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Chapter 1


I am not able to have children.

Or at least, that was what several medical specialists had told Andrew.

So why was he now on his way to celebrate successfully impregnating a woman?

It didn’t make any sense.

Of course, his infertility was the main reason this news felt impossible. The second was the timeline itself.

Andrew had arrived in this mysterious city high up in the trees only a few days ago. He had discovered it was populated solely by women, eager to receive his gift of life.

They called him the Seed Bringer.

After he was deemed the chosen one, things moved fast. He had already slept with two women since arriving.

One had been during the temple ritual two days ago. The other had been the previous night.

And now one of them was pregnant? Something didn’t add up.

Trina looked over her shoulder to check if he was following. “Hurry up,” she said. “The Queen wants to see you as soon as possible.”

Andrew quickened his pace. “Yeah, yeah. Right behind you.” He stared at her beautiful lines as she walked onward with steady pases.

His relationship with Trina was… complicated. Or maybe one-sided was the better way to describe it.

Trina was entirely focused on duty and mostly closed off to any real connection he tried to make with her. She wasn’t much of a conversationalist, and Andrew had only caught brief glimpses of whatever existed beneath that disciplined exterior.

Although, considering how unashamed the women here were about nudity, there was plenty else he had seen of her.

Hell, she had made him orgasm twice in the line of duty. For the gods, apparently. But that was about as far as their relationship went.

Still, she was beautiful, and part of him ached to know more about her.

It was the same with Ayla, his original caretaker before he had been brought to the chambers to fulfill his daily duty of spreading his seed.

He wondered how Ayla was doing and what she would think when she heard the news of the pregnancy.

Would she be happy? Surprised? Jealous?

Why did the Queen forbid any intimacy between Ayla and me?

Andrew sighed quietly as the frustration returned. Everything here felt so controlled, so carefully kept at the surface.

That was exactly why he had demanded to speak with the Queen.

He had refused to continue his role as Seed Bringer unless she granted him answers.

Now it seemed he was finally getting his audience with her, though not under the circumstances he had expected.

They were down in the lower levels of the city before he knew it. The way up to the chambers had felt way longer, but the large basket-like lift they took back down was fast.

The closer they got to the palace, the louder the city became.

Women filled the walkways and platforms surrounding the massive structure, their excited voices echoing through the trees. Some openly stared at Andrew as he passed. Others lowered their heads respectfully, though he still caught their eyes lingering on him the moment they thought he wasn’t looking.

Word had spread fast. The Seed Bringer had done the impossible.

Andrew still wasn’t sure how he felt about that.

Trina led him through the palace entrance without slowing. Guarding higher sisters immediately stepped aside for them, allowing them deeper inside.

The atmosphere changed the moment the doors closed behind them.

The celebration outside faded into silence.

Andrew frowned slightly. Something felt off.

The palace was usually calm, but this felt different. Tense and heavy.

Trina didn’t speak another word as she guided him through the familiar halls and toward the throne room. When they arrived, the large doors were open.

The Queen stood near her throne instead of sitting on it. That alone surprised him, but what unsettled him more was her expression.

She didn’t look pleased.

Several higher sisters stood nearby, speaking quietly among themselves, though they immediately fell silent when Andrew entered the chamber.

The Queen’s eyes locked onto him. “Leave us,” she said toward the women standing close to her, the command absolute.

The sisters obeyed without hesitation. Trina lingered for only the briefest moment before stepping away as well. The large doors closed behind them, leaving Andrew alone with the Queen once more.

The Queen slowly approached him. “So,” she said calmly. “We have a pregnancy.”

Andrew swallowed carefully. “Isn’t that a good thing?”

“It should be,” she replied. Her gaze sharpened slightly. “But something does not add up.”

A cold spike ran through Andrew’s stomach. For one brief, terrible moment, he thought she had somehow found out. That she knew about the doctors back home. That she had been told he couldn’t have children.

His pulse quickened, but he forced himself to stay calm.

No. Don’t panic.

If he acted nervous now, she would notice immediately. So instead, he straightened slightly and decided to take control of the conversation. “Indeed,” he said confidently. “What is going on?”

For the first time since he entered, the Queen actually looked somewhat caught off guard by his response.

Andrew pressed forward before she could regain momentum. “I’ve only been here a few days,” he said. “And I’ve only done my duty with two women. There’s no way someone would already know they’re pregnant because of me. That’s not naturally possible. It takes longer than that.”

The Queen narrowed her eyes faintly as she studied him. “Sometimes the gods give us things,” she said. “Timing is irrelevant.”

Andrew could barely believe the logic of that statement, but he held his tongue. Arguing theology with a woman who ruled an entire civilization based on divine rituals probably wasn’t the smartest move.

Still, something in her expression shifted. “You said two women?” she asked.

Andrew tilted his head. “Sorry?”

“You said you performed your duty with two women.”

“Yes.”

“And not more?” she asked.

“No.”

Her gaze hardened further. “You are certain?”

“Yeah.” Andrew shrugged.

The Queen stepped closer. “I do not respond well to lying, Andrew.”

The warmth in her voice vanished completely. Her eyes turned ice cold, and a chill crawled down his spine despite the warm air surrounding them.

Andrew held her stare. “I swear,” he said carefully. “Only the selected two.”

He had no problem holding her gaze. He wasn’t lying. Still, he wondered what exactly she was implying.

Maybe she had noticed his attraction to Ayla. Or even Trina. Maybe that had been enough to make her suspicious that he had slept around without her blessing.

While he certainly wished he had slept with both women, that unfortunately hadn’t happened.

“What’s wrong?” he blurted out, his curiosity finally getting the better of him.

The Queen turned and slowly walked away, her movements calm and calculated.

“One of our work women has fallen pregnant,” she said.

Andrew frowned slightly.

The Queen turned back toward him, clearly watching for his reaction. “It is too early for the ten-month cycle blessing from the gods,” she continued. “So she was asked how it happened.”

Then the Queen stepped closer again, lowering her voice. “And she admitted she received it from the Seed Bringer.” She briefly flicked her tongue. “In person.”

Andrew stared at her, partly overwhelmed by her sudden proximity again. Warmth spread through his lower stomach despite the tension of the conversation. “Well,” he said carefully, “then she must be lying. Because I haven’t slept with anyone besides the two women chosen for me.”

The Queen remained close, her eyes locked onto his as if she was trying to look straight through him.

Andrew forced himself not to shift under the pressure of her gaze.

When she remained silent, he spoke again. “Let me see her,” he said. “I’m sure I’ve never even met the woman.”

For a moment, the Queen studied him. Then, slowly, some of the tension left her face. Her expression softened slightly, almost as if a weight had lifted from her shoulders.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “Yes… Alright.”

She turned away again, and Andrew finally released the deep breath he had been holding.

Then the Queen suddenly raised her hands and clapped twice.

The sharp sound echoed through the chamber, making Andrew flinch slightly.

A moment later, a door at the far end of the room opened, and one of the higher sisters stepped inside. She lowered her head immediately.

The Queen lifted her chin slightly. “Bring in the girl,” she said.

The higher sister obeyed without question and disappeared again.

Andrew shifted his weight uneasily as silence settled over the room once more. “What exactly is a work woman?” he asked after a moment.

The Queen glanced at him briefly. “Women assigned to maintain the city,” she explained. “Builders. Gatherers. Hunters. Workers of the lower structures.”

Andrew nodded slowly.

The Queen moved toward one of the chamber's open sides, her gaze drifting over the vast city beyond. From outside came distant sounds of celebration: drums, cheering, excited voices carrying through the trees.

“They are celebrating already,” Andrew said.

“They believe the miracle has begun,” the Queen replied quietly.

Andrew kept his eyes on her. “And you don’t?”

The Queen remained silent for a moment. “I believe something happened,” she finally said. “But I do not yet know what.”

It was strange seeing uncertainty in her. Ever since arriving in the city, she had carried herself with absolute confidence, as though every part of this world moved according to her will and the gods' will behind it.

But now there was doubt.

Footsteps approached again from beyond the chamber doors. The higher sister returned. And behind her walked a young woman Andrew had never seen before.

At first, the girl wore an almost radiant expression. There was joy in her face, mixed with confidence and determination, as though she had walked into the throne room expecting praise.

But the moment her eyes met Andrew's, everything changed.

Her smile vanished instantly. Confusion spread across her face.

By the time she stopped before him and the Queen, her face had become almost unnaturally still, as if she were desperately trying to hide whatever emotions were racing through her mind.

The Queen spoke first. “So, Gildra,” she said calmly, gesturing toward Andrew. “This is Andrew. The Seed Bringer.” She glanced briefly toward him before looking back at the woman. “Although you already know that, of course.”

Gildra remained silent. Her large eyes stayed fixed on Andrew, almost burning into him.

She was beautiful in a sharp, striking way, with high cheekbones, full lips, and dark hair braided tightly behind her head. But whatever confidence she had entered with was gone now.

Andrew tried to read her expression, but struggled to make sense of it.

There was confusion there. Fear, too.

“The… the Seed Bringer,” Gildra finally said, her voice unusually high and strained.

The Queen narrowed her eyes slightly.

Andrew decided to step in. “We’ve never met before, have we, Gildra?”

The woman’s composure cracked instantly. Her eyes filled with tears, and she suddenly looked on the verge of breaking down completely. “This cannot be…” she whispered.

Then she looked directly at the Queen. “He is not the Seed Bringer!”

The Queen frowned immediately. “What do you mean?”

“He is not the Seed Bringer!” Gildra repeated, louder this time, panic rising into her voice.

“Quiet!” the Queen snapped, irritation flashing across her face.

Gildra immediately lowered her gaze.

“You are with child,” the Queen said firmly. “And you claimed the Seed Bringer impregnated you.”

Gildra slowly looked back up. “I am with child,” she said, her voice trembling now. Her eyes turned cold as they settled on Andrew again. “But he is not the Seed Bringer.”

Something clicked inside Andrew’s mind. A cold realization. He narrowed his eyes slightly. “Are you saying,” he said carefully, “that you were with… another man?”

The Queen’s head snapped toward him, shock flashing openly across her face for the first time since he had met her.

Then she immediately looked back at Gildra, hungry for an answer.

Gildra slowly lifted her chin and rested both hands protectively on her stomach.

“I am carrying the Seed Bringer’s child,” she said quietly. “He came to me and gifted me with his love and seed.”

The Queen stepped forward immediately. “Answer the question,” she said sharply. “Have you been with a man other than this one?”

Gildra kept her eyes fixed on Andrew. “Yes.”

The word seemed to echo through the chamber.

The Queen instantly turned toward the higher sister beside the doorway. “Make sure this does not spread,” she said, her voice firm despite the strain underneath it. “The last thing we need is chaos.”

The higher sister lowered her head immediately. “Yes, Your Highness.”

Andrew’s mind was spinning.

Another man? Here?

The Queen turned back toward Gildra. “You will remain at the palace,” she said. “A room will be prepared for you. You are not to leave until we have found this man.”

Gildra’s eyes widened with panic. “I—I don’t know where he is,” she said, her voice trembling.

The Queen straightened fully, towering over her. “I’m sure you do. Where is he?” she demanded.

Gildra shook her head quickly. “He came to visit me a couple of times over the past weeks—”

“WHAT?” The Queen’s voice exploded through the chamber.

Even Andrew flinched.

The rage in her face was unlike anything he had seen from her.

Andrew could barely process what he was hearing himself.

Weeks?

His thoughts raced.

He could only imagine what this meant for the Queen. She had presented Andrew as the divine answer to their prayers. The chosen man sent by the gods. The one and only Seed Bringer who had finally arrived after generations of waiting.

And now they had discovered that another man had apparently been wandering through the city weeks before Andrew had ever set foot in this place.

Without The Queen even knowing. The humiliation of that realization was written all over her face. She was furious.

For a moment, it genuinely looked like she might lose control of herself entirely. But then she closed her eyes and slowly drew in a deep breath, visibly forcing herself to regain her composure.

When she opened her eyes again, the rage was still there, but buried beneath the surface.

The Queen clapped her hands once more. A moment later, the doors opened, and Trina stepped into the chamber.

Trina bowed her head respectfully before looking back up.

The Queen immediately walked toward her until they stood nearly face-to-face. Then she began speaking quietly, too low for Andrew or Gildra to hear.

Andrew narrowed his eyes slightly, trying to pick up anything from their expressions instead.

Trina’s face remained controlled as always, though her eyes briefly flicked toward him before returning to the Queen.

Andrew glanced back toward Gildra.

The young woman stood stiffly now, her eyes lowered toward the floor, her earlier confidence completely gone.

Questions burned in his throat.

“Hey,” he whispered.

Gildra’s eyes immediately lifted toward him, wide and startled, like a deer caught in headlights.

“Was he like me?” Andrew asked quietly.

Gildra frowned faintly, clearly confused by the question.

“The other man,” Andrew clarified. “What was his name?”

His thoughts were racing again. Was the man like him? Had he also wandered into the forbidden woods and somehow ended up here?

Clearly he hadn’t been discovered the way Andrew had. Otherwise the Queen would have known about him immediately, and he would have been treated the same way Andrew had been.

No. This man had somehow been moving through the city unnoticed. Sneaking around beneath the Queen’s nose.

Gildra remained silent, clearly too intimidated by the Queen’s presence to answer him.

“Andrew.”The Queen’s voice cut sharply through the room, pulling him from his thoughts.

He turned quickly, surprised to find her already standing almost beside him. He hadn’t even heard her approach. “Yes?” he blurted out.

The Queen studied him silently for a moment before gesturing toward Trina. “Trina will escort you back to the chambers,” she said. “Please follow her.”

“But—”

“I will ensure the next selected woman is brought to you tonight.”

Andrew frowned slightly. “About that—”

“You may take your leave,” the Queen said firmly.

Andrew swallowed the rest of his thoughts. He understood the message. Whatever he wanted to say right now, she wasn’t interested in hearing it. Her attention had fully shifted toward this new mystery.

And honestly, part of him wanted her focused on it. He was just as desperate to learn the truth about the other man as she was.

“Understood,” he said.

To his surprise, the Queen’s expression softened slightly. “We will speak later,” she said, warmth unexpectedly returning to her voice.

“Thank you,” Andrew replied quietly.

Then the Queen turned away. “Gildra,” she said. “Follow me.”

The young woman immediately obeyed.

Andrew watched the two disappear deeper into the palace, leaving only he and Trina behind.

The higher sister approached him calmly. “Well,” she said. “Let’s go.”

Andrew raised his eyebrows slightly. “Another man,” he said. “What do you think about that?”

“What I think is irrelevant,” Trina replied, gesturing toward the doors.

Andrew couldn’t help but smile as he started walking beside her. “Not to me,” he said, keeping his eyes on her.

He wasn’t entirely sure. But for just the briefest moment, he thought he saw her flinch.

During the walk back through the city, Andrew’s mind wouldn’t stop turning over everything he had just learned.

They took what seemed like a back route, avoiding most of the crowded areas.

Another man.

Not a legend. Not some misunderstanding. A real man who had apparently been moving through the city for weeks.

And somehow, that excited him almost as much as it unsettled him.

Trina walked beside him in silence, her pace steady as always.

Andrew glanced sideways at her. “So,” he said casually, “this has to be pretty shocking, right?”

Trina didn’t look at him. “It changes things.”

“That’s all I get?”

“Yes.”

Andrew sighed dramatically. “You know, conversations usually work better when both people participate.”

“That has not stopped you before.”

He laughed softly at that. “Okay, fair enough.”

Still, he kept walking beside her, studying her profile whenever she wasn’t looking. The late sunlight filtered through the massive branches overhead, catching along the edges of her dark hair and the sharp lines of her face.

She really was beautiful. Intimidating, too. But beautiful.

“You think he’s hiding somewhere in the city?” Andrew asked.

“The Queen will decide how to proceed,” Trina replied calmly.

Andrew glanced at her. “You always answer like that?”

“Yes.”

“You ever relax?”

“No.”

That actually made him grin. “There,” he said. “That almost sounded like a joke.”

Trina shot him a flat look without slowing her pace.

Andrew chuckled to himself. “You know,” he continued, “if another guy really is running around out there, I’m suddenly feeling a whole lot less special.”

“You are still the Seed Bringer.”

“Yeah, but apparently not the only one with a dick.”

Trina’s jaw visibly tightened for a second.

Interesting.

Andrew noticed it immediately. “Oh, come on,” he said. “That was at least a little funny.”

“You speak too casually about sacred matters.”

“And you take everything too seriously.”

Trina remained silent again.

They had reached the large lift and got in.

Andrew looked ahead at the chambers slowly coming into view between the massive trees as they rose. The enclosed entrance platform sat high above the rest of the city, separated from the lower levels by the lift system that guarded access to his private sanctuary.

The lift carried them upward, and when they stepped onto the upper terrace, Andrew immediately spotted Valeria waiting for them near the entrance.

She approached quickly the moment she saw them. Her calm expression shifted the instant Trina leaned closer and quietly explained what had happened at the palace.

Andrew couldn’t hear the words, but he saw the exact moment understanding hit her.

Valeria’s eyes widened slightly. Then she looked at him with an expression difficult to read.

Concern? Curiosity? Maybe even caution.

When Trina finished speaking, Valeria straightened herself again. “You should prepare for the evening,” she said to Andrew. “The bath is ready in the washing area.”

Andrew nodded distractedly, still watching the two women. “Sure.”

Then he noticed something strange. Trina hadn’t moved. Usually she would already be leaving by now. Instead, she remained standing beside Valeria with her arms folded behind her back.

Andrew looked between them. “You’re still here?”

Trina met his gaze evenly. “I was ordered to remain.”

Andrew blinked once before the realization hit him.

Another man running loose through the city. The Queen wasn’t taking chances anymore.

A smile slowly spread across Andrew’s face.“Well,” he said lightly, “guess this means we’ll finally get the chance to know each other a bit better.”

Trina’s expression remained perfectly neutral.

Remembering their brief moment before the ritual a few days prior, Andrew decided to take things a step further.

He stepped a little closer, talking in a low voice, making sure Valeria couldn’t hear. “You sure this doesn’t mean you’re one of the selected women now?”

For the briefest moment, something cracked through her composure—a smile.

It was small and fleeting, but definitely there.

Then it vanished just as quickly.

“Your bath is waiting,” she said calmly. “Now go.”

Andrew couldn’t help grinning as he turned toward the bathing area.

Progress.


Chapter 2


Valeria guided him through the quieter parts of the chambers, away from the open terraces and lounging spaces where the breeze drifted through the trees.

Andrew followed her as his thoughts continued to spin.

Another man here.

The realization still felt unreal. And strangely enough, instead of making him feel threatened, it energized him.

Questions kept piling up in his head. Was the man from his world too? Had he entered through the same woods? Where had he been hiding all this time?

And perhaps most importantly: what exactly did he know about this place?

The deeper Andrew disappeared into thought, the more he realized how isolated he had truly been since arriving here. Everyone around him spoke in riddles, traditions, and half-answers.

Maybe this other man could finally give him something real.

“We’ve arrived,” Valeria said.

Andrew looked up.

The bathing area was built into smooth stone curving naturally around a narrow stream. The water flowed gently through the wooden structure before disappearing into an opening farther below.

Soft crystal lights glowed between roots and carved walls, reflecting across the water’s surface. The deepest section formed a small pool where the stream widened enough to sink into fully.

It looked peaceful and private.

Andrew stepped closer to the edge of the water and immediately felt the warmth rising from it.

“That’s amazing,” he admitted.

Valeria gave a faint nod. “The water is naturally heated from below the earth.”

She explained a few more details about how it all worked, but Andrew barely heard the explanation. His mind was elsewhere.

Without thinking much about it, he pulled off the loose fabric he had been wearing and let it drop beside the stream.

Only after he had fully stripped did he glance back toward Valeria. And pause.

He now realized she had stopped talking and was staring at him. Her eyes were fixed on his body with a penetrating intensity. Calm as Valeria usually appeared, there was absolutely nothing controlled about the hunger flickering in her gaze now.

Andrew felt a slow grin tug at the corner of his mouth.

The confidence inside him had returned full force. Maybe it was the adrenaline from discovering another man existed here. Maybe it was finally feeling like the Queen no longer held all the power in the situation.

Or maybe it was simply because of the way Valeria was looking at him.

“Want to join me?” he asked casually.

Valeria looked away, almost as if the question had genuinely caught her off guard.

For a moment, Andrew thought she might actually say yes. He saw the temptation clearly.

Her eyes drifted lower for a moment before she forced herself to straighten. “My duty is to prepare you for the selected woman tonight,” she said calmly.

Andrew raised an eyebrow. “That wasn’t a no.”

Valeria’s lips twitched faintly. “You should save your energy for her instead,” she replied.

But Andrew noticed the way her voice had softened slightly.

Interesting.

“I’ve got enough energy,” he said.

She stepped backward, though her gaze lingered on him a second longer than necessary. “Enjoy your bath,” she said before finally turning away.

Andrew watched her leave, still smiling to himself. Then he slowly stepped into the stream.

The heat immediately wrapped around his body, easing tension from his muscles. He moved deeper until the water reached his chest, then leaned back against the smooth stone.

No Queen. No rituals. No duties.

Just the sound of flowing water and the endless forest beyond the chambers.

Andrew closed his eyes and exhaled slowly.

But the calm didn’t last. His mind soon started to wander.

Another man who wasn’t raised in this bizarre world of rituals, sacred seed, and women treating him like some holy object.

He had seen it as a good thing, but the longer he sat in the water, the more another thought began taking shape.

Andrew frowned slightly, opening his eyes again.

What if the Queen prefers the other guy?

The thought settled heavily in his stomach.

What if the other man was stronger? More confident? More experienced? What if he actually embraced all this instead of constantly questioning it?

Hell, what if he really could father children without issue?

Andrew stared quietly at the glowing reflections dancing across the water.

Until now, he had been special here. Desired and necessary. But what happened if there was another option?

The Queen had built an entire mythology around him being the one chosen man sent by the gods.

Now that illusion was cracking apart.

And if the other guy turned out to be a “better” version of what they needed… Then what?

Andrew swallowed hard.

Will they throw me out?

The idea sounded ridiculous at first. Where would he even go? He was trapped in a city suspended high above an endless forest in a world that barely made sense.

But another possibility quickly followed, colder and darker than the first.

What if they couldn’t risk him leaving?

The Queendom was obsessed with rituals. With gods. With sacred duties, balance, and the preservation of their way of life.

What happened to sacred mistakes here?

Andrew suddenly realized he had absolutely no idea how dangerous these women truly were beneath all the beauty, warmth, and sex.

He thought back to the Queen’s rage earlier in the throne room—the fury in her voice.

This society might look peaceful, but it clearly had power structures, secrets, and rules that were enforced absolutely.

A chilling feeling crawled slowly through him.

What if there was some kind of ritual for disposing the unwanted?

Andrew let out a quiet breath and rubbed his face. “Jesus,” he muttered to himself.

Maybe he was spiraling.

But for the first time since arriving, he realized he had spent so much time being desired that he hadn’t stopped to wonder what would happen once he wasn’t.

“Fuck.” He got up, the steam rising from his heated skin.

Warm water slid down his body as he stood there naked in the glowing pool. The wind immediately rolled across his body, cooling the heat lingering on his chest and shoulders.

For a moment, he simply stood still.

The chambers stretched around him in quiet beauty, open to the endless view beyond. Miles upon miles of forest rolled outward beneath the fading light, the distant mist turning gold as the sun set.

Andrew dragged a hand through his wet hair and slowly turned toward the stone ledge where he had left his clothes. He walked to the bath’s edge and stepped out.

Then he froze.

Trina stood there. Watching him.

Andrew jerked slightly in surprise. “Jesus,” he muttered, pressing a hand briefly against his chest. “How long have you been standing there?”

Trina remained still, though her eyes briefly moved over his wet body before returning to his face. “Long enough,” she said.

Andrew let out a breath through his nose. “You people seriously need to announce yourselves more.”

To his surprise, Trina didn’t respond with one of her usual cold dismissals. Instead, she studied him quietly for a moment before speaking. “Are you alright?”

That caught Andrew so off guard that he almost laughed. He stared at her. “Why do you ask?”

Trina hesitated slightly. The hesitation itself surprised him almost as much as the question had. “You seem…” She paused briefly, almost searching for the word. “Troubled.”

Andrew looked at her carefully now. The concern in her voice was subtle, almost buried, but it was there.

And somehow, hearing it from Trina of all people affected him more than he expected.

He looked away toward the endless forest again. “Well, as you know, there’s apparently another guy running around your tree kingdom,” he said quietly. “One that might’ve been here before me. You don’t think that’s a little troubling?”

Trina stepped a little closer, though still keeping a respectful distance. “The Queen will deal with it.”

“That’s not really what I’m worried about.” He sighed. “Or maybe it is,” he admitted quietly.

That made her narrow her eyes slightly.

Andrew gave a dry chuckle. “Funny,” he muttered. “A few hours ago I was supposedly the chosen one sent by the gods. Now I’m wondering if I’m about to get replaced.”

Trina frowned immediately. “You believe that?”

Andrew shrugged weakly. “I don’t know what to believe anymore.”

The wind moved softly between them.

Trina stood there studying him, and Andrew suddenly became very aware of the fact that he was completely naked in front of her. Oddly enough, though, she didn’t seem embarrassed.

“You are still The Seed Bringer,” she finally said.

Andrew huffed a small laugh. “That’s easy for you to say.”

“It is true.”

Andrew threw his arms into the air, sending droplets of water flying around him. “What if he’s better than me?”

Trina stepped a little closer. “In what way?”

Andrew looked at her. “Uh… better shape?”

Her eyes slowly traveled over his body again, openly taking him in now. There was no subtlety left in her gaze.

The warmth in her eyes sent a pulse through him. “Maybe he has more seed,” Andrew said.

Trina met his eyes again. “You have enough.”

Andrew immediately remembered her examining him and making him climax, checking his semen with clinical focus while pretending none of it affected her. She had tasted a whole lot of him.

He chuckled softly. “I guess you would know.”

To his surprise, Trina smiled. And then a faint blush appeared across her cheeks.

The unexpected sight hit him hard. Seeing a woman as composed and disciplined as Trina suddenly give in to a moment of femininity, rather than hide behind duty, sent a jolt of arousal through his body. Butterflies stirred in his stomach. He felt blood rushing downward, warmth spreading through his crotch.

“Don’t you want to check again?” he blurted out, his voice low.

Trina’s eyes widened immediately. “No,” she said firmly. But then her expression softened almost at once, and she glanced away. “I mean… yes, but—”

She abruptly cleared her throat and turned away. “You should dry off before you catch a cold. You are no good to anyone sick.”

Andrew watched her walk away while his erection only grew harder.

He laughed quietly to himself. “Yes, but… huh?”


Chapter 3


The day became a blur surprisingly fast.

Valeria guided him toward another open section of the chambers, where a massive wooden table had been set up. Bowls filled with brightly colored fruit rested across its polished surface, alongside steaming dishes of meat and herbs whose scent immediately made his stomach growl.

Fresh air drifted through the open terraces. Sunlight poured through the leaves high above. The trees stretched beyond every railing and balcony like an ocean of green.

And yet the place somehow still felt empty.

Andrew had actually looked forward to eating with Valeria. Partly because he wanted company, but also because he genuinely wanted to know more about this world. About the chambers. About her.

It would also keep his mind occupied and away from the other man.

But the moment the food was set down, she turned as if preparing to leave.

“Why is this table so huge?” Andrew asked quickly before she could disappear.

Valeria paused and looked back at him with that same slightly quizzical expression she often wore around him. “What do you mean?” she asked, sounding mildly amused.

Andrew gestured broadly toward the massive table. “This thing is enormous,” he said. “It’s way too big for one person eating alone.”

For just a second, something softened in Valeria’s expression. Pity? Or maybe understanding. But she quickly straightened again and replaced it with one of her composed little grins. “You’ll get used to it,” she said before turning again.

“Won’t you join me?” Andrew asked.

Valeria smiled once more, standing tall and graceful as always, her posture proud, her chest pushed slightly forward. “I have somewhere to be.”

“Weren’t you supposed to take care of me?”

Valeria gave a small nod. “Yes. But you are not a baby.” Her smile widened faintly. “I’ll return.”

The tone in her voice made it clear the conversation was over.

Andrew sighed quietly and looked away before she could leave first. He lowered himself into the chair and focused on the food as he listened to her footsteps slowly fade into the distance.

After a moment, he glanced around again, searching for Trina. Nothing.

“Some bodyguard,” he muttered under his breath.

The food really was incredible. Tender meat, sweet fruit, warm bread unlike anything he had tasted before.

But eating alone made the entire experience feel hollow.

He missed Ayla.

He could almost picture her sitting across from him again, smiling softly as she watched him eat, as she used to back in her little home among the trees.

His thoughts drifted toward her naturally. Even though they’d spent only a few moments together, he felt so drawn to her.

What was she doing right now? What were her daily tasks? He realized with sudden embarrassment that he had never even asked.

Ayla had once mentioned she was part of the group that found him in the forest.

Maybe she was a hunter. Or a tracker.

Andrew looked down at the meat on his plate. Maybe the animal he was eating right now had been hunted by her. The thought strangely comforted him.

He leaned back and stared out over the distant forest again, while loneliness slowly settled more heavily on his shoulders.

“When this other dude gets caught,” he murmured between bites, “I’m bringing this up to the Queen.”

He pointed a piece of fruit vaguely toward the horizon. “No companionship, no seed.”

That had originally been his entire plan—disrupted by another man running around. If they expected him to spend his days having sex with selected ones, then he at least wanted genuine connection in return.

Not this endless cycle of women arriving and disappearing again afterward like he was some kind of sacred pumping machine.

But as the thought settled in, uneasiness crept back into his stomach.

Because now there was another possibility.

Once the other man was found, the Queen would have leverage. Andrew could practically hear her voice already: “Oh, is that so? Well, we have another man now. We no longer require your cooperation.”

Andrew sighed. “Shit.”

He really hoped Trina was right. That being chosen actually meant something.

Because otherwise, the moment the other guy appeared, Andrew had no idea what his place in this world would become.

Andrew finished his meal and sat for a while, lost in thought.

He pushed back from the massive table, the last traces of his meal forgotten.

He needed movement.

He also wanted to find Trina. She was supposed to be guarding him, after all. And after that charged moment by the bathing pool, the memory of her faint smile and the blush on her cheeks kept replaying in his mind like a lure.

He wandered deeper into the private sections of the chambers, past open terraces where golden evening light slanted inside.

The air smelled of blooming night flowers and warm wood. His bare feet were silent on the polished planks.

A soft, breathy sound stopped him cold.

It came from a small alcove off one of the inner corridors—a curtained nook that seemed meant for rest or meditation, half-hidden by hanging vines.

The sound repeated: a low, trembling sigh. It was feminine and needy.

Andrew’s pulse spiked. He moved closer, heart hammering, and eased the edge of a vine curtain aside just enough to see.

It was Trina. She was alone, seated on a wide, cushioned bench with her back against the smooth wall. Her usual tight leather and fabric wraps were loosened, the top pulled down to bare her firm, high breasts.

One hand cupped and squeezed a breast, pinching the stiff nipple, while the other was buried between her spread thighs.

Her trousers were shoved down to below her knees, and her fingers moved in slow, slick circles over her glistening womanhood.

She looked nothing like the stoic warrior who escorted him everywhere. Her head was tilted back, eyes closed, lips parted on another soft moan.

The tight braid had loosened, dark strands framing her flushed face. Every stroke of her fingers made her hips twitch, and the wet sounds of her arousal filled the small room.

Andrew couldn’t look away. She was breathtaking like this—raw, vulnerable, achingly feminine. The disciplined mask had cracked wide open, revealing the hungry woman beneath.

His cock hardened instantly, straining against the loose fabric of his clothes as he watched her pleasure herself.

Trina’s breathing quickened. Her fingers dipped lower, sliding inside herself with a quiet, obscene sound. “Mmm…” she whimpered softly. Her thighs trembled.

He stayed hidden for another long minute, enchanted, cock throbbing as he drank in every detail: the way her breasts heaved, the slick shine on her fingers, the desperate little rolls of her hips.

Finally, he decided to step forward, letting the vines rustle.

Trina’s eyes snapped open. She froze, fingers still buried deep, face flooding crimson. “Oh—” Her voice cracked with mortification. She yanked her hand away and tried to pull her clothes up, but her legs were tangled.

He raised both hands gently. “Hey, hey… It’s okay.”

She looked ready to bolt or strike him. “You shouldn’t be here. This is… I was only—”

“You were beautiful,” he said quietly, stepping closer. “So beautiful, Trina.”

Her breath hitched. Shame warred with lingering arousal in her eyes. “I… I cannot. I am not selected. The Queen—”

Andrew knelt in front of her, close enough to smell her arousal, musky and sweet. A surge of primal lust shot through him.

He reached out slowly and rested a hand on her bare knee. She didn’t stop him.

“Let me,” he whispered. “Please...”

Trina’s chest rose and fell rapidly. She shook her head, but her thighs stayed parted, glistening. “I… We should not…”

He leaned in, voice low and rough. “Just my fingers. Nothing else. Let me make you feel good.”

The last thread of her resistance snapped. With a broken sound, she grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand between her legs.

She was soaked. Burning hot. Her pussy lips were slick, clit hard under his fingertips.

Andrew groaned at the feel of her and slid two fingers inside her tight channel without hesitation.

Trina gasped, head falling back as he curled them deep, stroking that sensitive spot while his thumb circled her clit.

“Oh gods…” she whimpered. Her hips bucked against his hand, chasing the pleasure.

“You’re so wet,” he whispered, pumping his fingers faster. The obscene squelching sounds echoed in the alcove.

Trina’s walls clenched hard around his fingers. She grabbed his shoulders, nails digging in as her body tensed. Andrew kept the rhythm steady and relentless until her thighs started shaking violently.

He leaned in. “Come for me,” he whispered hotly against her ear. “Let go, Trina.”

She shattered. A sharp, choked cry escaped her as she squirted hard around his fingers, hot fluid gushing over his hand and wrist, soaking the cushion beneath her. Her pussy pulsed and fluttered wildly, wave after wave of her orgasm milking his fingers while she trembled and gasped.

The sight and feel of it nearly made Andrew come himself. Passion flooded her face—raw, unrestrained lust replacing the embarrassment.

Before she could fully recover, Trina surged forward, crashing her mouth against his in a wild, hungry kiss. Her tongue invaded his mouth as her hand yanked open his clothes and wrapped around his cock.

She stroked him hard, slick from her own juices, twisting at the head on every upstroke.

Andrew groaned into her mouth, thrusting into her grip while he kept fingering her through the aftershocks. They devoured each other—messy, desperate kisses, teeth nipping lips, her soft breasts pressed against his chest.

He was rock-hard, leaking, ready to bury himself inside her. He shifted between her spread thighs, cock nudging her soaked entrance—

Trina tore her mouth away with a gasp. “No—!” She pushed at his chest, eyes wide with sudden panic even as her body still trembled with need.

Andrew nearly lost his balance by the sudden push.

“I cannot,” Trina said, “I am not selected. The gods… the Queen… I must not.”

She scrambled back, yanking her clothes up with shaking hands. Her face was flushed, lips swollen from kissing, but the disciplined mask was slamming back into place.

“Trina, wait—”

“I’m sorry.” Her voice cracked. She wouldn’t meet his eyes. “This never happened.”

Then she fled, bare feet silent on the wood as she disappeared down the corridor.

Andrew stayed on his knees, cock standing angrily hard and glistening with her juices, chest heaving. “Fuck,” he rasped, dragging a hand down his face. The taste of her mouth and the scent of her still clung to him.

He forced himself to breathe, willing his erection down. It took several frustrating minutes. When he finally stood, adjusting his clothes over his still-throbbing length, he stepped out of the alcove.

And walked straight into Valeria.

She stood there with usual composure, arms loosely folded, one eyebrow arched.

Her gaze flicked downward to the very obvious bulge in his trousers, then back up to his face.

She had clearly seen everything.

“Be careful where you put that thing, Seed Bringer,” she said, voice low and laced with warning. A faint, knowing smile curved her lips. “Some temptations are more dangerous than others.”

Andrew swallowed, heat rising to his cheeks. Valeria’s eyes lingered on him a moment longer, dark with something unreadable, before she turned and glided away, leaving him standing there.

Andrew let out a deep breath as he dropped his head back. “Damn,” he uttered.


Chapter 4


The evening light had faded into deep purples and golds, painting the endless forest in twilight hues.

Andrew had wandered the upper chambers for what felt like hours, restless.

His cock was still trapped uncomfortably in his loose trousers, every brush of fabric a reminder of Trina.

He’d checked the alcoves, the terraces, even the bathing area. No sign of her. She had vanished like smoke.

Frustration boiled in his chest, mixing with the lingering horniness that refused to die down.

Fuck this place and its rules.

“Seed Bringer.”Valeria’s calm voice cut through the quiet behind him. He turned to find her standing a few paces away, her long hair catching the last of the crystal light. “Are you ready?” she asked, a faint smile playing at her lips.

“Ready for what?” Andrew muttered, still distracted.

Valeria tilted her head slightly. “The next selected one. She is on her way up as we speak. The Queen was quite insistent after today’s… revelations.”

The words hit him like a wave of cold water. The moment with Trina had completely wiped the duty from his mind. Another woman. Another ritual fuck. His stomach twisted with a strange mix of nerves. “Oh. Right.” He ran a hand through his hair. “Yeah, sure.”

Valeria studied him for a beat longer than usual, her eyes flicking down to the obvious bulge he hadn’t quite managed to tame. “The preparation chamber is ready. The large bed. Crystals and candles, as I think you prefer such an atmosphere.”

Andrew nodded stiffly and followed her through the winding corridors. His heartbeat was faster than it should be. Who would it be this time? Another beauty? Someone he might actually connect with? The uncertainty gnawed at him.

They reached the chamber—a wide, open space with a massive circular bed draped in soft furs and silks, surrounded by glowing crystals that pulsed with warm golden light. Thick candles flickered in carved holders, filling the air with the sweet scent of night-blooming flowers. The breeze drifted in from the open side, carrying the distant sounds of the city below.

Valeria gestured toward the bed. “Make yourself comfortable. She will be here shortly.”

Andrew stripped off his pants and sat on the edge of the bed in his boxers, trying to steady his breathing.

His cock was already growing back into hardness at the thought of release.

Then footsteps approached—light, hesitant.

The woman stepped into the chamber.

She was stunning: petite but curved in all the right places, with long black hair falling down her back and smooth, sun-kissed skin.

Her simple ritual shift clung to her full breasts and flared hips. She met his eyes for only a second before lowering her gaze demurely.

Andrew opened his mouth to speak, but she moved first—silently climbing onto the bed and crawling toward him like a cat.

No greeting. No name. Just soft hands sliding up his thighs.

“Hey… what’s your—”

Her tongue flicked out, licking a slow, wet stripe up the length of his cock through the fabric. Then she nipped playfully at his hip, teeth grazing skin.

Andrew groaned, hips jerking. “Oh, okay… so no talking?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she freed his erection and wrapped her warm mouth around the head, sucking greedily while her tongue swirled. It felt incredible—hot and eager—but the silence grated on him.

No conversation. No connection. Just another warm body sent to milk him of his seed.

The frustration from earlier surged. He was still wired from Trina, still aching for something real.

“Enough.” He grabbed her by the waist and flipped her onto her stomach.

The woman gasped softly as he shoved the shift up over her ass, exposing her bare pussy. No undergarments.

Andrew knelt behind her, gripped her hips, and thrust in hard—burying every thick inch into her tight cunt in a single stroke.

“Fuck,” he growled.

She cried out, back arching, but still no words.

Andrew didn’t care anymore. He started pounding her, deep and hard, the wet slap of meat on meat echoing through the chamber.

Her ass rippled with every thrust, her pussy squeezing him.

Then the silence broke. “Yes! Don’t stop!” she moaned loudly, pushing back against him. “Take me—harder! Yes! Give me your almighty seed!”

Goddamn nympho.

Andrew snarled and thrust her even harder, slamming into her soaked depths with raw need.

Her words turned into desperate, filthy chants—“Fill me! Breed me! Pump your divine semen inside me!”—as her wet walls clenched around his cock.

The pressure built fast. Between Trina’s earlier teasing and this eager girl throwing her ass back on him, he couldn’t hold back.

With a deep moan, Andrew pushed himself all the way in and came hard.

His release torpedoed deep inside her, flooding her in heavy, pulsing jets. He kept thrusting through it, grinding against her ass as he emptied every drop.

She shuddered, her pussy draining his balls, as a long, satisfied moan escaped from her lips.

Andrew shivered as he fell forward, his face falling into the girl’s long hair. He took deep breaths, inhaling her scent.

For a moment, the chamber turned quiet.

Andrew pulled out slowly, watching his semen leak from her.

He sat back on the bed, the post-nut clarity hitting like a tidal wave. The frustration was still there, underneath the physical relief.

The woman turned, smiling softly. “Thank you, Seed Bringer,” she whispered, her voice husky. “For blessing me.”

“Yeah…” Andrew sighed, waving the words away. “You’re gonna go now, right? Can’t stay of course. Bye, whoever you are.”

She briefly frowned, then gave a small, respectful bow, adjusted her shift, and walked silently on bare feet into the corridor, disappearing without another word.

Andrew flopped back onto the bed, staring up at the glowing crystals. His body was spent, but his mind was wide awake and unsatisfied.

“Fuck this,” he muttered to the empty chamber.

It had sounded like such a wet dream: having sex with woman after woman… But apart from the blissful moment of primal excitement and lust, it only let him realize how much he craved actual connection. A glimmer of affection, maybe even love.

With these kinds of fleeting moments of bodies simply walking in and out, nothing really developed. The women remained just that: warm bags of flesh he needed to pump his cum into. Nothing more.

“Are you alright?” a voice said.

Andrew didn’t look—he knew it was Valeria. “Sure,” he said. “The seed was spread. That’s what matters, right?”

He felt her weight next to him as she sat on the edge of the bed.

She remained silent for a moment. Then she spoke again, her voice tinged with actual empathy. “Are you alright, Andrew?”

That made him look. He slowly moved his gaze to her, finding her face turned toward him. Her usual mask had softened, those intelligent eyes searching his with genuine concern.

Andrew let out a long breath and sat up, resting his back against the carved headboard. The cool night breeze drifted in from the open terrace, brushing over his bare chest.

“No,” he admitted quietly. “Not really.”

Valeria tilted her head, a small furrow appearing between her brows. “She… it did not please you?”

He laughed, but there was no humor in it. “The sex was good. But that’s not what I’m talking about.” He gestured vaguely at the empty chamber. “It’s everything else.”

Valeria just stared at him.

Andrew continued, “She didn’t even tell me her name. She came in, we did the deed, and she left. No conversation. No laughter. No… anything.”

Valeria studied him for a long moment, clearly surprised. “You are troubled by this? Most men in the old tales would have considered this paradise.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not most men.” Andrew sucked his teeth. “Look, Valeria… intimacy matters. Real intimacy. Not just bodies slamming together. Talking, touching, laughing, feeling like the woman actually sees me and not just the Seed Bringer. It’s part of human nature. Without that… it starts to feel empty. Hollow.”

She blinked, genuinely puzzled. “But the ritual is sacred. The gods bless the union through your seed. The act itself—”

“The act? You mean sex?” Andrew cut in gently, a tired smile tugging at his lips.

“Intimacy is exactly the key that makes it sacred. The connection. The closeness. The way two people can lose themselves in each other. Without that, it’s just… mechanics.”

Valeria’s eyes widened. She looked slightly bewildered, as if the idea had never occurred to her. Her gaze dropped to her lap for a moment, fingers tracing the edge of the silk sheet. “We have not had men here in many generations,” she said softly, almost to herself. “The old stories speak only of duty and divine purpose. Never of… this.”

Andrew nodded. “That explains a lot.” He reached out slowly and placed his hand over hers. She didn’t pull away. “I’m not trying to disrespect your gods or your ways. I’m grateful to be here, truly. But if I’m going to keep doing this every night, I need more than silent beautiful women who treat me like a holy bull stud. I need to feel like a person. Like someone they actually want to know.”

The silence stretched between them, comfortable yet charged.

Valeria tilted her head. “What is a holy bull stud?”

Andrew chuckled. “Never mind that.”

Valeria’s fingers brushed lightly against his knuckles—a small, unconscious gesture that sent warmth spreading through his chest.

“I see,” she murmured. Her voice had grown softer, almost intimate. “I did not realize it weighed on you so strongly.”

“It does.” He squeezed her hand gently. “Especially after today. With the other man… everything feels uncertain. And then I finish, uhm, “ritualing” some stranger and she just walks out like it was a chore. It messes with my head.”

Valeria shifted closer on the bed, her thigh now pressing against his. The scent of her warm skin, faint herbs, and something uniquely feminine filled his senses. For the first time, she looked vulnerable.

“Perhaps…” she began, then hesitated. “Perhaps the Queen could be persuaded to allow more time. More conversation. More… closeness.”

Andrew met her eyes, holding them. “That would be great,” he said, his voice raspy.

A faint flush colored her cheeks. Her fingers tightened around his. “And perhaps, if the Queen doesn’t agree.” There was a twinkle in her gaze. “I am here with you, so, perhaps…”

Andrew swallowed. “Perhaps what?”

She didn’t pull back her hand. Instead, she stayed close, the air between them growing thick with unspoken tension. The glowing crystals cast soft golden light across her face, highlighting the delicate curve of her lips and the quickening of her breathing.

Valeria smiled. “Maybe I can fill that void you are looking for?”

Andrew smiled. “Perhaps you can.”

His heart beat harder as he waited for her response, the night air humming with possibility.

Valeria’s gaze dropped to his lips. Her breathing had grown shallow, and she leaned in just a fraction closer. The space between them shrank until he could feel the warmth of her breath on his skin. Her eyes fluttered half-closed. Andrew’s hand rose slowly, cupping the side of her face. She trembled under his touch.

Their lips were a heartbeat away—

The soft scrape of bare feet on wood snapped them apart.

Valeria jerked back as if burned. In an instant, the warm, vulnerable woman vanished.

She rose from the bed, shoulders squared, expression smoothing into perfect, professional calm. Only the faint flush on her neck and the rapid rise and fall of her chest betrayed her.

Trina stood at the chamber's entrance, arms clasped behind her back, posture rigid. Her sharp eyes flicked between them, taking in the scene in a single glance.

Valeria spoke first, voice steady and formal. “Was the selected one taken to the temple for the blessing after receiving the seed?”

Trina gave a short nod. “She was. The priestesses performed the rites immediately.”

Her gaze briefly locked with Andrew’s—something hot and complicated flashing behind her mask—before she looked back at Valeria. “All is in order.”

Then Trina’s jaw tightened. Her entire demeanor shifted, shoulders tensing like a warrior preparing for battle. “They have found him,” she said, voice low and grave. “The other man.”


Chapter 5


The words dropped into the chamber like a stone into still water.

Andrew sat up straighter, the almost-kiss with Valeria instantly forgotten. “Where? How?”

Trina’s eyes returned to him, steady but shadowed with unease. “A hunting party discovered him near the western outer platforms. The higher sisters have taken him into custody. The Queen demands your presence immediately.”

Valeria’s composure didn’t crack, but Andrew noticed the slight curl of her fingers at her sides.

Andrew exhaled sharply and swung his legs off the bed, grabbing his loose trousers. His mind was already racing—equal parts curiosity, jealousy, and raw tension.

“Guess the dream team is about to meet,” he muttered, pulling the fabric on. He glanced once more at Valeria, catching the last of lingering heat in her eyes before she buried it completely.

Trina turned sharply on her heel. “Not you.”

Andrew froze mid-step, one foot still in his trouser leg. “What?”

“The Queen’s orders,” Trina said flatly, her voice brooking no argument. “You are to remain in the chambers.”

He stared at her, disbelief turning quickly to frustration. “She demands my presence, but I’m not allowed to come? That doesn’t make any fucking sense.”

Trina’s expression hardened into the familiar mask of duty. “I was talking about Valeria. It is not for you to question. The Queen has spoken.”

“But I—” Andrew stepped forward, heat rising in his chest. “This guy’s been sneaking around your city for weeks. He might know things. He might even be from my world. I need to see him.”

Trina didn’t budge. Her stance shifted subtly, ready for conflict. “No. Do not make me tie you to the bed, Andrew.”

The threat hung in the air between them. For a second, the image of Trina binding him to the massive bed flashed through his mind—part infuriating, part darkly arousing. But the anger won out.

“Like hell you will,” he snapped, voice rising. “I need to meet this man. This concerns me more than anyone else here!”

Valeria moved then. She stepped close and placed a warm, steady hand on his bare chest, right over his racing heart. The touch was gentle but firm, grounding him instantly. Her eyes met his; calm on the surface, but deep with warning and something softer, almost protective.

“Be patient,” she murmured, low enough that only he could hear. “Obey the Queen. You do not want her angry right now.”

Her gaze said everything she couldn’t voice out loud: Things are fragile. You can be replaced. Play this carefully.

While her touch was comforting, the realization hit Andrew hard. He was no longer the only option. There was another man down there. Possibly stronger, more compliant, possibly able to give these women everything they wanted without complaint.

One wrong move and he could go from sacred Seed Bringer to… whatever happened to inconvenient men in this world.

His jaw clenched so hard it ached. Every instinct screamed at him to push past them and demand answers. But he forced the anger down, swallowing it like bitter medicine. “Fine,” he bit out, the word tasting like ash. “I’ll stay.”

Valeria’s hand lingered on his chest a moment longer, her fingers brushing his skin once in a secret caress. Then she withdrew, composure flawless once more.

Trina gave him a single, measuring look, almost as if she were relieved he hadn’t forced her hand, before turning toward the exit. “We will return when there is news.”

The two women left without another word, their bare feet silent on the wooden floor.

Andrew stood alone in the middle of the lavish space, fists clenched at his sides, chest heaving.

“Fuck,” he growled, dragging both hands through his hair. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

The glowing crystals suddenly felt too bright. The beautiful night breeze drifting in from the terraces felt mocking. He paced the area like a caged animal, mind spinning with possibilities.

He stopped by the open balcony edge, gripping the wooden railing until his knuckles turned white. Below, the tree-city glowed with light and distant celebration, completely unaware of the storm brewing at its heart.

Andrew exhaled slowly, trying to steady himself.

He hated this—hated feeling powerless, hated waiting, hated the creeping fear that his position here was suddenly precarious.

But he wasn’t stupid.

If he wanted to survive this… if he wanted any real chance with Valeria, Trina, Ayla, or the life he was starting to crave here… he had to play it cool.

For now.

He turned back toward the empty bed, the memory of Valeria’s almost-kiss still burning on his lips, and whispered into the quiet night: “This isn’t over.”

He knew he would eventually meet the other man. It was inevitable. Even the Queen knew she couldn’t just keep them separate for long.

Andrew paced before exhaustion finally pulled him down onto the massive bed. The silks still carried the faint scent of the nameless woman from earlier, but his mind was too restless to care.

He lay back, staring at the gently pulsing crystals above, and closed his eyes.

Suddenly he was bathed in warm candlelight, and moonlight illuminated an open pavilion high in the trees.

Andrew stood naked in the center, powerful and desired, his body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Soft feminine hands and mouths moved over him like worship.

Ayla was on her knees before him, her sweet face flushed with devotion.

Andrew was both shocked and delighted to see her. “Ayla,” he uttered, “what are you—“

He gasped as she took his cock deep into her warm mouth, soaking the shaft with saliva as she pressed the tip down her throat.

Someone pressed against his back, full breasts rubbing against his skin while the woman kissed and licked along his neck and shoulders, whispering his name like a prayer.

Andrew gazed over his shoulder as he started to breathe faster. It was Valeria.

Then there was Trina, who suddenly came in from the left, straddling one of his thighs, grinding her soaked pussy against his leg while her mouth claimed his in a deep, hungry kiss.

Even the Queen was there, her fingers tangled in his hair as she pulled him from Trina’s lips and guided his mouth to her heavy breasts, moaning softly when he sucked on her nipple.

“Yes, Andrew… just like that,” the Queen breathed.

“Seed Bringer,” Ayla whimpered around his cock, looking up at him with pure adoration.

“More,” Trina gasped as she pulled him back and pressed her lips against his, riding his thigh faster. “Give us everything.”

He felt like a god. Powerful. Worshipped. Every thrust of his hips, every touch of his hands drew desperate, loving cries from them.

They rotated around him in a blissful tangle of soft skin and aching need.

He took Valeria from behind while Trina sat on his face, her strong thighs trembling around his head.

Ayla rode him reverse, bouncing eagerly on his cock while the Queen kissed him deeply, all of them chanting his name like a sacred hymn.

“Andrew… Andrew… Andrew!”

It was heaven. Pure, filthy, perfect heaven.

Then the light shifted. A dark figure stood at the edge of the pavilion, watching silently.

The women didn’t seem to notice at first, too lost in their pleasure. But as the figure stepped forward into the moonlight, everything changed.

He was tall. Handsome. Broad-shouldered and powerfully built, with a confident smirk and an impressively hard cock.

The women froze. A collective gasp rippled through them. Then, without a word, they pushed Andrew away.

He stumbled back, confused, as Ayla, Valeria, Trina, and the Queen all turned toward the stranger.

Their eyes lit up with the same hungry reverence they had shown him moments ago.

“No—wait—” Andrew reached for them, but they were already gone.

They swarmed the new man. Ayla dropped to her knees and eagerly swallowed the stranger’s cock with a moan of pure delight. Valeria pressed her breasts against his chest, kissing him passionately. Trina licked and sucked at his balls while the Queen ran her hands possessively over his muscular body, whispering praises against his neck.

The stranger laughed—deep, mocking, triumphant—as he looked straight into Andrew's eyes. “Pathetic,” he sneered. “They were never truly yours.”

The women laughed with him, the sound cutting like knives. Even the Queen joined in, her regal voice dripping with amusement as she stroked the stranger’s cock while Ayla bobbed her head faster.

“Take him away,” the Queen ordered coldly, sparing Andrew no glance.

The trees around the pavilion groaned to life. Thick roots burst from the wooden floor, snaking across the ground like living serpents. They wrapped around Andrew’s ankles, then his calves, his thighs. Andrew fell forward onto the hard ground. He struggled, but they tightened mercilessly, dragging him backward.

“No! Stop! This isn’t—!” he cried.

The roots pulled him down. Cold earth opened beneath him as the floor split apart. He clawed at the wood, screaming as the ground swallowed him inch by inch—roots crushing his chest, filling his mouth, dragging him into suffocating darkness.

He woke with a violent gasp, bolting upright in the bed. Sweat poured down his naked body, soaking the blankets beneath him. His heart hammered against his ribs like it wanted to escape.

“Jesus,” he whispered, dragging a shaky hand down his face. “It was just a dream…”

But the dream still clung to him—the intoxicating pleasure, the cruel betrayal, the terror of the roots dragging him into the earth. The dread in his stomach felt far too real.

“Fuck… fuck,” he panted.

The glowing crystals above pulsed softly, indifferent to his racing heart. Outside, the tree-city continued its quiet night rhythm.

He had no idea what time it was, but it was clearly dead in the middle of the night.

Andrew swung his legs over the edge of the bed and sat there, elbows on his knees, trying to steady his breathing. He stared out into the moonlit forest, jaw tight.

Just a dream.

He wasn’t going to let any of that happen.

Not without a fight.

“Bad dream?” a soft voice whispered.

Andrew nearly fell off the bed. Trina stood just a few feet away, half-hidden in shadow.

“Goddamn it, Trina,” he sighed, pressing a hand to his chest. “You really have to stop doing that.”

“Do what?” she asked, the faintest smirk tugging at her lips. In the dim glow of the crystals, the small expression looked almost adorable on her usually stern face.

“Sneaking up on me,” he muttered.

They fell into a brief silence. Andrew leaned forward, resting his forearms on his thighs. Finally, he asked, “So… how is he?”

Trina’s gaze sharpened. “The other man?”

Andrew gritted his teeth. “No, the deer I’m going to have for breakfast. Yes, the other man,” he snapped, then immediately caught himself. He took a slow breath, trying to rein in his anxiety. “Sorry.”

Trina waited a moment before answering. “He’s… different.”

Andrew looked up at her. Moonlight and crystal glow played across her body, highlighting her strong curves and the firm swell of her breasts. “Different? That’s all you’re going to give me?”

“He isn’t like you,” she added quietly.

Andrew stood and walked straight up to her, stopping so close their bodies nearly touched. “I could’ve guessed that much. Come on, Trina. Tell me. How is he?”

He was nearly pressing his nose against hers. Trina didn’t back away, but she swallowed visibly, her lips parting slightly.

“He isn’t you,” she said firmly. “Now step back.”

Andrew blinked, realizing how aggressive he was being. He immediately retreated and sat back down on the edge of the bed. “I’m sorry.”

Trina studied him for a moment, then slowly stepped closer until her hip brushed his face. She looked breathtaking, tempting in the soft light.

“Your job was to guard me while the other man was still on the loose,” Andrew said, looking up at her.

She nodded.

“Well… he’s been caught now.”

“He has,” she replied.

“Doesn’t that mean your job here is done?”

He didn’t want her to say yes. He wanted her to stay.

Trina gave a small smirk. “I am still to guard you. From yourself.”

Andrew raised an eyebrow.

She continued, “To make sure you don’t run off and do something stupid.”

He chuckled despite himself. “Probably smart.”

To his surprise, Trina reached down and gently ran her hand through his hair, curling a lock around her finger. The tender touch sent a rush of lust through him. Memories of their earlier encounter flooded back: her desperate moans, how soaking wet she’d been around his fingers, the way she’d kissed him.

“Trina,” he said, voice low. “I need to see this man.”

Her hand stilled. The air between them shifted.

Andrew rose to his feet, meeting her gaze. He pulled her close, her firm breasts pressing against his bare chest. His cock hardened rapidly, rising until it nudged against her thigh.

“Please,” he whispered, voice rough with need. “Take me to him. The Queen doesn’t need to know. I just want to talk. Then I’ll come straight back. I promise.”

Trina’s breathing quickened. Her eyes widened as his erection grew fully hard, the thick shaft now pressing insistently between her legs, nestling right against her warm, covered folds.

The tension was electric.

“Andrew… I can’t,” she breathed, even as her hips twitched ever so slightly against him.

“Come on, Trina. This changes everything for me. I need this.” He couldn’t help but rock his hips slowly, letting his cock slide along her clothed slit. “You can get me in and out fast. I know you can.”

She looked away for a few heartbeats, clearly torn. Then her eyes returned to his.

Trina shifted her stance.

Andrew gasped sharply as his cock slipped deeper between her thighs, the bare shaft pressing directly against her now-damp entrance. Only the thin fabric of her wrap separated them. He felt her wetness.

They both panted, foreheads nearly touching. So close, yet so far.

“Trina—” he whispered, voice shaking with raw desire.

She gritted her teeth, grabbed his face, and kissed him hard. A low, needy moan escaped her throat as their tongues met. Andrew groaned into her mouth and thrust slowly between her thighs, coating his shaft in her growing wetness.

Then, with obvious reluctance, Trina pulled back. She bit his lower lip gently before releasing him and stepping away.

His cock grazed her wetness one last time, teasing what they both desperately wanted.

She pushed him firmly back onto the bed, chest heaving. Quickly adjusting her clothing to cover herself again, she gave him a frustrated look—equal parts arousal and annoyance with herself. “Okay,” she said, voice slightly hoarse. “I’ll do it.”

Andrew smiled, still breathing hard. “Thank you.”

Trina shook her head and sighed. “Don’t thank me yet.” Her eyes dropped pointedly to his raging erection. “And take care of that. You can’t sneak around the city like this.”

She turned and started walking away, leaving him.

Andrew let out a breathless laugh. “What a woman,” he murmured, quickly grabbing his cloth wrap and pulling it on over his stubborn hardness.

He took one last deep breath and followed her into the darkness of the night.


Chapter 6


The night air was cool, spiced with the smell of night-blooming flowers as Andrew followed Trina out of the chambers.

The massive tree-city slept below them, glowing faintly with scattered crystals like stars caught in an endless canvas of trees.

Trina moved in complete silence, leading him not toward the grand basket lift he’d always used, but toward a narrow, shadowed alcove behind a curtain of thick vines near the rear of the chambers.

“I thought the lift was the only way down,” Andrew whispered.

Trina glanced over her shoulder, her expression unreadable in the moonlight. “The Queen prefers you to believe that.”

She pushed aside a cleverly concealed panel of woven branches and stepped onto a narrow, spiraling staircase carved directly into the massive trunk.

Andrew’s eyes widened. The secret passage was steep and dark, illuminated only by faint glowing moss along the edges. He hurried after her, the wooden steps cool beneath his bare feet.

“Figures,” he said under his breath.

They descended quickly, the sounds of the upper chambers fading behind them. The further down they went, the more the city’s nightlife began to murmur around them — distant voices, the soft creak of walkways, the rustle of leaves in the breeze.

Trina kept them to the hidden paths. They slipped through narrow gaps between massive roots, crossed suspended bridges shrouded in thick foliage, and moved along the undersides of platforms where the shadows were deepest.

Only twice did they briefly cross more open walkways, and each time Trina pressed them against a trunk, waiting for patrolling higher sisters to pass before continuing.

Andrew’s heart pounded with a mix of nerves and lingering arousal. Every time Trina moved ahead of him, his eyes were drawn to the sway of her hips, the flex of her strong thighs, and the way her tight wrappings clung to her ass.

The memory of his cock nestled between her legs just moments ago refused to leave him. He could still feel the heat of her, the way she’d trembled against him.

Focus, damn it.

He tried to shift his thoughts to the other man. What should he ask first? Where did he come from? How long had he been here? Had he also been looking for the gold? Was he here to stay… and to take everything Andrew had built?

The questions swirled in his head, but his gaze kept drifting back to Trina. The way moonlight caught the smooth skin of her shoulders. The quiet strength in every precise, graceful movement. She was breathtaking—a deadly blend of discipline and raw femininity that made his blood run hot even now.

After what felt like a tense eternity of silent navigation, Trina raised a hand. They stopped beside a thick cluster of hanging vines near one of the lower support structures of a huge building.

He now recognized it as the palace. Made sense they kept him here. Close to the Queen, and away from the people.

It seemed like hidden quarters, cleverly built into the junction of several massive branches, lay just ahead.

“We’re here,” Trina whispered, barely loud enough for him to hear. “The holding rooms are inside. The Queen has him guarded, but not heavily. Not yet.”

Andrew nodded, pulse racing. The secret passage had brought them out close to the palace’s underbelly, far from the main entrances—a perfect, discreet approach.

Trina turned to face him fully. Even in the dim light, he could see a faint flush on her cheeks. “Stay close and stay quiet,” she warned, though her voice had a slight huskiness. “If we’re caught, even I won’t be able to protect you from the Queen.”

Andrew stepped closer, their bodies nearly touching again. “I understand,” he murmured. “Thank you for this, Trina.”

She held his gaze for a long second, something deep and conflicted swirling in her eyes. Then she turned sharply and slipped through the vines, gesturing for him to follow.

Andrew took one last steadying breath, his body buzzing with tension, and followed after her.

Trina slipped through the hanging vines like a shadow, and Andrew followed close behind.

The back door to the hidden rooms was deceptively small—little more than a narrow cleft in the massive tree trunk reinforced with dark, aged wood.

Once inside, the space opened into an elegant but secretive network built deep into the junction of several colossal branches.

Dim blue-green crystals and warm golden lanterns cast a sophisticated glow across polished wooden floors, carved walls, and rich woven tapestries.

The air was cooler here, scented with incense and wood. Andrew quickly realized this wasn’t a prison wing; it was a discreet, high-status section of the palace seemingly used for sensitive guests the Queen wanted kept close… and controlled.

He almost felt a pang of jealousy even. The Queen hadn’t even kept him here. He then remembered and shook his head that that had been okay. He had ended up at the right place: Ayla’s home.

Trina moved silently, leading him along a narrow corridor. They descended a short flight of stairs carved into the living wood before stopping at the edge of a wide, circular antechamber.

Two higher sisters stood guard near a set of ornate double doors.

“That’s the room,” Trina whispered, pressing them both into the shadows of a side alcove. “The Queen had him placed in one of the honored guest quarters.”

Andrew’s jaw tightened. They were so close.

Trina gestured toward a narrow maintenance ledge that ran along the upper wall, half-hidden behind decorative carvings and hanging branches. “Up there. We can observe from above without being seen.”

They climbed quietly and crept along the ledge until they were directly above the main room. The ceiling here had wide decorative slats that allowed them a clear view down into the chamber.

The room was stunning—far from a cell.

Spacious and beautifully appointed with large, silk-draped beds, plush cushions, glowing crystal fixtures, and a small balcony overlooking the night forest. A table held fresh fruit, wine, and roasted meat.

And in the center of it all stood the other man. Seeing him sent a shiver through Andrew.

The guy looked like everything Andrew had feared.

The stranger was tall, powerfully built, and strikingly handsome in a rugged, confident way with a sharp jawline, tanned skin, tousled dark hair, and an athletic physique that spoke of strength and capability. Like Andrew, his torso was bare, and he wore fine new wraps that fit him perfectly.

He moved around the room with ease, examining a decorative crystal mounted on the wall like he owned the place.

He suddenly paused, tilting his head slightly as if sensing eyes on him. Then he looked directly up toward the ceiling slats where Andrew and Trina were hidden.

A slow, arrogant smirk spread across his face.

Andrew’s stomach twisted with immediate dislike. The man knew someone was watching him.

Trina’s hand landed firmly on Andrew’s arm, squeezing in warning. Her body was tense beside him. “He can’t see us,” she whispered. “Don’t you even think of it.”

Andrew’s fists clenched so hard that his nails dug into his palms. His blood boiled at the sight of the man’s arrogant smirk.

Before Trina could stop him, he swung his legs over the edge of the maintenance ledge.

“Andrew, don’t—” Trina hissed.

Andrew dropped down into the chamber.

He landed with a solid thud right in front of the other man, knees bent to absorb the impact.

The stranger startled for a split second, eyes widening, but the surprise vanished almost instantly. A slow, charming smile spread across his face as he straightened up. There was something magnetic about him; an easy, roguish confidence that seemed to fill the entire room.

“Well, well,” the man drawled, his voice smooth and deep. “I thought the women were watching me again. Didn’t expect another man… let alone him dropping in from the ceiling.” He let out a low chuckle.

Andrew stood there speechless for a moment.

“It all makes sense now,” the man continued, still smiling. His eyes sparkled with amusement. “Two of us here in paradise. No wonder they’re keeping me tucked away in this fancy cage.”

Andrew studied him carefully. The man carried himself as if he were used to getting exactly what he wanted. “Why are you here?” Andrew asked, his voice low and tense. “How did you find this place? And what the hell have you been doing with the women?”

The stranger laughed softly, rubbing the back of his neck as he leaned casually against the ornate table. “Straight to the point. I like that.” He glanced toward the balcony, then back at Andrew.

“Your Queen’s ways of doing things… I thought I would be seen as a god’s gift when they finally found me. Not captured and stored away like some dirty secret.” His smile turned slightly bitter. “But I understand why now.”

The man looked Andrew up and down, that arrogant glint returning to his eyes. “They already found their jewel.”

The tension in the room thickened. Trina was still hidden above, but Andrew could feel her watching everything.

“Their jewel?” Andrew asked.

The man gestured toward him. “You. No? That’s not what they call you?”

Andrew shook his head. “Not exactly.”

The man shrugged. “Then what?”

“Seed Bringer.”

The man stayed still for a second, then burst out laughing.

Andrew felt like he was being mocked, and the laughter hit a nerve. “What?” he blurted out.

The man shook his head, still chuckling. “I—I’m sorry,” he said between laughs, “it’s just… it’s so direct.” He wiped a tear from the corner of his eye. “I guess that’s how they roll in this city.”

Andrew frowned. “This city? You came from another city?”

The man composed himself, his expression turning more serious. “Yes,” he said matter-of-factly.

A million more questions exploded in Andrew’s head. “Where? Is it close?”

The man shrugged casually. “A few days’ walk from here.”

“It’s… it’s a city like this one?”

The man thought for a second, then took a slow step forward. “Not in the trees, no.” A smirk tugged at his lips. “But its population?” He let the pause hang. “All women.”

Andrew fell silent, his mind reeling at the revelation. Another city. Another hidden society full of nothing but women. The implications made his stomach twist.

The man extended his hand. “Jax,” he said.

Andrew hesitated for a beat before gripping it. The handshake was firm, confident; almost too friendly. “Andrew,” he replied.

Jax held the handshake a moment longer than necessary, his sharp eyes studying Andrew with open curiosity. “So you’re the… what did you call it? Seed Bringer?” He finally released Andrew’s hand. “Interesting title. Sounds like they’ve got you working overtime.”

Andrew’s jaw tightened. “Something like that.”

Jax wandered over to the table and picked up a piece of fruit, tossing it lightly in his hand. “They seem like a nice bunch. They’ve been treating me pretty well, all things considered.” He took a bite, chewing thoughtfully. “Nice room. Good food. Even sent a couple of very friendly attendants to ‘check on my health.’”He grinned, the meaning crystal clear.

Andrew felt a hot spike of jealousy flare in his chest. Trina had done so with Andrew, did she also… He quickly pushed the thought away. “Gildra,” he said quietly. “You got her pregnant.”

Jax raised an eyebrow. “Ah. So you’ve already heard about that.” He didn’t look the least bit ashamed. “Pretty little thing. Very eager.” He shrugged casually.

The way he spoke about it made Andrew’s blood boil. “How long have you been here?”

“A couple of weeks.”

Andrew could practically feel Trina’s tension radiating from above. He stepped closer, voice low and sharp. “Why are you really here?” He narrowed his eyes. “Aren’t you a diamond somewhere else?”

Jax remained silent for a while. Then he said, slowly, “Jewel.”

Andrew was amused that that little thing seemed to hit a nerve right back.

Good.

A twinkle appeared in Jax’s eyes. “And oh, yes. I definitely am.” He spread his arms and flexed his abs, showing off. “I’m a living god to them.”

“Then why leave?”

Jax sucked his teeth and dropped his arms, shrugging. “I got… bored.”

“Bored?” Andrew repeated, incredulous.

“Yeah. Wanted something new. See what else was out there.” Jax’s easy smile faltered for just a fraction of a second. “It’s a long story. Found this place by accident… and decided to stay once I realized what kind of fresh paradise I’d stumbled into.”

He grabbed a mango from the table and took a big, messy bite, juices dripping down his chin. “And I’d been without action for days. I was fucking starving for pussy.”

He looked Andrew up and down again, that arrogant glint returning. “When I bumped into Gildra, she was more than willing to satisfy my hunger.” He grinned. “Her and her roommates. It was a good few weeks.”

Andrew forced himself to stay still, refusing to show how much the words stung. “I bet they were.”

Jax sat down casually, leaning one elbow on the table. “So, how long have you been playing Seed Bringer?”

“About a week,” Andrew replied.

Jax nearly spat out his drink. He coughed hard, eyes wide. “A week?” he said between coughs, staring at Andrew in disbelief.

Andrew said nothing, watching him closely.

The man wiped his mouth and shook his head. “Only a week… Man, that explains a lot. I should’ve shown myself way sooner. I basically could’ve been the Seed Bringer.”

That hit Andrew hard. “Like hell you would have,” he hissed.

Jax raised his hands in a calming gesture, chuckling. “Relax, relax. It’s not my intention to take your place.”

But I bet you wouldn’t mind if you did…

“How long has it been for you, then?” Andrew asked, venom in his voice. “In the other city.”

Jax leaned back, oozing cool confidence. “About a year, give or take.”

A whole year?

Andrew swallowed hard, forcing himself to stay focused. “Where did you originally come from?” he pressed. “Before this city? Before the other one?”

Jax opened his mouth to answer, but a sharp hiss cut through the air from above.

“Andrew!” Trina whispered urgently. “Someone’s coming!”

Andrew’s heart leaped into his throat. He spun and dove behind a large decorative screen near the wall just as the ornate double doors swung open.

A higher sister stepped inside, her eyes scanning the room. “We heard voi—”

She froze the moment her gaze landed on Andrew, half-hidden behind the screen.

“What are you doing here?” she demanded, voice sharp with shock and authority.

The second guard rushed in behind her, spear already raised. “Intruder!”

Jax’s eyes lit up with wicked amusement. While the two women were focused on Andrew, he casually strolled toward the open doorway, that arrogant smirk firmly in place. “Gentleman, ladies,” he said smoothly, “this has been fun, but I think I’ll take my leave.”

Before either guard could react, Jax bolted through the door and sprinted down the corridor.

“Stop him!” one of the higher sisters shouted. Both women immediately gave chase, their bare feet pounding against the wooden floor as they disappeared after the fleeing man.

Trina’s voice hissed from above again, low and urgent. “Andrew! Now! Get up here!”

Andrew didn’t hesitate. He scrambled out from behind the screen and leaped for the maintenance ledge. Trina’s hand grabbed his wrist, helping haul him up. They moved fast and silent, racing back along the narrow ledge and down the hidden passages.

Behind them, the sounds of chaos echoed through the hidden chambers—urgent shouting, running footsteps, and barked commands. “He’s heading toward the lower platforms!” “Don’t let him escape!”

Andrew’s pulse thundered in his ears as they slipped through the secret back ways.

His mind raced with worry. The guards had definitely seen him. There was no hiding that. But from what he could tell in the chaos, they hadn’t noticed Trina at all.

He was relieved about that. He didn’t want her getting in trouble because of his impulsive decision.

They finally reached the concealed exit near the palace underbelly. Trina pushed him through the vine-covered opening first, then followed close behind.

They moved quickly through the shadowed walkways, sticking to the hidden routes they’d used earlier.

Only when they were several levels away, breathing hard in the cover of thick foliage, did Trina stop and turn on him. “You absolute fool,” she whispered fiercely, though there was something almost like reluctant admiration in her eyes. “What were you thinking, jumping down like that?”

Andrew leaned against the massive tree trunk, chest heaving. “I needed answers.” He looked at her, guilt mixing with the adrenaline still surging through his veins. “But… thank you. For getting me out.”

Trina shook her head, but didn’t pull away when he stepped closer. In the dim moonlight shining through the leaves, her face looked red from the escape.

Andrew swallowed. “They saw me. Not you. I hope you stay clear of this.”

She met his gaze, something soft and complicated flickering across her usually stoic expression. “We’ll see.”

The distant sounds of pursuit still echoed faintly through the city below them.

The climb back up felt much longer than the descent. Andrew and Trina moved quickly through the hidden passages, hearts still racing from the escape.

The secret staircase carved into the massive trunk creaked softly under their weight as they ascended in tense silence.

Below them, the city was waking up in chaos.

Shouts and frantic voices echoed through the trees. Andrew caught glimpses through gaps in the foliage: women rushing onto platforms, lanterns lit in rapid succession, confused and excited voices carried on the night breeze.

“A man! There’s a man!”

“He’s so fast!”

“Alert the higher sisters!”

Jax was clearly making the most of his escape, darting across walkways and platforms, his laughter ringing out wildly in the distance.

He seemed to be enjoying the panic he was causing, deliberately drawing attention and stirring the entire place into a frenzy.

Andrew’s stomach twisted. This was going to have consequences.

Trina’s jaw was set in a hard line as she led the way, her movements sharp. Neither of them spoke until they finally slipped through the concealed entrance at the rear of the chambers.

Dawn was beginning to break. Soft sunlight shone through, painting the luxurious space in pale morning hues.

Valeria was already waiting for them.

She stood near the center of the main chamber, arms crossed tightly over her chest, her usual expression fractured by clear anger and worry. The moment she saw them, her eyes narrowed.

“What is the meaning of this?” she demanded, staring directly at Trina.

Trina straightened her shoulders, but said nothing.

Valeria stepped closer, her voice dropping to a fierce whisper. “Oh, Trina… you dumb child.”

“Keep your words,” Trina hissed back, eyes flashing with warning.

Valeria shook her head, clearly disappointed. “The Queen will definitely come by later this morning. Word is already spreading like wildfire. Another man running through the city? And you—” she shot a sharp look at Andrew and shook her head. “You went against the Queen’s wishes.”

Andrew winced, feeling his body turn heavy at the stupidity of his actions.

Valeria exhaled slowly, rubbing her temples. “Do you have any idea what kind of storm you’ve just invited into this city?”

The morning light continued to brighten around them, but the atmosphere inside the once-peaceful sanctuary felt anything but peaceful. Tension crackled in the air between the three of them as distant shouts from the city below continued to drift upward.

Andrew glanced at Trina. Her face was tight, but she refused to look away from Valeria.

Valeria’s gaze burned with barely contained fury as she looked between them. “Andrew,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Go to your private quarters. Now.”

Andrew opened his mouth to protest, but one look at her blazing eyes made him think better of it. He gave a short nod and turned, walking down the familiar corridor toward the more secluded part of the chambers where his sleeping area lay.

Once inside, he paced restlessly across the room, the morning sun now beaming onto the open terrace. His mind was still reeling from the encounter with Jax.

Another city. All women. A whole fucking year.

The casual way Jax had spoken about taking Gildra and her roommates. The arrogance. The confidence. The way he’d laughed at the title 'Seed Bringer'.

It left a bitter taste in Andrew’s mouth. This man wasn’t just another lost traveler. He was a predator who had already spent a year thriving in this world, moving from another queendom, taking whatever pleasure he wanted.

And now he was here, threatening to upend everything Andrew had barely begun to build.

Andrew felt the frustration and unease twisting in his gut.

Bored.

The bastard had left his paradise because he was bored.

Why the hell did he run? What was he trying to do? Escape?

Jax had seemed quite amused, and hardly in any hurry to leave.

Was he just trying to create chaos?

Anger boiled in the pit of his stomach.

Was Jax trying to ruin things for him?

A soft sound at the entrance made him turn.

Valeria stood there, her expression cold once more. But the fire in her eyes hadn’t dimmed. “The man has been caught,” she said flatly. “The higher sisters finally cornered him near the eastern platforms.”

Andrew exhaled, unsure whether to feel relieved or even more worried. “Good. What now?”

Valeria stepped further into the room, her posture rigid. Her voice dropped to a cool, formal tone. “Prepare yourself. The Queen will be arriving shortly. She wants to see you.”

There was no warmth in her voice, no lingering softness from their almost-kiss the night before.

Andrew straightened, tension coiling tight in his shoulders.

The Queen was coming.

He had a feeling this audience would be anything but pleasant.


Chapter 7


The Queen entered like a storm. She wore a flowing ceremonial robe of deep emerald and gold, but her usual regal grace was edged with fury.

Behind her, several higher sisters stood at attention.

Andrew stepped forward before she could speak. “Your Highness—he told me there’s another city like this one, a few days away. And he’s been living this life for over a year. He—”

The Queen raised her hand sharply, cutting him off mid-sentence. Her expression didn’t change. There wasn’t even a flicker of surprise. “Enough,” she said coldly, as if his words were completely irrelevant.

Andrew faltered. In that moment, it hit him: of course she already knew. She must have interrogated Jax thoroughly before Andrew had the chance to ever lay eyes on him.

She stopped a few paces in front of him, eyes blazing. “You disobeyed me,” she said, her voice low and trembling with rage. “I gave you a direct order to remain in the chambers, and you sneaked out like a common thief in the night.” She stepped closer. “Because of you, the entire city now knows there are two men. The chaos you and that… Jax caused has spread like wildfire. They are chanting in the streets. Two Seed Bringers. Two gifts from the gods.”

Her voice shook as she spoke the next words. “You know what that means?”

Andrew shook his head slowly. “No… I don’t.”

The Queen stared at him, something almost vulnerable flashing across her features. “I declared you the one and only gift from the gods,” she said, her tone raw. “The singular Seed Bringer foretold in the ancient legends. The savior this city has prayed for over generations. And now… there are two of you.”

She let out a shaky breath. “The people think I lied to them. That I have been withholding men… keeping them for myself like some selfish goddess. The faith they have placed in me… in us… is fracturing before my eyes.”

Andrew felt a cold wave of anxiety wash over him. “What does that mean?”

The Queen looked at him, and for a brief second, the powerful ruler seemed genuinely uncertain. “I don’t know,” she admitted, almost in a whisper.

Then, as quickly as the vulnerability had appeared, it vanished. The Queen straightened to her full height. Her shoulders squared, her chin lifted, and the fire returned to her eyes. The uncertain woman was gone. The absolute ruler stood before him once more. “I have to save face,” she declared, her voice now pure steel. “And by the gods, I will. No matter what it takes.”

She stepped even closer, her gaze boring into his. “Await my orders. Do not leave these chambers again unless I command it. The next time you disobey me…” Her eyes flashed dangerously. “There will be consequences far greater than you can imagine.”

The Queen held his stare for one final, heavy moment, then turned sharply on her heel. Her robes swept dramatically behind her as she strode out of the chambers, the higher sisters falling in line behind her.

Andrew stood frozen. “Damn,” he uttered as she walked away.

He walked back to his private quarters in silence, the Queen’s words repeating themselves in his mind.

The morning light bathed the open terraces, painting the luxurious space in soft golds and greens.

He stopped at the wide balcony edge and stared out over the view. The city below was still buzzing with distant voices and movement with the chaos Jax had unleashed still rippling outward.

Everything was clear now.

He might be jumping to conclusions, but it all pointed toward them wanting to keep Jax. They had tested him, observed him, and the Queen clearly saw value in him. The man had the experience. He had the looks. And most importantly, he had proven seed that actually worked without question.

A full year of living this fantasy, leaving satisfied women in his wake.

Andrew let out a slow, bitter breath.

“Guess it’s time to plan my exit,” he whispered to the wind.

What other choice did he have? Wait around until they replaced him? Maybe the Queen wanted both of them… but the look in her eyes earlier had said otherwise. She had built her entire authority around him being the one. Two Seed Bringers shattered that myth. And if the people started doubting her…

He swallowed hard.

The soft sound of bare feet behind him made him turn.

Valeria stepped into the private quarters.

He expected anger, a lecture, maybe even cold disappointment. Instead, her expression was almost tender.

Her eyes moved over his face, reading the tension there, the worry etched into his features. She walked straight up to him without hesitation and stopped close enough that he could smell the faint herbal scent of her skin.

One hand rose slowly and rested against his chest. “You’re spiraling,” she said gently.

Andrew let out a dry laugh. “Guess the Queen has made up her mind. It was nice knowing you, Valeria.”

She seemed genuinely confused. “What are you talking about?”

He looked down at her, the words spilling out before he could stop them. “Jax. He’s been living this life for a year. Another city full of women, just like this one. He’s confident, experienced… and he already got someone pregnant. The Queen cut me off when I tried to tell her. She already knew. She’s clearly weighing her options now. I’m the shiny new toy that just got replaced by a better model.”

Valeria’s hand slid up from his chest to cup his cheek. “No, no, no,” she murmured, shaking her head. “You’ve got it all wrong.”

“How can you be sure?” Andrew asked, his voice rough. “Did the Queen tell you something?”

She shook her head slowly, eyes never leaving his. “She didn’t have to.”

Andrew searched her face, not convinced. The anxiety sat like a stone in his gut. He sighed and looked away, back out over the vast forest. “Well then…”

They stood in silence for a long moment, the morning breeze stirring the leaves around them.

Valeria stayed close, her hand still resting on his cheek. Then she spoke again, quieter this time. “The Queen has canceled the selected one who was supposed to come tonight.”

“Obviously,” Andrew muttered.

Valeria hesitated. He could feel the shift in her breathing, the way her body tensed slightly against his. She seemed to wrestle with something for several heartbeats before she finally looked up at him, eyes dark with intent. “Do you crave release?” she asked.

Andrew looked at her. “Sorry?”

A small, almost shy smile curved her lips. Then, after a second of charged silence, she said it again; clearer, bolder, and far more direct than he ever expected from her.

“Do you want me to make you cum?”

The words hit him like a thunderbolt. Heat flooded straight to his groin. “Valeria…” he breathed.

She didn’t wait for more. She sank gracefully to her knees right there in front of him, her hands sliding up his thighs. Her eyes stayed locked on his as she tugged his wrap open, freeing his rapidly hardening cock.

Valeria let out a soft, hungry sound—almost a moan—and wrapped her fingers around the base. Then she leaned in and took him into her mouth in one smooth, wet motion.

“Fuck,” Andrew groaned, head falling back.

She was ravenous. There was nothing clinical or dutiful about the way she sucked him. Her tongue swirled around the head, then slid down the underside as she took him deeper.

Wet, filthy sounds filled the private quarters as she bobbed her head, saliva already dripping down his shaft and over her chin.

Andrew’s hand moved to her hair, fingers threading through the dark strands. The frustration, the anxiety, the raw jealousy he’d been carrying since meeting Jax: it all poured out of him.

He tightened his grip and started thrusting into her mouth with deep, needy strokes.

Valeria moaned loudly, gagging as he started to hit her depths.

She loved it. Her eyes watered, but she never pulled away. Instead, she relaxed her throat and took him even deeper, gagging wetly as the head of his cock bumped the back of her throat.

“That’s it,” Andrew growled, voice rough with lust.

He held her head steady and pumped her mouth harder, hips snapping forward. Saliva ran freely down her chin and onto her breasts, soaking the front of her wrappings. The wet, sloppy sounds of her throat were obscene and perfect.

Valeria’s hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in as she urged him on, taking everything he gave her. Her eyes fluttered with pure pleasure, tears streaking her cheeks, but she never once tried to slow him down.

The feeling built fast: all the tension of the last twenty-four hours rushing toward the edge. Andrew’s balls tightened, his cock swelling thicker in her mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” he warned, voice strained.

Valeria moaned in eager response and pushed harder, tongue working furiously.

With a deep moan, Andrew pushed himself all the way into her throat and came hard.

Semen pulsed straight down her throat as he held her head firmly in place.

She swallowed greedily as she gagged, taking in every last drop, her throat fitting beautifully around his pulsing shaft.

When he finally pulled out, she gasped, and a thick string of saliva and cum connected her lips to the head of his cock.

Valeria looked thoroughly debauched, her hair messy, her face flushed and wet, her lips shiny and red. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and chuckled. She smiled up at him with genuine, almost giddy satisfaction.

Andrew stared down at her as the post-nut clarity started to drip in.

Valeria would never have done this before. Not like this. Not so openly, so hungrily, breaking every rule she’d lived by.

The only reason she was on her knees right now was that she knew this wouldn’t last.

She was taking her chance while she still could.

The realization settled, but he didn’t say it out loud. He reached down and gently brushed a strand of hair from her face.

Valeria rose to her feet, still looking radiant and a little dazed. Her hair was a wild mess from his rough handling, strands sticking to her damp cheeks.

She wiped the corner of her mouth again, then gave him a bright, almost playful smile. It was the most openly joyful expression he had ever seen on her face.

Andrew pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her. The morning sun warmed their skin as the distant sounds of the city drifted up from below.

Neither of them spoke about what came next.

But Andrew knew the clock was ticking.


Chapter 8


Andrew had nothing to do but wait.

After Valeria left, the chambers were too quiet and empty again.

The adrenaline from the night before and the intense release with Valeria had drained him completely.

He collapsed onto the large bed, staring up at the wooden roof until his eyes grew heavy. Sleep claimed him quickly.

When he woke, the sunlight hitting him was bright and warm—unmistakably midday.

He sat up slowly. The sheets beside him were cold. Valeria was nowhere to be seen. There was no sign of Trina either.

For a brief, wild moment, he considered it.

Escape.

Slip out the secret back passage Trina had shown him, disappear into the endless forest before the Queen could decide his fate.

But the thought died as quickly as it came. He had no supplies, no real plan, and after last night’s chaos, the entire city was probably on high alert.

A sound of approaching footsteps pulled him from his thoughts.

Valeria appeared at the entrance to his private quarters. She didn’t look happy. Her composure was tight, almost strained, and her eyes carried a clear warning. “Get ready,” she said without preamble. “It’s time to meet the Queen.”

Andrew’s stomach dropped. He dressed quickly in the simple but fine wraps they had given him, his pulse quickening.

Valeria didn’t offer any explanation. She turned and led him out of the chambers.

They took the main lift down, and Andrew noticed how quiet the city had become—an unnatural stillness hanging over the platforms and walkways. Women watched them pass, whispering behind their hands.

The festive energy from the previous days had been replaced by something else.

When they reached the palace entrance, Andrew spotted Trina standing guard near the inner doors. He tried to catch her eye.

“Hey,” he said softly as they passed.

Trina’s face was grim, her jaw set tight. She gave him the smallest nod, but her eyes held something close to an apology.

What the hell is going on?

Anxiety spiked sharply in his chest.

The higher sisters escorting him didn’t stop. They led him deeper into the palace, straight toward the throne room. The large doors swung open.

Andrew stepped inside and looked around.

He knew straight away that this wasn’t a private audience.

The throne room was full of higher sisters standing in neat rows along both sides, their expressions solemn and formal.

Sunlight poured through the chamber's open sides, illuminating everything in harsh, dramatic light.

And there, on a raised platform to the right of the Queen’s throne, stood Jax.

He was bare-chested with his tanned, muscled body on full display. The light caught on his skin, making him look almost radiant. He stood with arms loosely crossed, that same arrogant smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. He looked completely unbothered by it all.

Andrew was escorted to an identical platform on the left side of the room. The symmetry was deliberate, making it feel less like a throne room and more like a court of law.

Two men on trial. Two claimants to the same divine title.

The Queen sat on her throne at the center, elevated above them both. She wore a ceremonial cape of deep crimson and gold that draped over her shoulders, but beneath it she was barely clothed. Thin, shimmering fabric clung to her full breasts and the curve of her hips, leaving very little to the imagination.

Her expression was utterly unreadable.

This looked official.

This looked like shit just got real.

Andrew’s mouth went dry. His heart hammered against his ribs as he stood on his assigned platform, the eyes of every higher sister in the room fixed on him and Jax.

The Queen rose slowly from her throne, the cape shifting around her body. Her gaze moved from Andrew to Jax, then back again, lingering on each of them with careful, calculating intensity.

The higher sisters sat down, and the entire chamber waited in silence.

The queen let the quiet stretch for a long moment before she finally spoke, her voice ringing clear and authoritative through the chamber. “We have been gathered here today because the gods have issued a challenge to our world and our very way of being,” she began. “We were blessed with the arrival of the Seed Bringer—one man, as the ancient prophecies foretold. And yet the gods have seen fit to deliver another into our midst.”

She paused, letting the words sink in. Her gaze swept across the assembled higher sisters, then settled briefly on both men standing on their respective platforms. “When I received the vision,” the Queen continued, her tone firm and unyielding. “A clear vision from the gods themselves. There would be one Seed Bringer. The one and only. The savior who would bring new life to our people. I have been clear about this from the moment he arrived.”

An elderly higher sister near the front slowly rose to her feet. The Queen gave her a small nod, permitting her to speak.

“It is a gift, Your Highness,” the elder said, her voice strong despite her age. “The gods have given us two Seed Bringers! Think of how quickly our population could grow. Two sources of divine seed… this is a blessing beyond measure!”

Murmurs of agreement rippled through the room. Several other sisters nodded enthusiastically.

The Queen raised her hand sharply. The voices died instantly. She shook her head, expression grave. “Or,” she said slowly, “it is a sign. A warning from the gods.”

Her gaze turned directly toward Andrew. Her eyes bored into him, sharp and searching. “That there is something amiss with the man who was first delivered to us.”

Andrew’s stomach dropped like a stone. For one terrifying heartbeat, he was certain she had finally found out. That somehow, some way, she had discovered the truth about his infertility. His pulse roared in his ears. Cold sweat prickled along his spine.

The Queen looked away again, continuing as if she hadn’t just pierced him through.

“We have all read the ancient texts,” she said. “The stories of men and their ways. Of pride. Of honor… of combat.”

Combat?

The word hit Andrew like a slap.

Beside him on the opposite platform, Jax looked thoroughly amused, hanging on every word with that faint, confident smile.

The Queen’s voice grew stronger, ringing with finality. “Like the Romans of old, these two men will fight in our sacred arena. They will battle to determine who is the one and only Seed Bringer the prophecies brought us.”

The throne room erupted.

Voices of protest clashed with shouts of agreement. Some sisters cried out in horror, while others seemed excited by the prospect of a decisive trial.

The noise swelled until the Queen raised both hands, demanding silence. The chamber fell quiet once more.

The elderly higher sister stood again, clearly distressed. “Your Highness, what are you thinking? Combat? Those barbaric ways—”

“Men are barbaric,” the Queen cut in, her voice cold and certain. “Their testosterone makes them so.”

Andrew couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

No, no, no—

This couldn’t be happening.

Jax, on the other hand, threw his head back and laughed loudly, clapping his hands together in delight. Then he stepped forward on his platform and bowed theatrically toward the Queen, making a grand show of it.

“Your Highness,” Jax said, voice smooth and dripping with charm, “I would be honored to fight and prove myself to be your champion.” He turned his gaze toward Andrew, eyes gleaming with challenge. “And that your gods meant me to be your Seed Bringer.”

Every head in the throne room turned toward Andrew. Dozens of expectant, judging eyes pressed down on him.

The Queen watched him closely.

Jax’s smirk widened. Even Trina, standing near the side of the room, looked tense.

Andrew stood frozen on his platform, heart hammering, the word still echoing in his mind.

Fight…

The silence stretched, waiting for his response. Andrew’s mouth was like the desert. His heart pumped so hard he was sure the entire room could hear it.

He swallowed, trying to keep his voice steady. “Fight?” The word came out rough, almost disbelieving. He looked straight at the Queen. “You want us to fight each other? In an arena? Like some kind of… blood sport?”

A few of the higher sisters shifted uncomfortably, but no one spoke.

The Queen simply watched him, waiting.

Andrew took a half-step forward on his platform, his hands clenched at his sides. “This is insane. I’m not a warrior. I didn’t come here to fight anyone. I came here because—” He caught himself, realizing he couldn’t say the full truth in front of everyone. “—because you told me I was the one the gods sent. The only one. Now you want me to beat the hell out of another man to prove it?”

His gaze flicked briefly to Jax, who was still smiling, as if this were all some grand game.

Andrew turned back to the Queen, his voice gaining urgency. “There has to be another way. It doesn’t have to be… this.”

He gestured helplessly between them.

The Queen’s expression didn’t soften. If anything, her gaze grew sharper.

Andrew felt the anxiety clawing higher in his throat. He was painfully aware of how he must look, standing there in simple wraps, no warrior’s build like Jax, and with none of the easy confidence.

Fuck.

The queen’s expression said it all. There was no way around this.

“I’m not saying I won’t do what you ask,” he continued, forcing the words out even as his stomach twisted. “But this… It feels wrong. It feels like you’re turning this into something it doesn’t have to be.”

He hesitated and chose his next words carefully. He needed to try.

Here goes nothing.

“Is this really what the gods want?” he said loudly. “Or is this what you need right now to save face?”

The Queen shot up from her throne like a coiled spring. Her crimson cape flared behind her. “Enough!” she snapped, the single word cracking through the chamber like thunder.

Andrew instantly felt very small. The power of her fury, combined with the eyes of every higher sister in the room, made his stomach twist even further. He had crossed a line.

“How dare you defy me in my own hall?” the Queen hissed, her voice trembling with rage.

Before Andrew could respond, Jax’s smooth, mocking voice cut through the tension. “Maybe we don’t even need combat, Your Highness,” he said casually, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “He’s clearly a coward.”

That did it. Something inside Andrew snapped.

The fear, the jealousy, the humiliation of being put on display like this: it all boiled over at once. He turned his head slowly toward Jax. “You want it?” he asked, voice low.

Jax just stared at him, pulling up one eyebrow.

Andrew turned his head to the queen, his gaze locked onto hers. “You really want this?”

The Queen said nothing.

Andrew shook his head, a sharp smirk pulling at his lips. “Fine then,” he said, spreading his arms to his sides. “Let’s beat each other up.”

He stepped forward on the platform and gave a theatrical, mocking bow, the same kind Jax had given earlier, spreading his arms even wider in exaggerated deference. “My Queen,” he announced, voice carrying across the chamber, “I will give you the blood of the other man… to please you.”

For a heartbeat, the throne room was dead silent.

Then the agreeing higher sisters erupted. Cheers and excited shouts filled the air as many of them jumped to their feet, clearly thrilled by the prospect of a decisive, primal contest.

“You want blood?” Andrew yelled. “You’ll get it!”

Others protested loudly, calling it unworthy of their sacred traditions.

The chamber dissolved into chaos, with voices clashing and arguments breaking out on all sides.

Through it all, the Queen held Andrew’s gaze. Her expression was unreadable, but something intense burned behind her eyes. And, surprisingly, something sad. Was she regretting her choice?

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself back onto her throne, the cape settling around her like a shroud of authority.

“It is settled then,” she declared, her voice cutting through the noise and silencing the room once more.

The Queen’s eyes flicked between Andrew and Jax, cold and calculating. “Two men. One victor. The true Seed Bringer will be decided.”

She leaned back, the thin fabric beneath her cape shifting against her body.

Jax laughed again, his broad shoulders shaking.

Andrew stood on his platform, chest rising and falling rapidly, feeling dizzy and out of breath.

There was no going back now.


Chapter 9


Andrew looked out over the city landscape.

I’m going to die.

The words repeated themselves over and over again in his mind.

The Queen hadn’t mentioned it being a fight to the death, but something told him there was no other way this was going to play out.

After the queen’s final words, she had retreated through a back door, and Trina had escorted Andrew back to the chambers.

For the rest of the day, he had hung around, feeling lost.

“Fuck,” he muttered, pacing across the wooden floors. His mind was spinning. He wasn’t a fighter. He had never thrown a real punch in his life outside of a schoolyard scuffle as a kid.

And now he was supposed to go up against a man who looked like he could bench press a tree trunk and still flash that infuriating smirk afterward.

He stopped at the balcony edge, gripping the railing as he stared out over the sunlit forest.

Footsteps echoed softly behind him.

Valeria stepped toward him. Her expression was gentle as she approached. She stopped a few feet away, studying his face carefully. “Are you alright?” she asked quietly.

Andrew let out a bitter laugh that didn’t reach his eyes. “No,” he said honestly. “I’m not alright.” He turned to face her, shoulders tense. “But at least I’ll have some time to prepare and get ready. I don’t know how, but I will. I’ll figure something out. Train. Learn whatever I can. I have to.”

Valeria watched him for a long moment. Her eyes softened with something close to sympathy. “The fight is tomorrow,” she said.

Andrew froze.

“Tomorrow?!” The word burst out of him, loud and sharp with disbelief. He stared at her, eyes wide. “You’re joking. Please tell me you’re joking.”

Valeria shook her head slowly. “The Queen has already given the order. The arena is being prepared as we speak. The city… they are excited. The higher sisters are divided, but the decision is final.”

Andrew felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. He turned away, gripping the railing again so hard his hands hurt.

Tomorrow. I have less than a day.

Less than twenty-four hours before he was expected to step into an arena and fight a man who was bigger, stronger, more experienced, and clearly enjoying every second of this.

He let out a shaky breath, trying to keep the panic from swallowing him whole. “Tomorrow,” he repeated, almost to himself. His voice was hollow. “I just… I just agreed to this. In front of everyone. Like an idiot.”

Valeria stepped closer until she was right beside him. She didn’t touch him, but her presence was warm and steady. She looked out over the forest with him, the late afternoon light catching the side of her face.

“You were backed into a corner,” she said softly. “You had no other choice.”

Andrew glanced at her. For a moment, the fear and frustration eased just slightly in her quiet company. But the reality still loomed over him like a storm cloud.

“Yeah,” he said. “No choice.”

Her hand rested on his shoulder. With a quiver in her voice, she said, “Do you want me to stay with you tonight?”

Andrew smiled at that. “Thank you,” he said. “But I want some time to collect my thoughts.” He looked her in the eye. “With you I won’t be able to focus on much other than”—he took her in for a second—“well, you.”

She blushed. “Okay.” She leaned in. “But if you happen to change your mind…” She kissed him softly on the cheek, then turned his face, and reached his lips.

A pleasant shiver went through him, as the softness and the sweet taste of her settled in.

She then pulled back and walked away. He felt her longing for him, but she accepted his choice. He watched her walk away, her beautiful wide hips swaying.

Then, out of nowhere, as if her firm buttocks had beamed a message into his brain, the thought hit him. “Wouldn’t it be wild,” he muttered to himself, “if by pure luck… I would actually win?”

He frowned, having not even considered the thought until now. Maybe Valeria’s kiss had sent a signal to his brain, like some kind of magic.

In this world, he wouldn’t be surprised if something like that was actually possible.


Chapter 10


Night had fallen over the tree-city like a heavy velvet curtain.

Andrew was completely alone. The woman selected for the evening had been canceled after all, and both Valeria and Trina had disappeared into the labyrinth of chambers.

He had spent a long time earlier in the steaming bathing pool, desperately trying to come up with some strategy for tomorrow’s fight.

He had shadow-boxed, thrown awkward punches at the air, attempted a few clumsy kicks—and promptly slipped on the wet stone, landing hard on his ass with a loud thud that echoed off the walls.

“God damn it,” he groaned, rubbing the already-bruising spot as he dragged himself out of the water. He dried off slowly, the warm air doing little to calm the storm in his head.

Freshened up but no calmer, he wandered through the quiet rooms as full darkness settled outside. The glowing crystals embedded throughout the walls and ceiling gradually brightened, casting their soft, ethereal light that made the luxurious space feel both beautiful and haunting.

He moved from terrace to terrace, the night breeze cool, the distant lanterns twinkling far below like scattered embers.

He stopped at one of the open balconies and stared out into the black expanse of forest.

Tomorrow everything could end.

He briefly wondered where the arena even was. Where would such a huge structure fit? Would it be near ground level?

A soft sound behind him made him jump violently.

“Jesus Christ—!” Andrew spun around, heart slamming against his ribs.

Trina stood half-hidden in the shadows near a curtain of hanging vines, watching him silently. The corner of her mouth twitched, as if she were fighting a smile.

“I told you—” he started, exasperated.

Andrew stopped, sighed, and let out a tired laugh. “Forget it. You’ll never stop doing that, will you?”

Trina stepped fully into the crystal light. She looked at him for a long moment, her stoic mask cracking just slightly at the edges. “How are you feeling?” she asked, her voice quieter than usual.

Andrew shrugged, leaning back against a wooden railing. “Not sure,” he said honestly. “I’m gonna die tomorrow… but I feel strangely empty.”

The words tasted bitter, but were true. Despite everything and an underlying primal fear, he didn’t feel much else. He looked out over the dark forest again. “Maybe my life wasn’t worth living...”

Trina stayed quiet for a long while. The only sound was the gentle night breeze rustling through the leaves. Then she spoke: “Come with me.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She turned and walked deeper into the chambers.

Andrew followed.

Trina led him through a narrow, hidden passage he had never noticed before. It opened into a secluded grotto built into the living rock of the massive tree. The walls were rough stone covered in thick, velvety moss that felt incredible underfoot.

Everywhere he looked, enormous, glowing, lucid mushrooms grew in lush clusters. Some were as large as beds, their broad caps soft and pillowy, emitting a gentle bioluminescent glow that bathed the entire space in a dreamy emerald light.

Andrew stopped, staring in awe. “Are these… poisonous?”

Trina shook her head. “No. They are great pillows actually, when sleeping in the wild.”

She ran her fingers gently over the cap of one. “They don’t agitate the skin.” She playfully gave it a soft slap. “They keep it young… and they are very soft. Touch one.”

Andrew hesitated, then reached out and pressed his palm against the nearest mushroom. It gave slightly under his hand and was bouncy, plush, and impossibly soft, like the world’s most perfect memory foam.

It gently pushed back with a slow, springy resilience. He poked it a few times, amused by the way it wobbled and returned to shape.

When he looked up again, Trina was watching him with dark, hungry eyes.

Without a word, she untied her wraps and let them fall to the moss-covered floor.

She stood completely naked in the glowing green light, her toned, beautiful body illuminated in soft emerald hues. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath. The light played across every curve, every line of lean muscle and smooth skin. She looked almost otherworldly; fierce, feminine, and simply breathtaking.

Andrew’s cock grew hard at the sight of her as his heart banged in his chest. “Trina…”

She closed the distance in two steps, took his face in both hands, and kissed him with raw hunger. Her tongue slid into his mouth as she pressed her naked body against him.

Andrew groaned, hands immediately roaming over her bare skin, squeezing her buttocks, pulling her closer.

After their last encounter, he had silently longed for this.

His own clothes were off in a quick second, and they sank together into the bed of soft, glowing mushrooms.

The plush caps cradled their bodies perfectly, yielding under their weight while providing a strange, delicious extra stimulation against their skin. It was cool, silky, and slightly springy. Every shift sent ripples of extra sensation through him.

Andrew pushed Trina onto her back, the mushrooms pillowing her as he climbed between her thighs. He was rock-hard with need.

Trina spread her legs wide, keeping his gaze as she was already panting. “Please,” she whispered, “take me.”

His eyes locked with her, and his tip found her womanhood’s lips, giving him goosebumps. As he rubbed the head slowly between her wet folds, she started to move her hips, slowly taking him.

He gently pushed inward, burying himself into her tight, welcoming heat.

Trina cried out when he was balls deep, her back arching sharply, nails digging into his shoulders. “Andrew—!”

He slowly started to move, but was soon pounding her hard and deep, hips snapping forward with powerful strokes.

He couldn’t hold back. Her soft skin, her scent overwhelming him, her tightness gripping around him… Even the damn mushrooms rubbing his butt cheeks stimulated his entire body into ecstatic submission.

He was being pulled in—and he wasn’t going to hold back.

The mushrooms bounced and shifted beneath them, their soft, yielding caps rubbing together. It felt like the entire bed was alive, caressing them, heightening every sensation.

Trina moaned loudly, wrapping her legs tight around his waist, urging him even deeper. “Harder,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please—”

The soft and docile sound of her voice awakened Andrew even further, and he gave it to her. He drove into her with everything he had. All the frustration, fear, jealousy, and primal need pouring out of him in every brutal thrust.

If he was going to die tomorrow, at least he was gonna go out with one more moment of earthly bliss.

The glowing mushrooms began to glow brighter around them, as if their movement charged them, building to a climax. The green light danced across their sweaty bodies as Andrew fucked her like he was trying to erase tomorrow.

He soon flipped her onto her hands and knees. Trina braced herself on the massive mushroom caps as Andrew took a moment to take in her round peach-shaped ass.

It was goddamn near perfect.

He pushed his face between her buttocks, making her moan while he tasted her sweetness. The sensation of her heavy cheeks resting on his face while he pushed his tongue in deep in her pussy was thrilling. He jerked himself while devouring her.

When he couldn’t contain himself any longer, he rose back up, grabbed her hips, and pushed into her.

The soft, bouncy surface of the mushrooms cradled her knees and palms, letting her push back against him with perfect leverage. The mushrooms rubbed against her swinging breasts and sensitive nipples with every thrust.

It was then that Andrew lost himself completely. He took her even harder, faster, the soaked sound of their skin mixing with Trina’s desperate, broken moans and the soft, springy give of the mushrooms beneath them.

Sweat flew from the tip of his nose and his hair with every movement.

He suddenly felt himself getting close. As if she could sense it, Trina suddenly tensed. “Andrew— wait—” she gasped, trying to pull away for a second. “I’m not… I’m not selected—” she gasped, her voice shaking because of his thrusts.

Andrew didn’t stop. No—he gripped her hips tighter, and only slammed harder, going in fully with every pound.

“Too bad,” he growled, voice rough with lust and possessiveness. “Because you are mine.”

With a loud groan, Andrew pushed himself as deep as he could and held himself there. He gave a primal yell, and erupted. His cum blasted deep inside her, pumping her full as he held her firmly in place.

Trina cried out, her walls tight as he released squirt after thick squirt of semen.

Andrew felt his body shake, and his knees quaked. He fell forward, right on top of her. Then he flipped to his side while holding on, spooning her while keeping his cock deep inside of her.

They lay there together in the soft, translucid bed of mushrooms, glowing with sweat.

He held her as he was still slowly moving his hips, the final drops of his release dripping into her.

Trina turned in his arms and looked up at him. Her hair was a wild mess and her cheeks flushed. She smiled with a real, open, almost innocent look, and whispered something.

Andrew’s ears were ringing, and he couldn’t catch the words.

Andrew just held her close, the soft mushrooms cradling them both.

For a moment, he had forgotten all about tomorrow. Maybe that had been Trina’s goal. He didn’t know, and right at this moment, didn’t care.

Whatever happened tomorrow… at least tonight, Trina had given herself completely, and that was all he wanted to concentrate on for now.


Chapter 11


They lay together for a long while among the field of mushrooms, hearts slowing in the faint green luminescence clinging to their naked bodies.

Andrew breathed in the scent of her hair and the faint earthy sweetness of the mushrooms around them.

Eventually, Trina lifted her head and kissed him softly. “Come,” she whispered.

She led him back through the passages, their nude skin cooling as they walked. Andrew was already missing the mushrooms; they definitely seemed to provide a great night’s rest.

Trina brought him to the bathing area. Steam rose from the naturally heated pool, the crystal lights glowing softly in the rock walls.

Trina stepped into the warm water first, then turned and offered her hand. Andrew followed, sinking until the water reached his chest. The heat soothed the bruises on his ass from his fall earlier that day.

Trina settled between his legs, her back against his chest. She leaned her head back on his shoulder, letting out a contented sigh as his arms wrapped around her waist beneath the water.

The steam curled around them like a soft veil, the only sounds the gentle trickle of water and their quiet breathing.

The atmosphere felt impossibly intimate; safe and glowing with the same soft light as the mushrooms.

After a while, Andrew finally spoke, his voice low. The words naturally bubbled out of him. “I’m scared, Trina. Tomorrow… I’m not a fighter. I’ve never been. I’ve never had to be. And Jax…” He swallowed hard. “He’s everything they want. Strong. Confident. Experienced... What if I’m not enough?”

Trina turned slightly in his arms so she could look at him. Her dark eyes were soft in the steam-filled light.

“You are enough,” she said. There was no hesitation in her voice. “I believe in you.”

Andrew searched her face. “How can you be so sure?”

Trina was quiet for a moment; her fingers rested on his forearm underwater.

“I wasn’t always like this, you know,” she said softly. “A higher sister. Guarding the Queen. When I was a child, I was… wild. Angry. My mother died when I was very young. The sisters raised me, but I constantly fought them. I didn’t want rules. I didn’t want duty.”

She smiled faintly, almost self-mocking.

“They put me through the hardest training. Combat. Discipline. Endurance. I hated it at first. But eventually I understood how it gave me purpose. It gave me strength. And eventually… it even gave me peace.”

She turned more fully toward him, her wet breasts brushing against his chest. “I learned that strength isn’t always about being the biggest or the loudest.” She tapped his chest. “It’s about what’s inside. What you choose to fight for.”

Andrew’s throat tightened. He brushed a strand of damp hair from her face.

“And Jax?” he asked quietly, dying to hear her take on him.

Trina’s expression hardened just slightly. Then a little smile curved at the corner of her lips. “Jax is a shell,” she said. “All show. All charm and muscle on the outside. But deep down inside… there is very little. No roots. No purpose. He drifted from the place he came because he has nothing real to anchor him. He will break when it matters most.”

Her thumb stroked his arm gently. “You have roots, deep inside. You have so much to give, to love… and you aren’t shouting it from the trees. You have something worth fighting for. That is why you will win.”

The words nestled over him like a warm blanket. For the first time since the Queen’s announcement, Andrew felt a small, genuine spark of hope.

He pulled her closer, kissing her slowly and deeply, tasting the clean water on her lips.

They stayed in the bath a long time after that, talking softly. Trina told him more stories from her childhood, about the mischief she caused, the strict but loving higher sisters who eventually shaped her, and the quiet pride she felt the day she earned her rank.

Andrew listened, and for a while the fear of tomorrow felt distant again.

When they finally stepped out of the water and wrapped themselves in soft cloths, Trina looked him deep in the eyes.

“Whatever happens tomorrow,” she whispered, “I am with you.”

Andrew smiled, staring at the warm glow of the crystals reflecting in her eyes.

He didn’t feel quite so alone, and it gave him strength. If it was enough to win tomorrow, he didn’t know.

But it was enough for now.


Chapter 12


Early morning light fell onto his face and Andrew stirred slowly. He reached out next to him, but it was empty—no sign of Trina.

He blinked awake and was surprised to find Valeria sitting quietly on the edge of the bed, watching him.

Her posture was straight, her expression serious, her beauty as radiant as ever. The morning light caught the side of her face. “It’s time,” she said softly.

Andrew sat up, rubbing his face to wake himself. The reality of the day crashed over him instantly. Today was the fight. No more waiting. Today he would step into the arena and face Jax.

Suddenly his time between the mushrooms with Trina seemed so far away.

He swung his legs out of bed without a word, pulled on a simple pair of shorts, and tied them at his waist.

Valeria stood and waited patiently as he dressed. When he was ready, she gave him a small nod and led the way out of the private quarters.

They took the main basket lift down from the highest level of the chambers. Andrew had no idea what time it was, but the city below was already stirring.

As the lift descended, Andrew’s stomach tightened. Higher sisters were waiting for him at the bottom platform, standing in formation. Among them stood Trina.

Their eyes met.

Trina’s gaze was steady, strong, and full of quiet belief. She gave him the smallest, almost imperceptible nod. It was enough. A surge of strength flowed through Andrew’s chest. He straightened his shoulders, lifted his chin, and walked forward with a determined stride.

The higher sisters fell in around him, forming an escort as they began the procession through the city.

People lined the walkways and platforms, watching him pass. Some whispered. Others called out.

“You are the Seed Bringer!”

“The gods chose you!”

“I believe in you!”

Andrew hadn’t expected it. The cheers and shouts of support hit him like a wave. A strange buzz of confidence rushed through him, warming his veins. For a brief moment, he felt powerful and lifted by their faith.

But the pressure followed right behind it, heavy and crushing. These people were counting on him. They had pinned their hopes, their future, their belief in the Queen’s vision… on him.

He kept his head high, jaw set, but inside his mind raced.

The distant, rhythmic sound of drums began to echo through the trees, growing louder as they walked. The beats were deep and primal, vibrating in his chest.

They led him through a part of the city he had never seen before. It had narrower bridges and older, more rugged platforms that descended toward a massive structure nestled among the giant branches.

A stadium-like building: a small but imposing wooden colosseum built into the natural hollow of several enormous trees. Its circular walls rose proudly, constructed from dark, reinforced timber and living vines.

Banners in the Queen’s colors fluttered in the morning breeze. The drums were louder here, echoing from within.

Andrew’s heart beat quickened as he heard chatter and cheers from the stadium.

The higher sisters guided him around the side of the arena and through a rear entrance into back quarters.

The space was simple but functional, with stone floors, wooden benches, racks holding various training weapons and wraps. Sunlight came in through narrow slits high in the walls.

The escort stopped at the threshold.

One of the higher sisters spoke. “You will wait here until you are called.”

Then they left, sealing the heavy wooden door behind them.

Andrew was alone.

He stood in the center of the chamber, the distant drums vibrating through the floor beneath his bare feet. The air smelled of fresh wood and incense.

He rolled his shoulders, trying to loosen the tension that had settled deep in his muscles.

He wondered where Jax was. Was he in another room like this?

The minutes felt too long.

Andrew paced the small stone room, the distant drums pounding steadily like a countdown to his doom.

His palms were sweaty. His stomach twisted in knots. Every second that passed made the nervousness worse.

He kept replaying the Queen’s words, Jax’s smug face, the roar of the crowd he could already hear building outside. What if he wasn’t fast enough? What if Jax was as strong as he looked?

The heavy wooden door creaked open.

Andrew spun around, heart leaping into his throat. Instead of the higher sisters coming to fetch him, Trina slipped inside, closing the door quietly behind her.

Relief flooded through him instantly. “Trina,” he breathed, a small, genuine smile breaking across his face. “God, I’m glad to see you.”

She crossed the room quickly and placed her hands on his chest, looking up at him. “Breathe,” she said softly, trying to calm him. “You are not alone in this.”

Before he could respond, Trina’s hand slid down his stomach and boldly slipped into his shorts. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and started stroking him with firm, confident strokes.

Andrew’s eyes widened. “Trina—what are you—”

“Shh,” she whispered, her hand never stopping. She pumped him steadily, thumb circling the sensitive head on every upstroke until he was rock-hard and throbbing in her grip. “This will calm you. And I read that a man’s testosterone rises the most when he is intimate with a woman.”

She looked him straight in the eyes, her gaze intense and serious. “I’m giving you your manly strength. Use it.”

Andrew groaned, hips jerking into her fist. The sudden pleasure cut through the anxiety like a knife.

Trina worked him lovingly, bringing him right to the edge—stroking faster and tighter until he was panting and right on the brink, then slowing down or squeezing the base firmly to deny him release both times.

Each denial left him aching, frustrated, and buzzing with raw, pent-up energy.

By the time she finally tucked his rigid cock back into his shorts, Andrew was breathing hard, body humming with unspent lust. He no longer felt nervous.

He just felt horny. Deeply, powerfully horny.

Trina stepped back slightly, looking satisfied. “You have to channel that energy into the fight,” she told him firmly. “All of it.”

Andrew let out a breathless laugh. “You want me to fuck Jax?”

Trina blinked, the joke clearly going completely over her head. She shook her head seriously. “Use the energy for your body. For your speed. To activate your mind.”

The heavy door to the arena suddenly swung open with a loud creak.

Trina gave him one last intense look. “Go,” she said. “Good luck.”

Andrew pulled her against him roughly, crashing his mouth to hers in a fierce kiss.

One hand grabbed a generous handful of her firm ass, squeezing possessively as he poured all his pent-up sexual energy into the kiss. Trina moaned softly into his mouth, her body melting against his, breasts pressing firmly into his chest as she kissed him back with equal hunger.

When he finally released her, she was breathing fast, eyes filled with magic.

Andrew smirked, the horny fire now burning as pure determination in his veins.

“Let’s do this,” he said, voice low and confident.

He turned and walked through the open door, stepping out into the bright light of the arena. He didn’t look back at Trina.

As Andrew stepped forward, the roar of the crowd hit him like a physical force.

The arena was larger than he expected, yet somehow felt strangely compact. Tiered wooden seating rose all around him in a tight oval, packed shoulder to shoulder with hundreds—maybe thousands—of women. Their excited voices crashed over him from every direction. The closeness was overwhelming. He could see their faces clearly, their eyes wide with anticipation, some cheering his name, others whispering furiously.

The entire structure was made of dark, reinforced wood, ancient-looking but sturdy. The only thing on the ground was a thick layer of fine sand that shifted under his bare feet.

His eyes immediately locked onto the center of the arena. Jax was already waiting for him.

The man stood tall and relaxed in the middle of the sandy floor, bare-chested, muscles gleaming in the bright sunlight pouring down from above. That familiar smirk was plastered across his face.

“Slept well?” Jax called out.

Andrew walked forward slowly, the sand crunching beneath his feet. The crowd quieted slightly, sensing the moment.

They stopped a few paces apart.

Jax tilted his head, still smiling. “Look, I’ll be honest. I’m sorry for bursting into your world like this. I really am.” For a split second, there was something almost sincere in his eyes. “But the moment I heard you’d only just gotten here… I decided this wasn’t yours to claim at all.” His smirk returned, sharper this time. “So I took a chance. So I’m sorry… but not really.”

Jax rolled his shoulders, cracking his neck. “And I won’t go easy on you. I want the women here. The novelty. The excitement. All of it.”

Andrew stood speechless for a moment as the words sank in. The arrogance. The casual way Jax talked about taking everything.

Then he felt it: the lingering heat from Trina’s touch, her voice in his head, the raw energy she had given him.

He looked Jax dead in the eyes.

“Well then,” Andrew said, voice low but carrying across the sand, “with all due respect, Jax… Fuck you.”

Jax’s smirk faltered for a split second. He seemed caught off guard. For the first time, Andrew saw something flicker in the other man’s eyes.

A glimpse of uncertainty.

There we go.

The crowd erupted in a mix of gasps and excited shouts.

From the royal platform high above, the Queen rose from her throne. The drums released one final bang, then fell silent.

She stood tall and radiant, her ceremonial cape billowing slightly in the breeze, the thin fabric beneath it shimmering in the sunlight.

Every eye in the arena turned toward her.

Her voice rang out, clear, powerful, and laced with divine authority. “Today, we bear witness to something sacred,” she began. “Man against man. The raw male force and primal energy that the gods have gifted us. Two champions. Two vessels of divine seed. Only one will emerge victorious.”

She paused, letting her words echo. The entire arena hung on her every syllable.

“The one and only true Seed Bringer will be decided here and now. The strongest. The worthiest. The man strong enough to impregnate our people with the next generation of our kin.”

A thunderous cheer erupted from the hundreds of women surrounding the arena. The sound was deafening as the wave of excitement, hunger, and reverence crashed down on the sandy floor.

The Queen’s gaze swept across the crowd before settling on the two men standing below her. “Begin.”

The drums exploded back to life, louder than before.

Jax moved first. He came at Andrew fast, like a predator charging their prey.

A quick jab snapped toward Andrew’s face. Andrew barely managed to duck, but Jax’s follow-up hook caught him hard in the ribs.

The impact drove the air from his lungs. Pain flared bright and hot.

The crowd roared.

Jax grinned, circling him. “That all you got, Seed Bringer?”

Andrew staggered back, sand shifting under his feet. Jax was even faster than he expected.

Another combination came: jab, cross, low kick that swept Andrew’s leg. He hit the sand hard, rolling to avoid a stomp that would have crushed his ribs.

More cheers. Some women screamed.

Andrew pushed himself up, tasting blood in his mouth. His mind raced.

He’s better. He’s done this before. He’s—

Then he saw her in his mind.

Trina.

The way she had looked at him last night, naked in the glowing mushrooms, giving him her everything. Her all.

Ayla’s gentle smile from those first days came next.

Then Valeria’s calming touch.

The women who had cheered for him as he walked through the city.

And the memory of his own body failing him back home: the doctors, the cold clinical words, the years of feeling useless.

Claire breaking up with him.

Not this time. I won’t be useless now.

Something primal snapped inside Andrew. His soul ablaze. He roared and launched forward.

Jax smirked, ready to counter—but he was half a second too slow.

Andrew’s fist connected with a sickening crack right on Jax’s chin.

The sound seemed to echo across the arena.

Jax’s head snapped back. His eyes widened in genuine shock as he stumbled backward several steps, nearly losing his balance in the sand. A thin line of blood trickled from the corner of his mouth.

The entire crowd gasped, then erupted in a deafening roar.

For the first time, uncertainty flashed across Jax’s face.

Andrew stood there, chest heaving, fists clenched, sand clinging to his sweaty skin. The pain in his ribs was still there, but it felt distant now. All he felt was fire.

Jax wiped the blood from his lip with the back of his hand and let out a low, dangerous laugh. “Oh… there you are,” he said, eyes narrowing. “Finally.”

The drums pounded harder.

Jax’s smirk vanished. He came in faster and meaner this time, all traces of playfulness gone. The moment Andrew shifted his weight, Jax exploded forward.

A sharp jab snapped Andrew’s head back, followed immediately by a heavy hook that crashed into his jaw. The world tilted.

Andrew’s legs buckled, and he hit the ground hard, sand launched around him. Pain exploded across his face; for a second, everything spun.

But blinding fury surged through him. Andrew shoved himself up almost instantly, spitting blood into the sand.

Jax was already moving in for the finish, but Andrew met him head-on.

Andrew ducked under a punch and drove an uppercut straight into Jax’s ribs with everything he had. The impact lifted Jax slightly off the ground. Before Jax could recover, Andrew followed with a wild, powerful right cross that connected solidly with the side of Jax’s face.

Jax staggered and dropped to one knee.

The anger—Andrew scared himself with how good it felt. The pure, animal rage surging through his veins was something he had never felt before. It terrified him… and it thrilled him.

Andrew didn’t hesitate. He dove on Jax like a wild animal.

The two men crashed together in the sand, rolling violently across the arena floor. Fists flew. Elbows. Knees. They grappled and struggled for dominance, sand flying everywhere as they fought for control.

Jax was stronger and more skilled, but Andrew was fueled by something deeper—desperation, pride, and the burning memory of everything he stood to lose.

They rolled again, Andrew ending up on top for a moment, raining down heavy punches.

Jax blocked and bucked, throwing Andrew off. They scrambled back to their feet, both breathing hard, covered in sand and sweat, eyes locked in pure hatred.

The crowd was on its feet now, screaming, cheering, some chanting Andrew’s name, others Jax's.

Both men were exhausted, covered in blood, sand, and sweat. Andrew’s lip was split, one eye was swelling shut, and his ribs screamed with every breath.

Jax wasn’t much better with a deep cut above his eyebrow, blood pouring down the side of his face, and his knuckles raw and bruised from the constant impacts.

They had been rolling and grappling in the sand for what felt like an eternity, throwing wild punches and elbows whenever they could.

The crowd, which had been cheering wildly earlier, was now starting to fracture.

“Stop the fight!” someone screamed.

“This is going too far!”

“Enough! They’re killing each other!”

More voices joined in; some horrified, some still shouting for blood. The arena was descending into chaos, but neither man stopped.

Andrew and Jax staggered to their feet one final time, both swaying, both breathing in ragged gasps. Their eyes met across the short distance between them. There was no more smirking. No more taunting. Only pure, exhausted hatred.

With a shared yell, they burst forward and crashed into each other like two wild animals in their final clash.

Fists flew in a desperate, sloppy frenzy. They clinched, shoving and kneeing, trying to overpower the other.

Andrew drove a knee into Jax’s stomach.

Jax answered with a brutal elbow that split Andrew’s cheek open.

They stumbled, locked together, neither willing to go down first.

The crowd’s protests grew louder.

“Stop them!”

“This is madness!”

The massive arena doors burst open with a thunderous crash.

A single, booming voice cut through the entire stadium like a crack of lightning.

“Enough!”

Both men froze mid-motion, chests heaving, blood and sweat dripping from their faces.

The entire arena fell deathly silent as a new figure stepped through the shattered arena doors.

She was divine. A tall, gorgeous woman with flowing brunette hair and full, commanding curves strode forward with authority. She wore a magnificent black gown that clung to her body like liquid shadow, the fabric shimmering as it moved.

Behind her, a posse of ten other women, all dressed in practical travel gear, but whose fit, powerful bodies were impossible to hide. They moved like a unit of elite warriors, eyes sharp and ready.

The sight was overwhelming. The crowd, which had been screaming moments ago, was now stunned into complete silence.

Andrew, dizzy and disoriented from the brutal fight, nearly lost his balance. He swayed on his feet, vision swimming, barely able to process what he was seeing.

Jax, on the other hand, looked like he had just seen a ghost. His eyes widened in pure shock. Without hesitation, he dropped to one knee in the sand, lowering his head as low as he possibly could. “My Queen!” he yelled, his voice a cracking, hoarse mess.

Andrew thought he’d heard wrong for q moment. “Wh—what?”

The woman stopped a few paces away from them, hands planted firmly on her hips. Her beautiful face was a storm of fury… mixed with visible relief as her eyes locked onto Jax.

She slowly looked around the now dead-silent arena, taking in the blood-soaked sand and the two battered men.

Her eyes met Andrew’s, and confusion and intrigue crossed her face.

A shiver sprang through Andrew’s spine, and his body shook. He quickly looked away.

The woman then looked upon the thousands of women watching in stunned silence.

Andrew heard her mutter under her breath: “…Savages.”

Jax’s queen turned toward the royal platform where the Queen of this city sat, and her voice rang out loud and clear across the entire arena. “Echophyna! What is the meaning of this?!”

The Queen of the city, Echophyna, rose slowly from her throne, her ceremonial cape shifting around her body as she stared down at the newcomer. “Queen Biancia,” she said, her voice carrying across the sand. “What finds you here in our city, so far from home?”

Biancia stood tall and imposing in her flowing black gown, her full curves accentuated, radiating a commanding presence. She glanced at Jax, still kneeling in the sand with his head bowed, and shook her head with clear disappointment. “I’ve come to retrieve my male.”

A collective gasp rose across the arena. The sound was sharp and shocked, rippling through the hundreds of women like a wave.

Echophyna descended from her platform with regal grace, stepping down to the sandy floor to meet the visiting queen face-to-face.

The two powerful women stood only a few paces apart. They did not embrace. They nodded in cool, formal acknowledgment. Andrew could feel the thick tension crackling between them like lightning about to strike.

The leaders spoke in low, urgent whispers, their eyes darting between Jax, who was still on his knees, chest heaving, trying to catch his breath, and Andrew, who stood battered and bleeding, staring through the sweat and blood stinging his eyes at the two imposing queens.

Andrew’s head was spinning. He could barely process what was happening.

Then Echophyna straightened and spoke loud enough for the entire arena to hear.

“Very well then,” she said, her voice cold and final. “Take your man. Be gone with him.”

Biancia turned back to Jax. She knelt gracefully before him, fierce but strangely loving. She grabbed his chin with one hand and slowly raised his head upward.

Jax grinned up at her, his teeth stained with blood, eyes full of exhausted relief.

“I’m sorry,” Andrew heard him whisper hoarsely.

For a brief moment, Biancia’s eyes glistened with the hint of tears. She quickly blinked them away.

Then her gaze shifted. She looked straight at Andrew. Her eyes narrowed as she took him in completely; studying his battered face, his bloodied body, the way he stood swaying on his feet.

Andrew felt completely exposed under that stare. There was something intense and unexplainable burning in her eyes… a heat he couldn’t quite name.

Biancia gave a small nod to her posse.

The ten women in travel gear moved forward immediately. They helped Jax to his feet, supporting his weight as he limped between them.

Jax looked over his shoulder one last time at Andrew as they began escorting him away. The man laughed softly. “See you soon,” he said, voice rough but still carrying that cocky edge.

Andrew frowned, confused and exhausted. “What?”

Jax didn’t answer and chuckled. He simply let his queen’s entourage lead him out of the arena, disappearing through the same doors Biancia had burst through earlier.

After they’d left from sight, the arena remained dead silent.

No one moved. No one spoke.

The only sound was the faint wind moving across the arena.

Andrew stood alone in the middle, chest heaving, body aching, blood and sweat dripping down his face. He felt strangely hollow.

Then Echophyna walked straight toward him. She stopped right in front of him. She was close enough that he could normally smell the faint scent of her skin, but the metallic tang of blood surrounding him was too strong.

Slowly, surprisingly gently, she raised her hand and rested it against his bruised cheek. “Are you alright?” she asked, her voice soft and warm. It was a caring tone he had not expected to hear from her again.

Andrew looked up at her. He managed a weak, tired smile and raised an eyebrow.

“I’m alive,” he said hoarsely. Then, after a beat, he added, “…but it depends. Am I still your Seed Bringer?”

The Queen couldn’t help but smile, her lips forming a small, genuine curve that softened her features. She almost seemed embarrassed. She nodded slowly, leaning in so close that their faces were only inches apart.

Her breath brushed against his lips. For a heartbeat, it felt like she was going to kiss him right there in front of everyone.

“Forgive me,” she whispered, so quietly only he could hear.

Then she pulled back, turned toward the crowd of women watching in stunned silence, and raised her voice so it carried across the entire arena. “The gods have spoken!” she declared, with strength and clarity. “He is indeed the Seed Bringer the ancient stories foretold. He has proven himself worthy this day!”

The crowd erupted. The roar was deafening—a thunderous wave of cheers, screams, and chants of his name exploding through the wooden stadium.

Women jumped to their feet, clapping, shouting, some openly weeping with joy and relief. The sound crashed over Andrew like a physical force.

“You are the Seed Bringer!”

“Praise the gods!”

“Seed Bringer! Seed Bringer!”

The Queen turned back to him. Her eyes were friendly, almost proud.

Andrew stood there, battered and bleeding, surrounded by the deafening celebration, and for the first time in what felt like forever, he allowed himself to relax his body.

He slowly lifted his face upward toward the sky. Through the dense roof of massive branches and leaves, he caught a small, perfect patch of blue sky.

For a moment, everything felt strangely peaceful.

Then the adrenaline that had kept him standing finally drained away. Suddenly, crushing exhaustion slammed into him like a physical blow. His legs buckled. He dropped to his knees.

Then he collapsed onto his side, curling up instinctively like an embryo, body trembling from pain, blood, and total depletion.

The crowd’s roar continued, celebratory and triumphant, but it grew distant in his ears.

Andrew closed his eyes and gave in to the darkness.


Chapter 13


Andrew woke slowly, his entire body a map of pain. Every muscle ached. His ribs throbbed with every breath. His face felt swollen and tender.

He lay in a massive soft bed inside a set of quarters he had never seen before. The room was luxurious and wide, with high curved ceilings of polished wood and living vines.

Nocturnal scents came in on a soft draft. There was mere darkness outside of the large open windows. Crystal lanterns glowed gently along the walls, casting an intimate atmosphere.

He tried to sit up and winced, then let his body fall back.

A door opened quietly, and Andrew looked toward the sound.

Andrew’s breath caught.

It was the Queen. She was dressed in a shockingly informal, flowing white gown that did nothing to hide her full curves. The thin fabric whispered against her skin, revealing the natural sway of her hips and the generous swell of her breasts.

Her light hair fell loosely over one shoulder, slightly tousled, and her face was bare of any ceremonial paint or adornments. She looked beautifully natural; feminine, and devastatingly real.

The intimate atmosphere hit him hard. This wasn’t the untouchable ruler he had known. This was the woman behind the crown.

“Hi,” she said softly. “I’m happy to see you awake.” She approached the bed slowly, carrying a carved wooden cup.

She sat down on the edge of the mattress right beside him. Her thigh pressed against his hip through the thin fabric, sending a spark of awareness through his sore body. The closeness made Andrew’s pulse quicken despite the pain.

“I had my personal healing sisters attend to you,” she said gently, handing him the cup. “You should be feeling much better in a day or so. Drink this. It will help with the pain and restore your strength.”

Andrew slowly sat up, took the cup with a trembling hand, and sipped. The liquid was cool, slightly sweet, and spread warmth through his body almost instantly. It reminded him of the drink Ayla had given him after having just arrived. He wondered if it was the same.

He looked at Echophyna, still trying to process everything. “Thank you,” he said quietly.

The Queen smiled softly, almost sadly. She reached out and rested her hand on his arm, her finger brushing gently over a bruise. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “For everything I put you through. For doubting you. For forcing you into that arena.”

Her voice was vulnerable in a way that gave him goosebumps.

She nodded. “But what happened today… it only solidified my determination. You are the one. The Seed Bringer that the stories foretold.”

She let out a small, frustrated sigh and looked away for a moment. “I don’t know why the gods test me like this. It frustrates me sometimes.”

Andrew was completely taken by the moment. The Queen—his Queen—was sitting so close to him, her body warm and soft, her scent light and overwhelmingly delightful. Her lips looked soft and slightly dry, just like his.

He swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry.

The Queen noticed. A lovely smile touched her lips as she leaned in just a fraction closer, her hand still gently resting on his leg.

Seeing her so full of hope and relief that he was indeed the one to impregnate their women…

Fuck.

The guilt he had carried rose like a tide, threatening to spill out. “I… I need to tell you something,” he said, voice rough and hesitant.

Echophyna raised her eyebrows.

“Back in my world, the doctors… they told me I couldn’t—”

She shushed him gently, pressing a finger to his lips before he could finish.

“Shh,” she whispered, her eyes soft but firm. “Not now.”

Before he could protest, she shifted gracefully and slid onto his lap, straddling him carefully so as not to press on his bruised ribs. The heat of her body settled against him, the thin fabric of her gown doing almost nothing to separate them.

Andrew’s breath hitched as he felt the soft weight of her full curves, the warmth of her thighs on either side of his hips.

She looked down at him with gentle concern, one hand resting on his chest. “Does it hurt you?” she asked softly. “Being here with me like this… does it hurt?”

Andrew slowly shook his head, mesmerized by how close she was. Her scent enveloped him completely. “I’m okay,” he managed, though his voice was thick. The words he had almost spoken still hovered on the tip of his tongue, but her presence, her closeness… they pushed the confession back down for now.

The Queen smiled, an intimate smile meant only for him. She leaned down, her loose hair falling around them like a curtain, her lips hovering just above his. “You don’t have to do anything,” she murmured, her breath brushing warmly against his mouth. “You can just lie there. All you have to do… is get hard for me.”

Her words sent a jolt of heat straight through him. Andrew’s body responded instantly despite the soreness, his cock beginning to thicken beneath her.

The Queen felt it and let out a soft, pleased sound, shifting her hips ever so slightly against him.

She stayed there, straddling him, her full breasts brushing his chest, her eyes locked on his with a mixture of tenderness and desire.

Andrew felt the wet heat of her pussy push against the head of his cock. With a soft, breathy sigh, she reached down, guided him to her entrance, and lowered herself onto him.

Andrew’s head fell back against the pillows with a deep moan.

The feeling of her walls gripping him as he slipped in, taking every inch until he was buried inside of her, made him lose his mind right then and there.

“Oh… fuck,” he gasped, his hands instinctively gripping her hips.

But the Queen placed her palms on his chest and gently pressed him back down.

“Lie still,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “You don’t have to do anything.”

A twinkle in her eyes. “Let me serve you.”

That did it. A Queen offering such words made the fire inside of him ablaze with lust and desire.

She began to ride him slowly at first, rolling her hips in deep, sensual circles. The way her body moved on top of him was hypnotic, with her full breasts swaying with every motion.

The luxurious bed barely moved beneath them as she took full control.

Andrew was going crazy.

Every slow, deliberate stroke sent surges of pleasure crashing through his sore body. He wanted to thrust up into her, to grab her hips and fuck her hard, but he forced himself to stay still, letting her set the pace.

The contrast—his aching need versus her gentle dominance—only made it more intense.

The Queen’s breathing grew heavier. She leaned forward, her hair falling around them like a curtain, her lips brushing against his ear as she rode him faster. “You feel so good inside me,” she moaned softly, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Andrew’s hands tightened on the sheets, his entire body straining to hold back. He was pulsing inside her, dangerously close already.

“I want to cum in you,” he rasped, his voice rough with desperate need. “Please… let me.”

The Queen smiled down at him lovingly, but she didn’t stop moving. She rode him harder now, her hips slapping wetly against his, taking him deeper with every downward stroke.

The squishing sounds of their bodies joining now filled the private quarters.

Just as Andrew felt himself tipping over the edge, the Queen suddenly lifted herself off him.

He let out a broken, desperate moan as she wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked him firmly. The first powerful spurt of cum erupted, splashing hot and thick across her belly and into the soft curls of her pubic hair.

Shot after shot followed, painting her skin as she milked him through his climax, her eyes never leaving his face.

Andrew shuddered beneath her, the orgasm ripping through him with almost painful intensity.

When it finally subsided, he lay there panting, staring up at her in a haze of pleasure and frustration. “Why?” he muttered, voice hoarse.

The Queen looked down at him with a gentle, almost apologetic smile. She ran her fingers through the mess on her belly, spreading it slowly across her skin.

“I’m not one of the selected ones,” she whispered.

Andrew again felt a surge of raw lust and need for her that nearly overwhelmed him. His hands moved to her hips, gripping her possessively.

“My Queen… please let me,” he begged, voice thick with desire. “I need to be inside you. I need to fill you.”

It was unlike Andrew to act that way. It felt like she had enchanted him with a spell. Not ever before has he felt such an urge. Not even with Trina.

The Queen shushed him again, leaning down to kiss him softly, lovingly. Her breasts pressed warmly against his chest as she looked into his eyes with deep affection.

“The gods have spoken,” she murmured against his lips, her voice tender but final.

She stayed there, straddling him, the evidence of his release glistening on her skin, as the crystal light continued to shine gently throughout the room.

She leaned down and kissed him again, full of quiet affection. Her fingers gently brushed through his hair as she pulled back, looking down at him. “You’ve done enough for today,” she whispered. “Rest now.”

She carefully shifted off him and lay down beside Andrew, pulling him into her arms.

He turned toward her instinctively, resting his head against her chest. The Queen wrapped one arm around him, holding him close.

Her skin was soft, her scent comforting, and the steady rhythm of her heartbeat beneath his ear was the most peaceful sound he had heard in days.

Andrew let out a long, exhausted breath. The pain in his body, the fear of the fight, the weight of everything that had happened… it all began to fade as he lay there, safe in her embrace.

The Queen pressed a soft kiss to the top of his head. “Sleep, my Andrew,” she murmured.

Andrew’s eyelids grew heavy. He finally let go and fell asleep in her arms.


Chapter 14


Andrew jolted awake. He was unsure of what had awoken him for a moment, but then he remembered where he was, and how he had fallen asleep.

He then realized that Queen Echophyna had suddenly snapped her body upright beside him, pulling him violently out of his slumber.

“No!” she shouted, her voice sharp and commanding in the darkness.

The sudden movement and her cry yanked him fully awake. His body was still a wreck with every muscle stiff and screaming with pain.

He tried to sit up too quickly and nearly tumbled out of the massive bed, catching himself at the last second with a pained grunt.

The room was pitch black. All the glowing crystals had been extinguished. The only light came from faint moonlight streaming in through the open terraces, casting long, ghostly silver beams across the floor.

Andrew’s heart slammed against his ribs as he saw them.

Moving shadows. Dark figures slipping silently through the chamber, at least four or five of them, moving toward the bed.

The Queen was already in motion. She lunged for a long, ornate staff leaning against the wall. It was one of the ceremonial pieces displayed in the room.

In a single fluid movement, she spun it and cracked it hard across the back of the nearest intruder.

The figure stumbled forward into a patch of moonlight. The person was dressed completely in black in tight, form-fitting clothing that blended into the shadows, with face covered by a dark mask.

The impact sent them crashing into a side table with a loud clatter.

Then chaos erupted.

The Queen moved like a force of nature, spinning the staff with expert precision. She kept herself between the intruders and the bed, her bare feet silent on the floor as she fought with ferocious grace.

The staff whistled through the air, cracking against ribs, arms, and heads with brutal force.

One intruder lunged at her, but Echophyna deflected the attack with the staff and drove the butt end straight into the enemy’s solar plexus, dropping them instantly.

Another tried to slip around her toward Andrew. The Queen spun and swept their legs out from under them, then brought the staff down hard across their back with a sickening thud.

“Stay back!” she snarled, voice fierce and protective.

Andrew tried to get up, but his body wouldn’t cooperate. He managed to swing his legs over the side of the bed, heart pounding, adrenaline fighting against the exhaustion and pain.

He felt useless, watching the Queen fight like a warrior to protect him.

The intruders were skilled, but the Queen was faster, angrier, and fighting with the ferocity of someone protecting what was hers. She cracked another assailant across the jaw, sending them sprawling into the wall.

For a brief moment, Andrew caught a glimpse of cold, determined eyes behind the black mask.

Andrew finally forced himself to his feet, swaying, ready to help however he could, even if it was only with his fists.

The Queen glanced back at him for a split second, eyes blazing with both anger and fierce protectiveness. “Stay there!” she ordered.

That single moment of distraction was all it took.

One of the intruders lunged forward with brutal speed and struck her hard across the back of the head.

The Queen’s eyes widened in shock. Her body crumpled, the staff clattering loudly to the floor as she collapsed in a heap near the bed.

“No!” Andrew yelled, trying to surge forward.

But it was too late. Two more intruders slammed into him from the sides, grabbing his arms and pinning them down against the bed.

A third figure leaped onto the bed and straddled him with shocking strength, knees pinning his hips to the mattress. The sudden pressure on his crotch made everything click into focus.

It was a woman.

The tight black clothing clung to breasts and curved hips, her masked face inches from his own. Even through the pain and chaos, Andrew could feel the warmth of her body pressing down on him.

Before he could react or shout, another intruder clamped something soft but firm over his mouth and nose. A sweet, cloying scent flooded his senses—heavy and impossible to fight.

His vision blurred almost instantly.

“No…” he tried to mumble against the cloth, but the word came out slurred and weak.

From somewhere far away, he heard the Queen’s broken, desperate voice. “No! Andrew!”

Then everything went dark.

The last thing that replayed in Andrew’s mind before he was swallowed into a dark, dreamless sleep, wasn’t Echophyna, or Trina, or any of the other women that had captured his heart.

It was Jax with that damn smirk on his face, saying, “see you soon.”

To be Continued in Book Three.


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed this second book in the Hidden Queendom series! I won’t leave you waiting too long for Book Three, I promise. Andrew’s journey into this world of women and sex is only just getting started…

See you in the next one!

Thanks again for reading.
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