete. She kept suggesting paths that would avoid him having to hack through thickets of vines and even called out when he was about to step on some of the low, humid jungle flowers that speckled the makeshift path through the rainforest.

After nearly three hours of hiking, they settled in a small clearing. Ace was winded and yet the native woman had barely broken a sweat. His chest heaved.

“How do you do it?” he asked her, wiping down the rest on his face but feeling like it was still there. “How do you have so much stamina?”

The woman thought for a moment. “It’s the food,” she offered. “I eat from the jungle. And the jungle gives me strength.”

Ace had ‘eaten from the jungle’ too, though he’d mostly relied on his own rations. “What do you eat?” he said.

“The guagua fruit,” the woman said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. Her eyes lingered on Ace for a second too long. “Would you like to try some?”

Visoring his eyes with his hand, Ace looked out at the surrounding trees. “Are they nearby?” he asked.

“They’re everywhere. If you know how to look.”

The woman stood up, her leaf-wrap bikini looking like it might rip apart any second. Her breasts bounced in the wrapping and her hips swayed from side to side as she sauntered over to a small patch of dirt. Ace stared at her from behind, feeling little shame as he could the swell of one ass cheek showing past a skirt-like hang of dried leaves. The woman used her fingers to excavate a small, green jungle fruit and then brought it back to Ace like an excited puppy, body jiggling with her eager gait.

Ace almost laughed at the native woman’s simple mindset. She’d probably never seen a man like Ace before in her life, probably thought of him the way people back home would think of a galactic traveler or something. He gave her a condescending smile as he accepted the jungle fruit. It was oddly warm in his hands.

“Guagua,” she told him. “You eat that and you have lots and lots of energy.”

“Guagua,” he said back.

The woman giggled. “No, guagua,” she said, correcting his pronunciation even though there was no way in hell Ace could hear the difference. She took the fruit from him and carefully twisted it, lifting the soft upper half away. Inside was a large pit, almost like an avocado, only softer and gooier. It reminded Ace of a huge caramel center that syrup-dripped along the tender fruit flesh of the guagua. The woman mimicked lifting it towards her mouth and then held it out to Ace, urging him to taste.

“I have the center?” he asked her. “Is it sweet? Sour?”

“It’s guagua,” she said, again affecting that matter of fact tone.

Ace brought the fruit half to his mouth. Generally speaking, it’s a foolish idea to eat something unless you know for sure it’s safe. His eyes darted up to the pale-skinned native woman. There was a dumb, cow-eyed look in her light brown eyes and an idiot smile on her face. No doubt she thought she was sharing the finest culinary secret with Ace, fully unaware of the exquisite pleasures that he’d enjoyed in fine dining restaurants all over the world. He went for the syrupy center of the guagua and tongued it into his mouth.

It was sweet. And a little sour. And a little bitter, too. The layers of flavor permeated Ace’s senses, the thick syrup coating his tongue and teeth. It had to be incredibly calorically dense, no wonder it provided so much stamina! He went for more and soon his tongue was working obscenely at the fruit flesh to scoop up every last caramel-colored sticky drop. It ran down his throat and warmed his belly and moments later the oppressive humidity of the jungle seemed to ease, like a great cooling gust had come down and cleared away the moisture.

Ace worked for several more minutes to get the last of the guagua center before moving onto the fruit flesh. It too was sweet and creamy, very much like an avocado only with a zingier, more tart edge to it. He happily munched it down and didn’t hesitate to snatch away the other half from the woman’s hands when she offered it to him.

After he was done, he noticed there was a slight tingling on his fingers and his lips, almost as if he’d been handling the stems and seeds of hot peppers, except without the pain. He looked down at his hands curiously.

“Does this happen to you?” he asked, his voice sounding far away. “Where you–”

He looked at the woman. Her cow-eyed look had grown sharper and the idiot smile from before now looked like a sneer. Yet beyond that it barely looked like she’d moved a muscle. His eyes flicked down her body and that’s when he saw it–a small blue diamond with a hole in its center tattooed on the inside of her arm. The symbol of the Lost City. How hadn’t he noticed it before?

“What’s… what’s going on?” he asked. Ace tried to stand, but his body refused to move.

“You’re trespassing,” she said with malice. “Dryadia is not for your kind.”

Ace tried again to move his body but it was like he was entirely numb except for the muscles in his face; thankfully his breathing was normal, or at least he hoped it was. “So you do know about the Lost City,” managed Ace, sounding far less smug than he imagined he might. His words were strained and almost wheezing.

The woman laughed. “Of course I do,” she said. “I am its High Priestess, Nelaria. And I have a surprise for you: you’re going to get to see the Lost City after all…”

The High Priestess stood and motioned towards the edge of the small clearing. Ace watched bewildered as the thick trees began to part, making a winding path through the dense, lush woods. Nelaria started towards it and as she moved further away from Ace, Ace’s body was compelled to stand, as if someone was directing him with invisible puppet strings. His footsteps were heavy and plodding and his arms were unnaturally stiff at his sides, but he followed Nelaria dutifully, eyes locked on her swaying body. In the wake of her long, lime-green hair was a wash of colorful pollen that spread out to the low flowers at the floor of the jungle and coated Ace’s face, making it feel tingly.

“You will see the Lost City…” continued Nelaria, sloughing off the looser leaf wrappings she had on. They fell away to reveal more of the skintight, bikini-like garment underneath, until the High Priestess was barely clothed at all. The dark green wrappings clung between her buttocks and strained to hold her ample breasts tight. “...and you will serve it.”

Ace looked down and saw his hands move with a mind of their own. They threw out the contents of his pockets and scattered items from his pack–along with the pack itself–and then worked to strip away his clothing as he followed Nelaria, leaving behind a haphazard trail of gear. If anyone found this trail, it would look like Ace had gone mad and wandered deep into the jungle, never to be seen again. Hell, maybe he had gone mad. He felt the warm churn of the guagua in his stomach.

“And in serving the Lost City you will serve me,” said Nelaria, the path ahead of her slowly opening up into a wide, canopied expanse. “And all like me who reside in the Dryadia Jungle. Are you ready to serve?”

Ace nodded dumbly, barely able to think straight. His cock grew at Nelaria’s words and soon pointed straight towards her jiggling, swaying buttocks, twitching in lust for the nearly nude woman. Nelaria looked over her shoulder at Ace, pleased to see him so erect. She smirked.

“You will make a fine drone. But we will need to cleanse you first…”

The expanse opened up further, revealing what from afar might have simply looked like squat tree burrows overrun with roots and vines. But as face after face appeared from their darkness, Ace realized they were something else: homes. Hundreds of homes built into the base of the trees, set about in a chaotic sprawl that seemed to extend for at least a mile or two in all directions. The faces that appeared were not all that different from Nelaria’s–young, female, attractive, with long, flowing hair in any shade of green from rich dark moss to parched yellow-green. They wore similar leaf-like wrappings, some with bare chests and others bare bottoms, all of their expressions stunned at the sight of a human male wandering onto what must’ve been their sacred Lost City.

“Sisters,” spoke Nelaria in a deep, booming voice. “I bring you seed!”

A low chattering spread throughout the tree burrow homes full of excitement and anticipation.

“Meet me at the altar and we shall cleanse the seed bearer before we partake,” announced Nelaria.

Ace’s mind raced. Seed bearer. Cleansing. What were they going to do to him?

His head swiveled back and forth as his body marched behind Nelaria. They were going slightly uphill, to the tallest tree burrow home that Ace had seen yet. But there was no tree atop this one, only a huge mountain of roots and vines with a gigantic cut tree stump at the top of it. Overhead, light filtered in through the dense jungle canopy that must’ve been hundreds of feet in the air. It was a dizzying sight.

Nelaria deftly navigated the mountain of roots, Ace scrabbling behind her. He was winded by the time they reached the tree stump and could feel a cool breeze cutting through the humid jungle air. All around he saw other women of Dryadia’s Lost City climbing up to surround the stump, eagerly watching what the High Priestess would do next. She pointed to a low wooden table in the center of the stump.

“Stand there,” she commanded Ace.

Ace’s feet thumped on the hard stump as he could his position, rising up above all the surrounding women, his cock achingly hard. His heart beat wildly in his chest as he saw two of the Dryadia women weave through the crowd, each holding a bowl. In one bowl was a pile of colorful leaves; in the other was a murky green liquid. They set both bowls down in front of Nelaria. She reached down into the bowl of leaves, weaving her hands through them and then pulling them out as if she’d just put on a pair of gloves. She approached Ace.

“It is time to cleanse you, drone.”

She put a leaf-gloved hand on Ace’s hip. There was a stinging bolt of pain and he desperately wished to move, but his body would not do so. The longer the woman’s hand rested on him, the more he felt the needle-prickling sensation, along with a chili pepper heat that radiated across his skin. Nelaria stroked Ace, her hand settling onto his ass; the needle pain moved with her, as did the fiery stinging sensation. He wheezed, his chest feeling tight. The High Priestess lifted her hand and smacked Ace’s ass cheek hard enough for him to feel it in his entire body. The pain of her touch was tenfold and he felt tears well up in his eyes.

Nelaria motioned to the two women who’d delivered the bowls to the flattened tree stump. They approached the bundle of colorful leaves and wrapped their hands in them before they moved towards Ace. His body trembled even as it remained fixed in place atop the low wood table.

Then there were three pairs of hands roaming the man’s nude body, stroking his ass and back and chest thighs. Each touch was like a hot blade being drawn along his skin that left behind a biting, gnawing agony that shallowed Ace’s breathing and made the tears welling in his eyes roll down his cheeks in fat, salty streaks. A sob burbled out from the man’s quivering lips. The High Priestess and her acolytes continued rubbing their hands up and down his body as if they were trying to cover every inch of him from the neck down, not being shy to get their leaf-wrapped fingers into his armpits and behind his knees and even down his ass. The only place they did not touch was his genitals–they instead left his cock throbbingly at attention, his balls able to feel the radiating pain-heat coming off his inner thighs.

Ace then started to cry in earnest.

“Please,” he begged, his entire body feeling like it was on fire. “Please stop! It burns! It burns!’

Following the High Priestess’s lead, the acolytes continued to rub their hands deep into Ace’s muscles until he was crying so hard he could no longer speak. His teeth chattered as his body shook and if he weren’t still fully erect, he was sure he’d have lost control of his bladder. He let out a shuddering sigh of relief as the three women stepped away, but his relief didn’t last long–Nelaria shed her leafy glove-like garb and exchanged them for a long, thin wooden cane that she sliced through the air, listening to its grim whooshing sound intently.  She stepped around next to Ace.

“Be cleansed!” she shouted.

The wooden cane struck Ace’s ass. The pain was blinding, feeling heavy, cutting, and piercing all at once. It was made even worse by how the blow made the stinging heat on his skin come to life, like someone blowing on a fire to make it grow.

“Be cleansed!” shouted Nelaria again.

The second blow struck Ace’s upper thighs and he thought his legs would give out from under him. He wished they would. He tried to shut his eyes but they refused to close, forcing the man to look out on all the watching green-haired, pale-skinned women of Dryadia. They watched him silently, not even enough of a din from the crowd to drown out Ace’s pathetic blubbering. He wasn’t speaking the common tongue nor any language he had ever heard before but through his nonsense blathering he knew he was begging for mercy, for Nelaria–or anyone else–to stop this searing pain.

“BE CLEANSED!” Nelaria shouted a third time.

The third strike of the cane was like nothing Ace had ever felt. It landed across both ass cheeks like a branding iron, bolts of white hot pain shooting up his spine and deep into his brain. It was then that he regained control of his body and collapsed onto the table, writhing madly as every movement, even the slightest twitch of a finger or the flap of his tongue, made the stinging fire ripple across his skin. He rocked back and forth, desperate for relief.

“Do you wish for the pain to stop?” Nelaria asked him.

“God, yes! Oh god for the love of all things, yes!” shouted Ace as he fought between the urge to brush his skin clean and not move lest he invoke the strange plant-based chemical that was causing his skin to feel like it was being ripped off and dosed in chili vinegar.

“Will you be seed bearer for the city of Dryadia?” she asked him.

“Yes!” screamed Ace.

“Do you swear to give yourself to our city? To service it and us as we require?”

“FOR FUCK’S SAKE ALREADY, YES!”

Satisfied, Nelaria motioned towards the bowl with the green liquid in it. The acolytes brought it over and poured the liquid over Ace’s body. Immediately the burning stopped and Ace could finally think again. He took deep breaths and reached up to dry the tears from his cheeks. When he had cleared his eyes of their haze, he saw that there was a queue forming behind Nelaria, the surrounding women getting organized for… something.

Nelaria stood at the end of the table on the stump. She waved her fingers in the air and as she did, Ace felt the table under him begin to sag. At first he’d thought the wood had gone rotten, but he soon realized it was shaping itself around him, sinking and lifting to become a kind of makeshift seat that leaned back to put Ace at an angle. He went to move his arms and realized the wood had wrapped itself from them. His legs too. The tall back of the chair bent into an arch and Ace’s crotch was thrust forward, his cock jutting out in an almost comical manner.

Then Nelaria pulled off her leaf wrappings, revealing the naked flesh underneath. Her nipples were dark and large and her crotch had a wild patch of lime-green pubic hair that was like an overgrown thicket. She climbed onto Ace as if she was climbing onto the “chair” he was in and slid the man into her, moaning softly as her body came to rest against him. Her gyrating was like dancing, hips bouncing up and down the man’s cock while she threw her head back in focused ecstasy; her breasts were just inches away from Ace’s face and he was compelled to bury himself between them, but could not reach. He puckered his lips and tried to kiss them, tongue lapping futilely, but Nelaria maintained her contorted, dancing position so that she was perpetually just an inch too far away. The queued women, who still encircled the table-become-chair that held Ace in place, had begun chanting and stomping their feet to make a tremendous thumping rhythm that Ace could feel deep in his gut.

“Feed him,” hissed the High Priestess.

Hands snatched Ace’s head and pulled it back with surprising strength. Fingers worked his jaw open and Ace saw one of the acolytes squeeze half a guagua fruit over his mouth, the gooey, syrupy center dripping down onto his tongue to molasses crawl down his throat. When there was only fruit flesh left, the acolyte discarded the guagua and held up a fresh half, squeezing its viscous nectar into Ace’s mouth next. All the while, Nelaria writhed atop him, the clenching lips of her pussy drawing up his shaft at a fevered, undulating pace.

There was a twitch and a pulse and Ace felt the sensation that he was about to cum… but it was different. It was like the cum was being sucked out of him, drawn out through his cock with Nelaria’s motions. It felt euphoric–at first. And then it was like the maddening itching sting he felt before across his skin was inside him, making Ace imagine a biting pinch working its way from the base of his cock up into Nelaria’s pussy.

He tried to scream but the guagua nectar kept coming, silencing him. Nelaria moved her body in a rippling wave, each crest and fall pulling more of Ace’s seed out of him. It now felt like in addition to the burning, pinching pain crawling up Ace’s cock, there was an invisible hand squeezing his balls tight; the dark thought of someone pressing out the last toothpaste out of the tube came to mind. Nelaria sped up her sultry humping, grasping Ace’s waist to steady herself. Her hips slapped against his and Ace thought he would pass out from the pain–but he remained bitterly awake, able to feel every jagged prickling bite as he spilled his seed deep into the High Priestess.

She let out a tired sigh as she dismounted him and Ace looked out at the queue of women waiting their turn. His cock remained hard and ready and he prayed that it all be over soon.

Hours later, Ace was delirious with pain and exhaustion. He had long since lost count of how many of the women had mounted him, how much guagua nectar he had ingested, or how much cum he had spilled. It was certainly more than he should’ve been able to produce, he knew that. Yet somehow the mystic nectar allowed him to continue to spill and spill, all in exchange for the staggering agony in his cock and the vice-crush-grip around his balls. When he saw the queue had finally ended he tried to cry, but was too drained to even produce tears.

Nelaria appeared before him and he tried to cower before her, held firm in place by the wooden table-chair. She had a large gourd of some sort in both hands that was a fleshy tan color. Ace shook his head. No more. He could take no more of the Lost City’s awful secrets.

She lowered the gourd towards Ace’s crotch and out of morbid curiosity he stared as she sunk his still-hard shaft into the gourd’s yielding, warm flesh. The High Priestess pushed it all the way down to Ace’s soaked pubic hair and held it there with both hands. After all the miserable torment he’d suffered, Ace finally felt relief–it was like his cock was being wrapped in a pulsing, soothing warm wetness that squeezed gloriously at him. He started to huff and puff, actual release approaching fast. A smile spread across his face and he allowed his eyes to close, lost in the heavenly sensations.

Just as Ace’s pleasure was hurtling towards a body-clenching orgasm, it stopped. Nelaria lifted the gourd away and Ace opened his eyes.

He didn’t understand what he was looking at between his legs.

There was his pubic hair, wet with the secretions of the Dryadia women and the bulge of his thighs and the hang of his drained, abused balls. But his cock was gone, in its place nothing but a smooth patch of pale skin. He looked up at Nelaria with utter confusion.

“You do not need this now,” she said, indicating the gourd in her hands. “It will be returned to you when it is needed.”

Realization hit Ace: The gourd had consumed his cock somehow. He thought he could see the slight silhouette of it through the gourd’s tanned flesh.

“When will that be?” he croaked.

A cruel smile played across Nelaria’s lips. “You will bear seed for us once a month. During that time, you will be allowed it back.”

‘Bear seed’. Ace now knew what that meant. He would be forced into this chair, made to give pleasure and his seed to the women of the Lost City, and he would suffer throughout the entire process. Then he would receive the slightest of pleasures afterwards, for only a few minutes before the cycle of waiting and torment started anew.

He finally found the strength to cry.

Epilogue

What Nelaria had not told Ace was how he would spend his time between seed bearings. Unsurprisingly, he was confined to live in the Lost City, kept in a cell-like hollow at the base of the root mountain with the tree stump on top. He had nothing to entertain himself there, left with only a hole to drop his waste into and only guagua fruit to eat, which never seemed to fill him up and the taste of which he soon tired of.

But he didn’t have to worry about being bored. He was kept busy in other ways.

Most of the time, he was summoned to pleasure the women of the Lost City and spent much of the day down on his hands and knees between their legs, his face buried against their crotches. The women were insatiable and a single one of the green-haired, pale-skinned natives could take hours before she came in a roaring, drowning climax that left Ace’s face sticky and smelling of their jungle sex, which was heavy with moist flowers and ripe fruit. When they were done with him, he would be dismissed unceremoniously, sent back to his tree prison or to another woman eager to use him no matter how much Ace’s body ached.

Curiously, as the days passed Ace felt something else happening: his balls were getting fuller and more tender. After a week it was so bad that the slightest taps were like having his balls spanked, something the women seemed to know based on their taunting, threatening gestures should Ace’s mouth ever flag or tire in their presence. But it wasn’t until he was summoned to service Nelaria one day that she explained to him what was going on.

Ace had just finished bringing her to a moaning orgasm with her thighs nearly crushing his skull when Nelaria said: “Your sack must be getting pretty full.”

Ace nodded, grateful to have even the slightest information on what was happening.

“That is to be expected,” she said. “The more guagua fruit you eat–and the more of us–the more ready you will be to bear seed.”

“But it’s beginning to get painful,” he said, trying to tread the line between whining and seeking empathy, already aware he had made grave miscalculations about the Lost City.

“We can perform a seed bearing twice a month, if you so wish,” she said.

“No, no, it’s okay!” Ace was quick to say, unable to imagine going through the agonizing draining process in just another week.

“Show me your sack,” commanded Nelaria.

Holding back a whimper, Ace stood. He shuffled over to Nelaria and she held his balls in her palm, hefting them appraisingly.

“You are a good seed bearer,” she said. “You produce well. You will have long years of service to the Lost City.”

Hearing those words made Ace crestfallen.

“Do you have a problem serving us as seed bearer, drone?” snapped Nelaria. “We can find other uses for you, if so. Many guagua could sprout from a body such as yours.”

Ace shuddered. He didn’t even want to think what that would entail. He shook his head. “No, no, not at all,” he said.

“Good.”

Nelaria thought for a moment.

“I require something else from you today. On your knees.”

Ace dropped to his knees as the nude woman stood, strutting over to duck behind a curtain made of long ferns. When she returned she had the tan-colored gourd in her hands. Was she about to allow him to have his cock again? Were they going to fuck?

…would it hurt?

She held the gourd carefully in both hands and kept it at Ace’s head-level as she swiveled it so the bulbous base was towards his lips.

“Keep your mouth closed,” she said.

Then she pressed the gourd to him. As she pulled it away, Ace was horrified to see his cock again–only this time it was jutting fully erect from where his mouth had been. He was forced to breathe heavily through his nose and the warm puffs of air created a perverse pleasure along his shaft, if he could even call it ‘his’ anymore.

Nelaria sat on the edge of her leafy sleeping bed and motioned towards the wild green hair of her pussy.

“Get to work, drone.”

Ace’s body quivered as he pushed his mouth-cock into Nelaria, relieved that there was no wicked pain this time. He bobbed his head in and out of her, having to be careful to move in a controlled rhythm.

“A word of advice,” said Nelaria as she leaned back comfortably on the bed. “When you release, you’ll want to try not to breathe. Your throat is going to be quite occupied until you have finished releasing into me.”

Nelaria’s warning was enough to dampen Ace’s pleasure and to make him wonder what it would feel like to cum up his throat and through his bizarre new cock-mouth. Whatever it felt like, he was sure that like everything in the Lost City and in the Dryadia Jungle, the green-haired women would enjoy it a hell of a lot more than he would.

THE END

WANT MORE DARK FANTASY MONSTER GIRL FEMDOM? SHARE YOUR FEEDBACK WITH M.L. PAIGE AT: eroticawritermlpaige@gmail.com


Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...




—————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

—————————————

[image: Chastity Checkup]

—————————————

This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://sendfox.com/mlpaige

—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia





Also by M.L. Paige:




—————————————

For a transformation fantasy femdom tale...

[image: Turned into the Panties of the Playful Witch]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Don't mess with the Witch of 13th Street. Andrew Miller thinks Dahlia Casper, the "Witch of 13th Street", is just a social media scam artist. That's why he thinks he can sneak in her apartment and steal her panties as a trophy. But he's wrong. When Dahlia catches him, he'll make sure he gets very familiar with her panties—by turning him into a pair of them. And that's not all she'll turn him into. By the time she's done, he'll be her panties, a vibrator, a butt plug... and most dehumanizing of all: her pussy.

—————————————

For a fantasy futa femdom foursome...

[image: Transformed by the Futa Succubus]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Only a fool tries to summon a succubus. When amateur occultist Jaden steals a book to summon a trio of sex-crazed, lusty succubi, he finds out no human can ever bind a succubus to their will. Instead, it's Jaden who will be at the mercy of Zella, Nephamor, and Belxis, the "Sisters of Bliss", each with their own hard, throbbing, phallic secret—and an appetite for changing men into women to satiate their sadistic, kinky libidos. Now Jaden is about to become an expert at pleasing well-endowed succubi...

—————————————

For a dark fantasy femdom tale...

[image: Taken by the Spider Queen]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

The Spider Queen is real. And she's looking for a "lover". Mace Riverstone has been on many adventures, but despite the rampant rumors, he's sure that Shiloth, the Spider Queen who supposedly lives in the Forgotten Hollow, is just a myth. When he takes a wrong path in the Hollow, he'll realize how wrong he is—and how eager Shiloth is for a new "lover". And even though the Spider Queen will drain him of his seed, she also has a surprise that will leave him expectant with dreadful anticipation...

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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