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Chapter 1


Andrew checked his phone again, already knowing it wouldn’t be any different.

One bar. No signal. Battery at two percent.

He let out a sigh and slipped it back into his pocket. The GPS had frozen a while ago anyway, stuck on a useless patch of green. If it had ever been accurate in the first place.

Around him, the forest stretched in every direction with massive trees rising like pillars. Their trunks were thick enough that even five men linking arms wouldn’t be able to circle them. 

The canopy above swallowed most of the daylight, turning everything below into a dim, green-tinted haze. The air felt cooler here, heavier, like the forest had its own weather system.

Andrew adjusted the straps on his backpack and turned in a slow circle, scanning for anything familiar. A broken branch, a slope he recognized, even a patch of ground he’d already stepped on.

Every direction looked the same. Endless trees, tangled roots, and deepening shadow.

“Alright,” he muttered. “This isn’t looking good.”

He wasn’t panicking. Not yet. He’d been hiking long enough to know that getting turned around happened, especially when you stepped off the trail. You stopped, you oriented yourself, you worked your way back.

Most of the time, it was simple. Except this place didn’t feel simple.

He’d noticed it gradually, the way the forest had changed as he pushed deeper. The trees had grown wider, older, ancient. Even the sounds had shifted with fewer birds and less movements. Just the low creak of wood and the occasional rustle far above.

Andrew rubbed the back of his neck and forced himself to focus.

He knew why he was here, and he tried to hold on to his original motivation. If he were to succeed, his life would be turned upside down in the best possible way.

It hadn’t been a sudden decision, no matter how it looked from the outside. The stories had been with him since he was a kid—half-forgotten articles, old forum posts, fragments of local legends about gold hidden somewhere in these woods. Not the kind people panned in rivers, but something older. Something buried and missed, probably deliberately left behind.

Every few years, someone claimed they’d found something. A flake, a nugget; a trace that shouldn’t have been there. It was never enough to prove anything, but always enough to keep the idea alive.

Most people dismissed it, but Andrew hadn’t.

He stepped over a thick root and continued forward, paying closer attention to where he placed his feet. He wasn’t reckless. He’d spent enough weekends hiking and camping to know how to move through rough terrain. His body handled it easily with steady breathing and controlled steps. His balance shifted without thought.

One sprained ankle and it would all be over. Especially now that he had lost his way. He needed to be careful.

The area he’d entered wasn’t just “off the main trail.” It was restricted and clearly marked on signs with official warnings.

No hiking allowed: Dangerous terrain. Protected land. Unstable ecosystem.

He’d read all of it. He just didn’t buy the reasons.

“Yeah,” he muttered, glancing around again. “Because people might find something.”

That made a lot more sense to him.

If there really was gold out here—real deposits, not just traces—you wouldn’t want random hikers stumbling across it. Easier to shut down the whole area, call it dangerous, and keep everyone out.

And if a few idiots ignored the warnings?

Well, that was on them.

Andrew gave a small, humorless smile.

Guess that makes me one of them.

He wasn’t proud of it. But he wasn’t ashamed either.

A few weeks ago, he’d been sitting in his apartment, staring at a life that suddenly didn’t look the way it was supposed to. Same job, same routine, same plans he’d been building toward for years; except one of the biggest pieces of it was gone.

Claire had walked out on him. 

Four years together, and then done. Just like that.

No dramatic fight. No shouting. Just a quiet conversation that somehow had been the final one.

His eyes fixed ahead as he stepped over a root.

It hadn’t just been about feelings. That would’ve been easier. 

They’d talked about the future. Kids had come up. Of course they had. And that was where everything had started to unravel.

Andrew tightened his jaw slightly as he recalled the moment.

Doctors. Tests. Follow-ups. Words he hadn’t expected to hear at the age of twenty-six.

‘Low odds. Maybe impossible.’

Not definitive, but close enough that it changed the way people looked at you when you said it out loud.

Claire hadn’t said it was the only reason. But it had been there between them every time the future came up.

Every time they tried to picture what their life would look like five or ten years down the line.

He pushed the thoughts aside and kept moving.

Out here, it didn’t matter. Out here, none of that followed him. It was just him and Mother Nature. And, if luck had it, the gold.

He ducked under a low branch, pushing it aside as he passed.

For the first few days after the break up, he’d done what everyone does—kept busy, distracted himself, told himself it would pass. But the quiet always came back; the empty apartment, the same walls, the same routines, just without her in them.

It made everything feel smaller. Predictable and safe in the worst way. So he’d decided to stop playing it safe.

He’d taken time off, packed his gear, and driven out here with a plan that sounded better the longer he sat with it.

Andrew slowed again, frowning as he looked ahead. The forest shifted subtly in a direction. The trees grew even larger, their trunks merging into something that felt less like separate plants and more like a single, massive structure. The ground dipped slightly, then rose again, forming a natural slope that seemed to guide him forward.

He hadn’t noticed choosing this path. But it appeared that he was definitely following it.

A faint unease settled in his limbs, mixing with something that was perhaps curiosity. Or instinct.

“This is where it would be,” he said quietly, a chilling certainty radiating under his skin.

The gold wouldn’t be near the edges of the woods and easy to reach. It would be deep and hidden, buried under years of growth and isolation. It all made sense. It was exactly where no one was supposed to go.

He hesitated for a moment, glancing back the way he’d come. There was no path behind him anymore. Just trees, layered so densely it was hard to tell how far he’d walked or in what direction.

Turning back would be complicated. Going forward felt simpler.

Andrew let out a breath and adjusted his grip on the straps of his pack again. “Alright,” he said. “Just a little further.”

Just enough to find a sign—anything—that proved this wasn’t a waste of time.

Then he’d turn back. Get his bearings. Head out before dark. That was the plan. He had brought a tent with him anyway if things would go south, just in case.

He stepped forward, moving deeper into the forest.

The light dimmed slightly as the canopy thickened overhead, and the air grew still, almost unnaturally so. Even the faint sounds from before seemed to fade, leaving only the quiet rhythm of his own footsteps and breathing.

For a brief moment, he had the strange feeling that something had changed, that he had crossed from one place into another.

Andrew shook his head and let out a short breath, more to steady himself than anything else. “Yeah,” he said under his breath. “Definitely heading back after this.”

He didn’t. Instead, he kept walking.

By the time Andrew admitted he wasn’t making it out before dark, the forest had already decided for him.

The light had thinned gradually at first, fading from green to gray, until the spaces between the trees filled with shadow. Now it was settling in fast into darkness.

He’d pushed too far.

There was no chance of retracing his steps in this light, not without risking a twisted ankle or worse. The terrain was uneven, cluttered with roots and dips that were easy enough to navigate during the day but turned into hazards once visibility dropped.

So he did what he should have done earlier. He made camp.

It didn’t take long. He found a relatively flat patch between two massive trees and cleared away what he could: loose branches, stones, anything that might make sleeping miserable. His hands moved automatically, muscle memory taking over as he set up the tent, secured the corners, and checked the ground one last time.

It gave him something to focus on besides the creeping awareness of just how deep he was in this place.

By the time he crawled inside and zipped the tent shut, the forest outside had gone almost completely dark.

Andrew sat there for a moment, listening.

Nothing immediate stood out. Just the faint, distant sounds of the woods at night: subtle shifts, the occasional movement far off, the low groan of trees settling. The wind.

He let out a breath and leaned back, running a hand over his face. “Not a disaster,” he said quietly.

He took stock.

Food? Enough for a couple of days if he stretched it.

Water? Still had a good amount left.

Gear? Solid.

He’d been in worse situations. Tomorrow, he’d get his bearings. Find higher ground if he could, orient himself, work his way back toward the trail. It might take time, but he wasn’t stranded.

Or so he’d liked to believe.

He glanced at his phone out of habit, then gave a small huff of amusement. It was completely dead.

He set it aside and lay back, staring up at the faint outline of the tent’s interior. The fabric shifted slightly with the air outside, the shape of it barely visible in the darkness.

Claire popped up in his mind. Her pretty face, her long blonde hair, her soft skin.

He shook his head, forcing himself to focus on something else.

For a while, things were quiet. And slowly, his body began to relax.

He had shelter. He had supplies. He knew what he was doing.

He’d be fine.


Chapter 2


The first sound was subtle enough that he almost ignored it—a faint rustle somewhere outside the tent.

Andrew’s eyes opened, his body going still as he listened.

Another rustle. Closer this time.

He frowned slightly, pushing himself up onto his elbows. Probably just an animal. Something small, maybe. A raccoon or a deer brushing past.

He waited.

The sound came again, circling. It didn’t sound like a random movement.

“Relax,” he murmured under his breath, forcing himself to stay calm.

Nothing to worry about. 

Animals moved. They investigated. As long as he didn’t have food lying around outside, it should lose interest and move on.

Except it didn’t.

The rustling continued, slow and steady, moving around the perimeter of the tent. Leaves shifted. Something brushed against the ground, then paused.

Andrew’s grip tightened slightly on his sleeping bag. He held his breath. “Go on,” he said quietly. “Nothing here.”

For a moment, the forest went still. 

Then something brushed the side of the tent. It wasn’t hard or aggressive, but just enough to make the fabric flex inward.

Andrew froze. That wasn’t a small animal.

His pulse picked up as he listened for the next sound.

It came a second later.

A low, dragging movement along the outside of the tent. Something with weight behind it. Something that pressed against the fabric again, slightly harder this time.

A cold shiver slid down his spine. “Okay,” he whispered, barely audible. “Shit…”

Stay calm. Think. Think.

It was a bigger animal. That was all. Something curious. Maybe it smelled something. Maybe it was just passing through?

It would move on. It had to.

Another shift. This time, the tent gave a sharper shake.

Andrew flinched. His breathing tightened, shallow now, controlled but faster than before. The darkness inside the tent suddenly felt smaller, thinner, like it wasn’t much protection at all.

Then came the sound that broke whatever calm he had left.

A sudden, hard rattle against the side of the tent. The entire structure shuddered.

Andrew didn’t think. In one motion, he shoved the zipper open and bolted out into the night.

Cold air hit him immediately, sharp against the skin of his face and arms. Luckily, he had fallen asleep with his clothes and shoes on.

The forest stretched around him in deep shadow, broken only by pale streaks of moonlight filtering down through gaps in the canopy. It wasn’t enough to see clearly, but it was enough to move. That was all he needed.

Branches snapped under his boots as he pushed forward, instincts taking over. Distance. That was the only thought in his head. Put space between himself and whatever had been outside that tent.

He didn’t look back and didn’t stop.

The trees blurred past him, dark shapes closing in and opening again as he weaved between them. The ground was uneven, shifting underfoot, but his body compensated automatically—years of hiking kicking in just enough to keep him upright.

For a few seconds, it worked. Then reality caught up.

This was a mistake!

The thought hit him hard and fast, cutting through the panic.

His gear. His supplies. His only shelter. He’d just left it behind.

“Shit,” he muttered, breath ragged now. He slowed slightly, just enough for the thought to take hold.

What the fuck am I doing?

Running blind in a forest he was already lost in, in the dark, away from the one place he had any kind of safety. 

Stupid. Really stupid.

For all he knew there could be dozens of whatever had pushed against his tent closing in on him right now.

He started to turn, trying to reorient himself, trying to remember which direction he’d come from—

His foot caught on something, and his balance vanished instantly.

He went down hard. The impact knocked the breath out of him as his body slammed into the ground, momentum carrying him forward. His shoulder hit first, then his head snapped down against something solid.

Pain flared—sharp and immediate.

The world tilted.

“…damn it…” The word barely formed.

Darkness crept in from the edges of his vision, closing fast. The last thing he saw was the faint outline of the towering trees above him, their branches blotting out the sky.

Then everything went black.


Chapter 3


Warmth touched his face.

Not heat but just a soft, steady warmth, like sunlight slipping through a window at the right angle. It settled across his eyes, his cheek, pulling him slowly upward from the heavy, dreamless dark he’d fallen into.

Andrew stirred.

There was a faint smell of wood. Clean air. A softness beneath him that his body recognized before his mind did. He was lying in a bed; a real one, not the thin padding of a sleeping mat in his tent.

He exhaled slowly, still half-asleep. “…weird dream,” he murmured.

Running through the forest. Getting lost. Something outside of his tent.

That part felt too sharp. Too real.

But the warmth on his face was convincing. The quiet was convincing. No rustling, no cold air, no pressure of being outside in the dark.

He shifted slightly, the movement slow and comfortable. Then pain snapped through him. It was sharp, cutting through the haze. “Ugh, shit,” he grumbled.

Andrew sucked in a breath as his head throbbed with a deep, pulsing ache that radiated down into his neck. His shoulder followed a second later, tight and sore, like he’d taken a bad fall.

Which he now remembered he had. Hadn’t he? 

He opened his eyes.

The ceiling above him wasn’t his apartment. No familiar white paint, no faint crack he’d always meant to fix. Instead, there were smooth wooden beams crossed overhead, polished but clearly hand-worked. Sunlight filtered through gaps somewhere off to the side, bright and natural.

Andrew blinked, trying to focus. The room came into view piece by piece.

The walls were made entirely of wood, fitted together without nails that he could see. The texture was warm, almost golden in the light. To his right, wide open windows; no glass, just space, with thin curtains calmly dancing on the incoming wind, looking out over a blur of green and blue. Leaves shifted gently in the breeze, and beyond them, a clear sky stretched out, bright and endless.

He realized what he was seeing wasn’t on ground level. It was high up. Too high.

“What…?” his voice came out rough. 

He pushed himself up and immediately regretted it. Pain flared again, stronger this time, forcing him back down against the bed with a sharp exhale. His head swam for a second, vision blurring. “Let’s take it slow,” he muttered, breathing through it.

He stayed where he was, letting the pain settle into something more manageable.

This wasn’t his apartment, and this wasn’t the forest. His heart rate picked up.

Andrew forced himself to stay calm and took in more of the room.

The bed beneath him was solid, sturdy, covered in thick blankets that felt softer than anything he owned. But it was not manufactured softness. It felt like something more detailed and refined. Woven and handmade. The fabric had weight and texture, as if someone had actually spent time creating it.

He became aware of his clothing next. Or more of a lack of it. He looked down and noticed he was only wearing his boxers. His shirt, his pants, his boots—all gone.

A flicker of alarm cut through him. He turned his head carefully, scanning the room again, and spotted his clothes. They were folded neatly on a wooden table a few feet away. His backpack included.

Andrew stared at it for a second, his thoughts trying to catch up.

Someone had brought him here. Someone had taken off his clothes. Someone had—

The door opened. The sound was soft, almost quiet enough to miss, but in the stillness of the room, it hit like a crack.

Andrew’s head snapped toward it. And for a moment, he forgot how to think.

When she stepped inside, it took a moment for his brain to process what he was looking at. Her long blonde hair fell over her shoulders in loose waves, catching the sunlight as she moved. Her eyes were blue and striking, and met his almost immediately, sharp and aware in a way that made it impossible to look away.

She wore very little. A fitted wrap of cloth covered her full chest, tied in a way that emphasized more than it concealed. Her arms were bare, toned, and lightly tanned. Her stomach was exposed, smooth and lightly defined. Lower down, a short, simple garment wrapped around her hips, ending high on her thighs, leaving most of her legs uncovered.

Andrew blinked once, then again, as if his brain were trying to reset the image.

She looked like something out of a fantasy. Not just attractive, but simply unreal. The kind of presence that didn’t belong in normal life, let alone a wooden room in the middle of nowhere.

For a brief second, one thought cut clean through everything else.

I’m still dreaming.

There was no other explanation that made sense. The forest. The fall. The pain in his head. And now this?

His gaze flicked over her again, slower this time, taking in details whether he meant to or not—the way she moved, the way the light caught against her skin, the complete lack of self-consciousness in how she stood there, looking at him like he was the unusual thing in the room.

“Okay,” Andrew said, his voice low, uncertain. “Either I hit my head a lot harder than I thought…” He trailed off.

Because she was still looking at him.

Andrew swallowed slightly. “Or,” he added, quieter this time, “I’m not dreaming.”

The woman tilted her head just slightly, studying him. And then, very faintly, she smiled. “Good to see you awake,” she said. The woman held his gaze for a moment longer, then took a step closer to the bed. “Can you understand me?” she asked.

Her voice was clear, smooth, carrying a natural confidence that made the question sound almost like a statement.

Andrew had trouble finding his own voice for a moment. “Yeah,” he said automatically. “I—yeah, I can.”

She paused. Then her eyes widened slightly, and something like surprise flickered across her expression. “You speak our language,” she said, almost to herself. “How fascinating.”

Andrew frowned. “What?” For a second, his brain tried to process that sentence and came up empty. “Our language?” he repeated.

That didn’t make any sense. She was speaking English. It was with an accent he couldn’t place, warm and with a slight ring to her vowels.

Of course he understood her. Why wouldn’t he? He opened his mouth to say exactly that—then stopped. A small, uncomfortable thought slipped in. That assumption only worked if…

“Okay,” Andrew said slowly, studying her more carefully now. “Where am I?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she moved closer.

Andrew tensed slightly as she stepped within arm’s reach, then closer still, until she was standing right beside the bed.

Way too close.

There was no hesitation in her movement, no awareness of personal space the way he was used to it. She leaned in slightly, her eyes focused on him with open curiosity, like she was trying to understand something by looking at it up close.

She was close enough now that he could actually feel the warmth of her skin. The faint scent of something natural—clean, almost sweet, but not artificial. Just… her.

His thoughts stuttered for a second.

She was right there. Close enough that if he moved even a little, he’d brush against her.

Up close, her features were even sharper. Those blue eyes: clear, bright, studying him with an intensity that made it hard to look away.

Andrew swallowed. “Uh…” he started, then stopped, his brain trying to catch up with the situation. “You’re—” He didn’t even know how to finish that sentence. 

She leaned in just a fraction more, her head tilting as if trying to examine him from a different angle. 

It had been a long time since a woman had been this close to him. Butterflies fluttered in his stomach. 

His lips had turned dry. His eyes flicked downward, catching a glimpse of her full chest. He quickly brought his gaze back up, finding her eyes, still staring.

And then, just as suddenly, something seemed to click. Her expression shifted. “Oh,” she uttered and stepped back.

The change was immediate, like she’d just remembered something important. The distance between them opened again, not far, but enough that Andrew could finally breathe normally.

He was still trying to recalibrate. “What’s the matter?” he asked, a little more bluntly than he meant to.

She straightened, her posture adjusting slightly, though her expression remained calm. “I was tasked with taking care of you,” she said. “And ensuring your recovery.”

Andrew stared at her. “Taking care of me.”

“Yes.”

“While… I was out?”

“Yes.”

His head still hurt, but the confusion was starting to outweigh the pain. “Where am I?” he asked again. “And who are you?”

She again didn’t answer directly. Instead, she said, “I was instructed to remain with you until you woke.”

“By who?”

“The higher sisters.”

Andrew frowned. “The what?”

She seemed about to explain with her lips parting slightly, and her gaze shifting as if organizing the words, but then something outside the room caught her attention.

Her head turned sharply toward the open window. For a brief moment, her entire focus shifted away from him.

Andrew followed her gaze instinctively, but from his position all he could see were leaves moving gently in the breeze.

When he looked back at her, something had changed. “They must be informed,” she said.

“Wait—what?” Andrew pushed himself up slightly, ignoring the protest from his shoulder. “Informed about what? What’s going on?”

She turned and crossed the room quickly, her earlier calm replaced by purpose. The door opened and she stepped outside.

Andrew felt a spike of unease. “Hey—” he called after her. “You can’t just—”

She paused in the doorway, glancing back at him. “You should remain here,” she said.

“Yeah, I got that part,” he said, frustration creeping in now. “But where am I? What is this place?”

For a second, she held his gaze again. 

Then, with the faintest hint of something—amusement, maybe, or anticipation—she said, “You are safe. I’ll be back soon.”

And then she was gone.

The door closed behind her, leaving Andrew alone in the quiet wooden room. He stared at it for a long moment. “Safe,” he repeated under his breath.

He leaned back slowly against the bed, wincing as his shoulder protested again.

Nothing about this felt safe. Nothing about it made sense.

Andrew remained on the bed for a few seconds, his eyes fixed on it as if the woman might reappear just as suddenly as she had left. But she didn’t. Nothing happened.

The quiet settled back in, broken only by the soft movement of air through the open windows. “Safe,” he muttered, more to himself than anything else.

He let out a slow breath and shifted carefully, pushing himself upright. The pain was still there, deep and throbbing behind his eyes, sharper along his shoulder, but it had dulled enough that he could move without it overwhelming him.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and paused, letting the dizziness pass. The wooden floor beneath his feet felt warm from the sunlight, solid and reassuring in a way that helped ground him, at least a little.

“Alright,” he said quietly. “Let’s figure this out.” He stood slowly, testing his balance. There was a brief sway, a moment where his body threatened to disagree, but it steadied quickly enough.

Carefully, he made his way toward the window. The curtain shifted in the breeze as he approached, a light, woven fabric that brushed against his arm when he reached out. He pushed it aside and leaned slightly forward, looking out.

At first, his mind didn’t process what he was seeing; it simply refused.

The view didn’t meet any of his expectations. Instead of ground, there was a vast expanse of green stretching outward in every direction—treetops, dense and endless, their canopies rolling like waves under the wind. Sunlight poured across them, bright and clean, illuminating layer after layer of leaves.

And beyond that, in the distance, mountains rose sharply against a clear blue sky.

Andrew stared, his brow tightening as he leaned closer. He drew back slightly, his pulse beginning to pick up as the implications settled in. Whatever structure he was in, it wasn’t near the forest floor. It seemed to be built high above it.

As his eyes looked further, shapes began to emerge between the trees. Platforms. Beams. Angled structures that formed what he could only describe as wooden buildings. And not one or two, but many.

They clung to the massive trunks and extended outward from them, connected by narrow walkways and suspended bridges that stretched across open space. The entire layout followed the natural lines of the trees, but there was nothing accidental about it. It was organized and designed.

“A city?” he whispered to himself. Andrew felt disbelief settle in. “This… doesn’t make sense,” he murmured.

He stepped back from the window, turning slowly as his attention shifted inward again.

“This can’t be,” he hissed under his breath.

There had to be something here that explained it.

His gaze landed on the nearby table. He crossed the room and looked down at it, studying everything more closely.

His belongings were exactly where he had seen them before, clean and neatly folded, handled with care. His backpack sat beside them, closed but undisturbed.

But the other items stood out more now. Objects that clearly didn’t belong to him.

A shallow wooden bowl with carved patterns running along its edge. A length of woven fabric, softer and more intricate than it had first appeared. A few small tools or implements, their purpose unclear, shaped in ways that didn’t match anything he recognized from modern gear.

Everything looked handmade. Not exactly primitive, but crafted differently without metal, without visible fastenings, and relying on shaping and fitting instead.

Andrew picked up one of the smaller objects, turning it over in his hand. It was smooth and balanced. He set it back down.

His eyes shifted to the door again: the same door the woman had just walked through.

Andrew hesitated for a moment, then stepped forward and reached for it.

It wasn’t locked. He opened it carefully, and stepped outside. 

The platform he stood on extended out from the trunk of an enormous tree, wide enough to support not just the structure behind him but open space as well. From there, the rest of the city spread outward in layers, each section built into or around the surrounding trees.

Walkways curved and branched in multiple directions, linking platforms at different heights. Bridges stretched across open air, some narrow, others wide enough for multiple people to pass comfortably. Structures that looked like housing rose at varying levels. Some were close, others farther out, forming a network that felt both organic and designed.

Andrew stepped forward slowly, his eyes tracking along one of the connecting paths as it led toward another cluster of structures.

That was when he noticed movement.

People.

They moved along the walkways, crossing between platforms, carrying items, talking in small groups. The sound of activity reached him faintly now, that of voices, footsteps, the subtle rhythm of a place in motion.

At least I’m not alone with that girl.

But as he watched more closely, something began to stand out. At first, it was just a vague impression, but the more he looked around, the more it became clear.

Every person he could see was a woman.

He frowned, scanning again to be sure he wasn’t missing something.

A group passing along a nearby bridge: women. Two figures working together on a higher platform: women. Another further out, moving between structures: again, a woman.

And they were dressed like her. The same style of clothing; light and minimal, made from cloth that left arms bare, midsections exposed, legs mostly uncovered. It looked practical for movement, suited to the environment, but also far more revealing than anything he was used to seeing in everyday life.

No one seemed uncomfortable or out of place.

Until someone noticed him.

A woman walking along a nearby walkway slowed, her gaze shifting in his direction. She stopped, her expression changing as she focused on him more clearly.

Another followed her line of sight. Then another. The shift spread gradually, but unmistakably.

Movement slowed. Conversations faltered. Attention turned. All of it was directed at him.

Andrew became suddenly acutely aware of himself. He was barefoot in nothing but his boxers. Standing out in the open like he had just appeared out of nowhere.

And judging by the way they were looking at him… That might not have been far from the truth.

“You!” a sudden voice yelled. “Get back inside!” 

Andrew turned toward the sound, his attention snapping away from the growing number of eyes on him.

The blonde woman was sprinting toward him. She moved fast—faster than he expected—bare feet striking the wood with quick, controlled steps. Her hair trailed behind her as she closed the distance, her face flushed.

“What—?” Andrew started, but she didn’t slow down.

She reached him in seconds and grabbed his arm without hesitation, her grip firm as she pulled him back toward the doorway. “You should not be out here,” she said, her voice lower now but no less intense. “Not like this.”

“Not like—what?” he asked, stumbling a half-step as she tugged him along, his shoulder protesting.

But she didn’t answer. Instead, she cast a quick glance outward, toward the walkways, toward the women who had stopped what they were doing and were now very clearly watching.

“Inside,” she repeated, more firmly this time.

Andrew didn’t resist.

She guided him back through the doorway and into the room, pulling him just far enough in that she could step between him and the open platform. Then she turned and shut the door.

Andrew pulled his arm back gently, more out of reflex than anything else, and looked at her. “Alright,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady. “You’re going to need to start explaining things.”

Her eyes moved over him. She seemed to hesitate, just for a moment, like she was deciding how much to say. Then she exhaled softly. “You are different,” she said simply.

Andrew let out a chuckle. “Yeah,” he said dryly. “I figured out that much.”

Her eyes flicked briefly toward the door, as if checking something unseen beyond it. “The higher sisters will come,” she continued. “They will explain.”

Andrew crossed his arms instinctively, then winced slightly as his shoulder reminded him that was a bad idea. “Right,” he said. “The ‘higher sisters.’ Still don’t know what that means.”

“You will.” She grabbed his arm again, gentler this time, and guided him toward the bed. “Sit down,” she said, trying to pull him forward.

Andrew kept his gaze on her and didn’t move.

She looked at him. “Please,” she said. There was warmth in her eyes.

He sighed as he gave in and followed her to the bed. He sat down, and she took a seat next to him.

When he looked toward her, she had her eyes on him, big and wide with curiosity.

Andrew felt awkward—not just because of the staring, but also because she was so close to him again, and because he was wearing nothing but his boxers.

“You are a man,” she then said.

He frowned. “Uh, yeah, that’s right…”

Her gaze held that playful curiosity again as she looked downward now, at his body.

Andrew became self-aware when her eyes lingered on his crotch. He turned his body slightly away.

“Do you have… a thing?” she then asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Excuse me?” Andrew blurted out.

“You know,” she said, louder now. “If you are a man, you must have… a thing.”

Andrew could guess what she was referring to, but he couldn’t believe his ears. When her hand touched his thigh, he nearly jumped up.

“Okay, okay,” he said as he moved over slightly. “Let’s not get carried away now.” He turned back toward her. “This is very strange. I am here in the middle of some sort of tree city with only women, and it is freaking me out,” he said, his voice breaking.

The woman stood up, her face apologetic. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s just… I’ve never seen a man before…”

Andrew’s mouth almost fell open at her words. “What?”

Catching his expression, she continued, “Well, I mean, a real one. Like everyone else, I’ve heard the legends and seen the drawings. But just… to have one here in front of me is…” Her voice trailed off as she stepped closer.

Andrew swallowed hard, catching a whiff of her scent again. It stirred something inside of him.

Suddenly, she touched his arms. “Please,” she said. “Can I at least see it? Just a glimpse will do!” she added, again staring at his crotch. Her breasts shifted as she moved, and her warm touch, proximity, and interest in his manhood sent the blood straight to his groin.

“Come on, lady,” he tried, but he could already feel himself reacting. He was getting hard.

Oh, come on, calm down.

It was useless. His body responded naturally to having such a beautiful woman so close to him. Before he knew it, his cock was throbbing in his boxers, tenting the fabric.

The woman gasped and stepped back, sitting down on the edge of the bed with her mouth hanging open. “Oh, my—” she stammered.

Embarrassed, Andrew half turned away, trying to hide it behind his hands. “Fuck!” he hissed.

“It’s—it’s so big,” she uttered, tilting her head to get a better look at the outline in his boxers.

“This is ridiculous,” Andrew muttered, turning fully away.

It was then that the door swung open, hitting the wall with a bang. The sudden noise made Andrew jump, and he turned toward the door on reflex.

A woman stepped inside.

Behind her, just for a split second before she moved, Andrew caught a glimpse of the crowded platform outside. Dozens of women had gathered near the doorway, leaning, peering, trying to look past her into the room. Their voices overlapped in hushed excitement before the door was pulled shut again with firm finality.

The woman who had entered stood still for a moment, her presence immediately commanding the space.

She was older than the blonde girl; he guessed mid-thirties, maybe, but there was nothing diminished about her. 

If anything, she carried more weight, more certainty. Her dark hair was intricately braided, woven with small beads and cords that clicked softly as she moved. Layers of necklaces rested against the swell of her chest, along with charms and carved pieces that looked ceremonial rather than decorative.

Her gaze moved first to the blonde woman and hardened. “What is this outside?” she demanded, her voice low but sharp. “Why is there a gathering?”

The blonde woman straightened immediately, standing up. “I—I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I didn’t mean for it to happen.”

“You were instructed to keep him hidden,” the other woman replied. “Quietly. Discreetly.”

“I know,” the girl said, lowering her eyes. “I only stepped out for a moment, and when I returned—”

The older woman exhaled sharply, pinching the bridge of her nose as if holding back further irritation. “This is exactly why I advised against this,” she muttered. “He should have been taken directly to the temple.” She shook her head slightly. “But no,” she continued, more to herself now, “The Queen insists on signs and omens. ‘Let him remain where he was found,’ she said. ‘Do not anger the gods by removing him from his natural caretaker.’”

Her eyes flicked briefly to the younger blonde woman. “Ayla,” she added, more firmly this time.

Andrew glanced between them.

Ayla. So that’s her name.

Ayla shifted slightly under the attention but didn’t argue.

The older woman let out a slow breath, clearly forcing her frustration down before turning.

Her gaze landed on Andrew. And stopped. 

For a brief moment, her expression didn’t change. Then her eyes lowered. And everything did. She inhaled sharply. “Oh…”

The sound was quiet, but filled with something closer to awe than surprise.

Andrew stiffened, immediately aware of what she was looking at. He instinctively turned slightly again, trying to angle himself away, but it didn’t help much.

The woman took a step closer. “By the gods…” she murmured. Her eyes lifted back to his face; searching, confirming. “It is true,” she said, almost reverently. “A real man.”

Andrew didn’t know where to look. “Okay, we’re really not doing this right now,” he said, raising a hand slightly. “Can someone just explain what’s—”

“The Seed Bringer,” the older woman said, cutting him off.

Andrew frowned. “The what?”

But she was already moving. Her hand closed firmly around his arm—not rough, but leaving no room for argument. She had a firm grip. “You must come with me,” she said. “Immediately.”

“Wait—hold on,” Andrew said, pulling back slightly. “Come with you where?”

“To the Queen.”

Andrew stared at her as she slowly moved him to the door. “The what?”

There was no patience left in her expression now—only urgency. “The Queen must see you at once.”

Ayla stepped forward slightly. “Is it safe?” she asked, her voice quieter now.

The older woman didn’t look at her. “It is necessary.”

Before Andrew could protest further, she was already guiding—no, pulling—him toward the door.

“Hey—wait,” he said, trying to keep up as his sore shoulder protested. “I don’t even have clothes—”

The door opened again. This time, the noise outside surged in immediately.

The gathered women hadn’t gone far. If anything, there were more of them now. And every single one of them turned the moment he stepped into view.

A murmur spread through the crowd as eyes dropped, then lifted again, widening.

Andrew became painfully aware of himself again: barefoot, in nothing but his boxers… and with a massive hard-on. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered under his breath.

The higher sister didn’t slow, and Andrew had no choice but to follow.

To the Queen.


Chapter 4


Andrew barely had time to process what was happening before he was pulled forward into the moving crowd.

The higher sister’s grip on his arm remained firm as she guided him along the wooden walkway. 

The women around them parted quickly, but not without staring. Their attention followed him as he passed, and many of them leaned in to each other as they whispered.

At first, it only made him more aware of himself: barefoot, half-dressed with a hard-on in his boxers. But as they moved deeper into the city, something else began to take over.

Awe.

The structure of the place became clearer with every step. Walkways curved and branched in all directions, wrapping around the enormous trunks like extensions of the trees themselves. 

Bridges stretched between platforms at varying heights, some narrow and swaying slightly in the wind, others wide and steady, supporting groups of women carrying baskets, tools, and materials he couldn’t identify.

The entire city felt alive.

People moved, conversations drifted through the air, and the subtle creak of wood underfoot blended with the sound of everyday life.

Andrew found himself slowing, his head turning as he tried to take it all in.

Everywhere he looked, there were women.

Their bodies were tanned from constant exposure to the sun, lean and athletic from the climbing, carrying, and working. There was strength in the way they walked and balance in the way they shifted.

And they were all dressed in that same style. Light, minimal garments that left skin exposed, practical for movement but also showing lots of skin.

His erection soon faded, replaced by the shock of what he was seeing.

There was simply too much to take in.

Where the hell am I?

The higher sister kept him moving. They crossed another bridge, this one higher than the others, and Andrew glanced over the side before he could stop himself.

The drop was staggering.

The forest floor was barely visible, obscured by layers of branches and leaves. From this height, the city didn’t just sit within the trees—it was the trees, woven into them so seamlessly that it felt like a natural extension rather than something built.

He pulled his gaze back quickly, steadying himself.

As they continued, the structures grew larger. What had been smaller clusters of platforms and buildings began to give way to something more central and imposing. The walkways widened, the construction more intricate. Carvings appeared along the edges of railings and support beams, with patterns that looked symbolic.

The higher sister led him across one final stretch of walkway, before the structure ahead came fully into view.

Andrew slowed. “Holy shit,” he whispered, unable to stop himself this time.

The building was massive.

It spanned multiple trees, built both around and between them, its foundation supported by thick beams that blended into the trunks. Platforms layered upward, connected by internal and external paths, forming a single, unified structure that dominated everything around it.

“This is… where?” he asked, glancing toward the higher sister.

She didn’t look at him. “This is where our Queen resides,” she said.

Andrew let out a breath. “Right,” he murmured. 

They approached the entrance—wide, open, framed by carved wooden supports that rose higher than any doorway he’d seen so far. Two women stood nearby, their posture straighter, more formal than the others. They had staffs clasped in their hands. They stepped aside immediately as the higher sister approached.

The noise from outside faded as they crossed the threshold and the doors closed behind them. The interior was quieter, the air still carrying the scent of wood but layered with a faint, subtle, almost ceremonial atmosphere.

The space above them opened up, tall and expansive, supported by thick beams that disappeared into the structure overhead. Light filtered in through openings carved into the walls, casting soft patterns across the floor.

The higher sister finally released his arm for the first time since they had left the room, stepping slightly ahead as if to lead rather than pull.

Andrew followed, his earlier confusion still there, but now mixed with anticipation.

He took a deep breath as they proceeded into another room. The room opened up wider than Andrew had expected.

The ceiling rose high above, supported by massive wooden beams that curved and intertwined like the branches of the trees themselves. Light filtered in from above and along the sides, soft and natural, illuminating the space without ever fully brightening it. Shadows lingered in the upper reaches, giving the entire room a quiet, almost sacred weight.

At the far end stood a raised platform. And on it a chair. 

No, not just a chair. A throne.

It wasn’t made of gold or adorned with jewels like something out of a storybook, but it didn’t need to be. It was carved directly from the wood itself, shaped with precision, its structure rising slightly above everything else in the room.

And seated on it was a woman. The way she sat; upright, composed, completely still, carried a presence that filled the room without effort. She wasn’t older than the others by much, perhaps in her late thirties, but there was something about her that made her feel like a leader, unquestionably in control.

Around the room, positioned in a loose semicircle, stood several other women—each dressed similarly to the higher sister who had brought him here: braided hair, layered necklaces, carved ornaments, and trinkets hanging from their clothing. No two looked the same, but they shared the same air of authority.

As they entered, the room fell silent. Dozens of eyes turned toward him at once.

Andrew felt it hit him like a wave.

They stopped several paces before the raised platform. The higher sister stepped ahead, lowering her head slightly. “My Queen,” she said, her voice steady but respectful. “He has awakened.”

For a moment, nothing happened. Then the woman on the throne stood up. As she stepped down from the raised platform, Andrew got a clearer look at her.

She was striking. Not just in appearance—though she was beautiful—but in presence. There was a quiet strength in the way she carried herself, a certainty that made everything else in the room feel secondary.

Her gaze settled on him. She studied him as she approached, her expression calm, searching.

Andrew resisted the instinct to shift under that attention, forcing himself to hold her gaze even as his pulse ticked upward.

She stopped a few steps in front of him. “At last,” she said, her voice smooth. “The gods have finally blessed us.”

A faint murmur rippled through the women behind her, which quickly subsided.

Andrew swallowed a lump that had been forming in his throat. 

The gods?

She stood still and kept his gaze. Her eyes were intense. While there was more distance, she was almost as close as Ayla had been. Like her, the queen had long blonde hair that flowed in luscious locks.

He looked away for a second, her gaze giving an excited whirl in his stomach. 

When he looked back, she smiled. “What is your name?” she asked, her voice calm and warm.

“Andrew,” he said, his voice but a hiss. He cleared his throat. “Andrew,” he said again, firmer now.

“Andrew,” she echoed. “My name is Echophyna, Queen of these people.”

Andrew stayed quiet, still overwhelmed and confused by it all.

The Queen kept her eyes on him while she spoke: “Trina, what was all that commotion about at Ayla’s house?”

Andrew noticed how the high priestess who brought him here stepped forward, right next to him. “Ayla said he had gone outside and was noticed.”

The queen sighed. “I told you I wanted to keep this under wraps for a while longer.”

Trina straightened. “I am fully aware. I told Ayla—“

“You should’ve at least kept a few sisters there to keep an eye on things,” the queen interrupted her. Her eyes didn’t leave Andrew’s.

Trina kept silent for a moment. “I apologize.”

The queen sucked her teeth. “It’s of no matter. It’s known now that there is a man in our midst. I will make the official announcement later today.”

Trina stepped forward. “May I suggest having him stay at the temple? Like that, he—“

“No. Ayla found him,” the queen said, finally looking away. “That was a sign. I don’t want to upset the gods. He will stay with Ayla, for now.”

Ayla found me?

Andrew briefly looked at the higher sister, who clearly didn’t agree, but seemed to swallow her opinion. “Yes, your Highness.”

A sudden touch on his cheek made Andrew flinch. His eyes shot back, finding the queen close to him with a grin on her face. 

She shushed him. “It’s okay, don’t worry,” the queen said softly, patting his cheek. Her fingers were soft and trailed down his chest. It was a sensual touch that gave him goosebumps.

The queen noticed and smiled. Her eyes went up and down his body. “You are quite the specimen.” Her eyes stopped at his crotch. “But are you capable?”

Andrew frowned, and again flinched as her fingertips softly grazed the outline of his cock. 

The touch had an immediate reaction on his body. Suddenly, he was more aware of how close she was, how full her chest was, and how it made her top strain. Her scent was calming and attractive. He breathed her in. As he let it out, his breath slightly shook as she grazed his cock again.

She suddenly took a step back, her eyes on his boxers. “Take those off,” she said, voice firmer now.

“Wh—what?” Andrew stammered, his voice but a whisper.

A second later, Trina yanked his boxers down. 

“What the—“ There he stood, with his boxers on his ankles, his cock out for everyone to see. It was already half-hard thanks to the Queen’s gentle touches.

The Queen’s eyebrows shot up as she released air from her nose. “That… looks very promising,” she said, a small smile curling at the corner of her lips. “But I need to see it in its fullest glory.” Her eyes met his again. “Get hard.” 

Andrew released a nervous chuckle as she said it. It sounded so flat; it took him off guard. “I—uhm,” he uttered. His cock was stuck in its half-hard state.

The queen looked over at Trina and gave a nod.

Andrew gasped as the higher sister’s hand wrapped around his shaft, and started to move. Up and down, up and down—faster and faster.

He swallowed, a breath shooting from his quivering lips. It felt amazing, and he was hard in no time. When he had reached the point of full on erection, Trina let go.

Andrew was as in awe as the women surrounding him. His cock was thick, veiny, and some slick pre-cum already making the tip shine. He hadn’t seen his member this glorious before. Was it the lighting? Was it the lack of sexual action since Claire had left him? 

He had no idea, but standing there with a huge hard-on surrounded by beautiful women, he couldn’t help but feel… awesome.

The queen stepped back, slightly shaking her head. “Unbelievable,” she said. She released a chuckle, meeting his gaze. “You must be the one,” she said.

“My Queen,” a woman who was sitting on the right, who Andrew assumed was one of the other higher sisters, suddenly said. “We need to see if he brings the seed. A gorgeous display is nothing more than just that, if it doesn’t work.”

The Queen nodded, gesturing at the lady without looking at her. “Yes, yes, I understand.” She then gestured at Trina again. “Make him give,” she said.

“Make me give?” Andrew said under his breath.

Trina’s fingers clasped around his cock again, making him grunt. She then started to move her hand again. Or well, move, pump was the better word here.

Her grip was just right. Its warmth, firmness, the movement—this woman was amazing.

For a city with no men, this woman sure knew how to work cock.

With the pleasure building, he couldn’t help but gaze over at her, her breasts jiggling as her arm bounced against them while she jerked him.

Her eyes were fixated on his cock, her expression serious and unwavering. 

He studied her face, her full lips, the bridge of her nose, and her hazel eyes. He hadn’t even seen how beautiful she was. But now she was close, her warmth radiating on his naked skin, her scent wrapping itself around him as he focused on her; he definitely saw it in full spades.

“Ah, fuck,” he muttered as he felt his climax approaching. It was a natural reaction, the words just blurting out.

The words made Trina look up and meet his eyes. The intensity in them, the dreaminess; she was gorgeous. Her lips were slightly apart, her expression unchanged. 

But then, the hint of a smile curved at her lips. It sent shivers down his spine and a surge of excitement through his cock.

“Oh, shit, aaah—“ Andrew moaned as his orgasm rapidly surged to the edge out of nowhere. Before he could regain any control, it was too late: thick, white cum sprayed from his tip. 

Trina's eyes widened as she watched him release. She kept on going, pumping him mercilessly as he oozed in the orgasmic pleasure, nearly making him drool. His body shook as he experienced the heavenly bliss. 

His cum landed on Trina’s hand and on the floor, right in front of the Queen, spraying as far as a few feet. 

As he was still oozing in the glow and cum was still dripping out of his tip, the other higher sisters walked in, and crouched to the ground. One watched his cock closely as the final drops fell onto the ground.

One of the higher sisters near the ground nodded her head. “This looks like exquisite quality. Nice and thick.”

Another dipped her fingers in his release and brought it to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. 

The Queen watched. “And?” she asked, an excitement in her voice.

The other woman nodded. “Will have to do more tasting, but I believe there is no problem.”

The Queen nodded with a serious expression on her face. “You can do so in a couple of hours. We won’t send him to the chambers right away.” She lifted his chin toward him. “His shoulder still needs to heal, I believe.”

Andrew was speechless as he watched the women’s back and forth, with Trina’s grip still around his shaft, slowly moving her hand.

The Queen came in close, a step too close into his personal space. Still oozing on the orgasmic afterglow, Andrew didn’t really mind. The Queen was beautiful, after all, and her earthy scent was both sensual and pleasant. 

“You,” she said. “We have great plans with you. Seed bringer.”

Andrew opened his mouth to speak, but the words escaped him. It was both so strange and overwhelming, but also… Exciting? 

The queen stepped away, turning her attention to Trina. “Let him rest for a while.”

Trina let go of Andrew’s cock, staring at the cum on her hand. “At the temple?”

The Queen shook her head. “Bring him straight back to Ayla’s house.”

“But my Queen—“

The queen silenced her with a single shake of her head. “I have spoken. It’s the gods’ will.”

Trina bowed. “It shall be done.” She looked over at Andrew, who was still standing there with his cock half-hard, staring at her with big eyes: the woman who had just made him cum.

Trina looked back at her glazed hand, then narrowed her eyes, brought her gaze back to his, and sucked some of the semen from her hand.

Andrew stared in awe. 

Damn… Where the hell have I ended up?


Chapter 5


By the time they left the palace—as Andrew had now started to call it—he felt like he had stepped out of something unreal.

The walk back followed the same winding paths as before, though now he recognized parts of it. The wide bridge. The carved railings. The clusters of platforms that branched off in different directions.

Trina walked ahead of him this time, her pace steady, her presence quiet. 

She hadn’t said much since they left the Queen’s chamber, and Andrew hadn’t pushed. His mind was too busy processing everything that had just happened.

He couldn’t help but take her in from behind: her straight posture, athletic build with wide hips. He didn’t know anything about her, but felt strangely closer to her after she had made him orgasm. He was intrigued by her and wanted to know more, but kept his mouth shut.

Trina seemed intense and duty-driven. He didn’t feel like he could just chit-chat with her. He would just start rambling anyway. Maybe later. 

His mind went back to what had been said in the palace. Because of all the weight behind the Queen’s words, he still didn’t actually understand anything.

Seed Bringer?

He guessed that was the answer he had been waiting for. It all sounded important, but none of it made sense.

They want my… Seed? 

His semen, cum, jizz, whatever word you made of it: that’s what they wanted? The way they had studied it, even tasted it… A restless whirl in his stomach gave him both anxiety and made him feel strangely excited. 

He didn’t want to jump to any conclusions, not just yet. He regretted not asking more of the Queen, but he felt he would be seeing more of her…

Right now, his shoulder still hurt and his brain was fried from the orgasm and the countless impressions this strange world was giving him. 

Andrew ran a hand through his hair as they crossed another bridge, his gaze drifting outward again.

He realized that the city had changed. Or maybe the light had. The sun was lower now, dipping toward the horizon, casting long shadows between the trees. The golden glow softened everything, stretching across the platforms and walkways in a way that made the entire place feel warmer.

Andrew slowed slightly, frowning. “How long was I in there?” he muttered.

There was no answer.

No clock. No phone. No sense of time beyond the position of the sun. He had no idea how much time had passed since he’d woken up.

Minutes? Hours? It could have been anything.

“Keep moving,” Trina said without turning, her voice firm.

Andrew exhaled quietly and followed.

As they passed along the walkways, more women stopped to look. Conversations quieted. Eyes followed him openly, without hesitation or embarrassment. The curiosity from before seemed to have deepened. Like word had spread.

Andrew shifted slightly under it, resisting the urge to fold in on himself.

They crossed one final platform, and the familiar structure came into view. Ayla’s place.

Andrew felt a small, unexpected sense of relief. At least it was something he recognized, and he couldn’t wait to get out of the open and away from all those staring eyes.

Trina stepped ahead and pushed the door open without knocking.

Ayla stood near the center of the room, turning quickly at the sound. The moment she saw Andrew, her expression shifted with surprise flickering across her face. “You’re back,” she said.

Andrew let out a breath and stepped inside. “Yeah,” he replied. “Apparently.”

Trina entered behind him and closed the door, sealing them back into the quiet of the wooden room.

“The Queen has not changed her decision,” she said, addressing Ayla directly.

Ayla straightened slightly. “Then… he stays here?”

“He remains under your care,” Trina confirmed. “You will house him for now. Observe him. Ensure his condition stabilizes.”

Ayla nodded quickly. “Of course.”

Andrew glanced between them. “Hold on,” he said. “We’re just deciding this without—”

Neither of them looked at him.

Trina continued as if he hadn’t spoken. “I will return later,” she said. “There are preparations to be made.” Trina’s gaze shifted slightly toward Andrew. “For the testing.”

Andrew felt something tighten in his chest. “The testing?” he repeated.

Trina turned her attention to him fully now, but she didn’t elaborate. “It will be done tonight. We’ll be coming by when night has set in the city.”

Andrew’s heartbeat picked up. He didn’t know exactly what the testing meant, although he had a very strong suspicion after being ‘relieved’ at the palace.

He let out a slow breath, trying to steady himself. “Right,” he muttered, not sure what else to say.

Trina studied him for a moment, then gave a small, almost approving nod, as if his reaction—or lack of one—meant something to her. “Be prepared,” she said. “Rest.”

Then she turned and moved toward the door.

Ayla stepped aside as Trina opened it and left without another word.

The door closed behind her, and the silence returned.

Andrew stood there for a second, staring at it. Then he looked at Ayla. “I’m going to need you to explain what ‘testing’ means.”

Ayla met his gaze.

And for a brief moment, the curiosity in her eyes returned. “I believe,” she said slowly, “it means we will find out if you truly are what they think you are.”

Andrew exhaled sharply. “Yeah,” he said. “That’s exactly what I am confused about.” His pulse was still elevated, a steady rhythm that refused to calm. “The seed bringer… “ he murmured.

He wanted to ask her more, but Ayla shifted and spoke up first. “Are you hungry?” she asked.

The question caught him off guard. He paused, then realized—“Yeah,” he admitted. “Actually… yeah, I am.”

It hit him all at once. He hadn’t eaten since before everything went sideways in the forest. The adrenaline, the confusion, the constant barrage of new information had buried it, but now that things had slowed down, his body made itself very clear.

Ayla nodded, as if she had expected that. “I will prepare something,” she said with a smile, already moving toward the table.

Andrew watched her for a moment as she began working. Nothing rushed, nothing wasted. She handled everything with care, arranging items, lighting something small beneath a shallow cooking surface, and adding ingredients that looked like meat and herbs.

He let her work and drifted toward the window. The curtain moved gently as he pushed it aside, and the night air brushed against his skin. 

It was cooler now, but not cold—just enough of a breeze to carry in the scent of wood and leaves.

The city had changed again. Where daylight had shown everything clearly, the night softened it.

Lights glowed throughout the trees, warm and dim, scattered across the many platforms and along walkways. Some came from candles like the ones behind him that Ayla had just lit, others from small crystal-like objects that gave off a steady, gentle glow.

The effect was magical. For a moment, he simply stared.

The massive tree structures faded into silhouette, their outlines defined by scattered points of light. Bridges stretched between them like threads in the dark, faintly illuminated as figures moved across them.

And there was sound. Faint, distant, but unmistakable present. A low rhythm of drums. The soft, winding notes of something like a flute. Voices, too, rising and falling somewhere far off, blending into the night.

Andrew leaned slightly against the frame, taking it all in.

Behind him, Ayla glanced over briefly, a small smile touching her lips before she returned to what she was doing.

He realized he was still wearing only his boxers, but he had somehow gotten used to it and had practically forgotten it. 

After a moment, Andrew spoke again. “You’re not worried about those?” he asked, nodding toward the candles and glowing crystals around the room. “I mean, open flames with all this wood… seems like a bad idea.”

Ayla looked up at him, and for a second, her expression shifted into something close to amusement. “What do you mean? With the crystals present?” she said. “There is no danger, of course.”

Andrew frowned slightly. “What does that even mean?”

She tilted her head, as if the answer was obvious. “They balance the flames,” she said simply. “It cannot spread beyond what is intended.”

Andrew stared at her for a second. “Right,” he said slowly. He still had no idea what that meant. 

But at this point, that wasn’t exactly surprising.

Ayla let out a quiet breath that might have been a suppressed laugh.

A brief silence settled again, filled only by the distant music and the soft crackle of the food she was preparing. 

Andrew turned back to the window, trying to peek down between the platforms, but finding nothing but darkness.

“Are you thinking of escaping?” Ayla asked.

Andrew glanced over his shoulder. He considered it for a second. “Maybe,” he said. He watched her carefully as he said it, curious about her reaction.

She didn’t look shocked, but smiled again. “Good luck with that,” she said.

Andrew raised an eyebrow. “That confident, huh?”

Ayla gestured lightly toward the window, toward the vast drop beyond the trees.

“Finding your way down alone would be difficult,” she said. “And even if you managed it, you wouldn’t get far.”

Andrew turned fully now, leaning back slightly against the wall. “Oh yeah?” he asked. “Why’s that?”

“Our trackers would find you,” she said with a light shrug. “Before you made it more than a few steps.”

“You think you would be able to find me?” he asked with a smile as he crossed his arms.

“Of course,” she said. “I found you before, didn’t I?”

Andrew stilled slightly. He had forgotten about that. The Queen had mentioned it to Trina. “You did, huh,” he managed to say.

She nodded, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “I was part of the group that brought you here.”

Andrew remained silent.

She had been there. In the forest. When he fell. He opened his mouth to ask more, but the warm smell hit him first. It was rich and savory.

His attention snapped back toward the table.

Ayla set a wooden bowl in front of him, steam rising gently from the contents. Inside was a mix of cooked plants; greens, something like herbs, and along with slices that he guessed were meat.

Andrew stepped closer. “That smells really good,” he admitted.

“It is simple,” Ayla said. “But it will help you regain your strength. And definitely still your hunger.”

Andrew didn’t need more convincing. He sat down and picked up the utensils she had set beside it of simple, carved wood. 

He took a bite and nodded as he chewed. “That’s—yeah, that’s really good.”

The meat was tender and richly flavored, and it paired with the herbs in a way that felt balanced rather than overwhelming. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it didn’t need to be. “What is it?” he asked.

“Deer,” Ayla replied.

He took another bite, then glanced up at her. “You hunt it from up here?” he asked. “I figured it’d be more… birds, I guess.”

Ayla’s expression shifted into something close to shock. “Birds?” she repeated.

Andrew shrugged. “Yeah, I mean—”

“Of course not. They are sacred,” she said quickly, almost cutting him off. “They live with us. Above and among the trees. We do not harm them.”

Andrew held up a hand slightly. “Okay, alright,” he said. “I’m sorry. Didn’t know that.”

Ayla exhaled softly, the tension easing just as quickly as it had appeared. “That’s alright,” she said. “We go down to hunt,” she explained. “When it is needed.”

Andrew nodded, taking that in. “Makes sense.” He took another bite, letting the warmth of the food settle in.

His gaze drifted briefly back toward the window, toward the glowing city beyond. Then back to Ayla. He felt strangely comfortable, but then the thought returned.

The testing.

Andrew exhaled quietly, setting his bowl down for a second. “So,” he said, glancing up at her, “about that ‘test’…” The feeling of Trina’s grip around his cock flashed through his mind. “What is the meaning of all this? The seed bringer?”

Ayla smiled and leaned forward. “Well, you are a male, of course,” she said.

Andrew nodded. “Well, yes.”

She shrugged. “We are only women here.”

Andrew nodded. “I’ve noticed that too.”

She nodded, but kept quiet, not saying anything more.

Andrew felt the frustration boil up again. “So? You need me? Is that what you are saying? Is that why I can’t leave?”

Ayla straightened herself. “We need your seed,” she said calmly.

Andrew's lips had turned dry, and he quickly took a drink from the wooden cup she had placed on the table with his food. It was water. “So,” he said. “You need my semen?”

Ayla frowned. “Semen?” she asked.

Andrew tilted his head. “Yeah—okay, I mean, my seed, you need my seed?”

She smiled and nodded again. “That’s what I just said, yes.”

“For what?” he asked. 

“To follow the way of the gods.”

Andrew couldn’t help but chuckle. “Okay, the way of the gods.” 

Does everyone talk in riddles here? 

Andrew leaned forward over his plate. “And what is that, exactly?”

Ayla didn’t move, her face still with that same matter-of-fact expression, as if he were the one saying weird things. “The scared union.”

Andrew swallowed. “Sacred union?” he asked. He thought for a moment. “You mean… sex?”

Ayla shrugged. “That’s not for me to decide,” she said and got up. “That’s up to the Queen, and the higher sisters. They know what the gods want.”

Andrew realized then and there that he wasn’t going to get any more information out of her. He guessed he had to wait and see… which made him all the more anxious.

He sighed.

I’m tired anyway…

He looked around the wooden room again. The way the dimmed light of the candles and crystals hit the walls created a lovely, cozy atmosphere.

He smiled. He had a roof over his head, a friendly and gorgeous host who at least wasn’t hostile. 

Answers would come later. Right now, he might as well enjoy this weird experience for what it was—for now.

While he finished his meal, he was suddenly struck with a thought: 

The gold.

He looked up at the girl. She had taken a seat on a wooden step, a few feet away. She was looking at him, her eyes curious, her mind seemingly deep in thought.

Should I ask her about the gold instead?

It was tempting, but he decided to let it pass for now. Right now, he had bigger questions to deal with.

Andrew finished the last few bites of his meal and leaned back. “Yeah,” he said. “I needed that.” He nodded. “Thank you.”

Ayla smiled faintly and moved toward the table again. She picked up a small cup and poured him something from a carved container. The liquid was a soft amber color, catching the candlelight as she handed it to him. “For rest,” she said.

Andrew took it, giving it a cautious sniff before taking a sip.

It was surprisingly good. Sweet, but not overpowering. Smooth, with a faint herbal aftertaste that lingered pleasantly.

He took another sip. “That’s nice.”

Ayla watched him with quiet satisfaction, then nodded toward the bed. “You should sleep,” she said. “Your body still needs to recover.”

Andrew followed her gaze, then looked back at her. “Yeah,” he admitted, feeling sleep pull at him. “That might not be a bad idea.”

The exhaustion had been creeping up on him for a while now. The food, the warmth, the relative calm—it all made him drowsy.

He stood and walked toward the bed, sitting down on the edge of it.

Before he could settle in, Ayla stepped closer. And reached for his waistband.

Andrew flinched and took a step backward. “Whoa—hey,” he said, instinctively catching her wrist. “What are you doing?”

She looked at him, confused. “You need sleep,” she said simply, as if that explained everything.

“Yeah,” Andrew replied, “I got that. I just don’t usually—” He stopped as she gently pulled her hand free and tried again, this time more deliberately.

“It is more comfortable,” she said. “You will rest better.”

Andrew hesitated. There was no teasing in her tone. To her, this was clearly normal.

He exhaled slowly, running a hand over his face. “Alright,” he muttered. “At this point, why not.” He let his hands fall away.

Ayla moved without hesitation, slipping his boxers down and off in one smooth motion.

For a brief second, she paused as she stared at his cock.

Nothing dramatic, but there was a small, natural hesitation as her eyes went downward, taking him in more clearly this time.

Andrew felt the familiar spike of self-awareness hit him again, trying not to get hard.

Ayla blinked once, then seemed to recover quickly, her expression settling back into that same calm curiosity.

She stayed silent, and gently guided him back onto the bed, adjusting the blankets over him.

Tucking him in.

Andrew lay there for a moment, slightly stunned. He released a nervous chuckle.

Ayla stepped back, looking satisfied. Then she brought her hands together in a soft clap.

The candles flickered—and went out. The crystals dimmed at the same time, their glow fading into a soft, low light that left the room bathed in a gentle, ambient darkness.

Andrew looked around the room. “How did you—”

Ayla started removing her clothes.

Andrew turned his head instinctively, looking away out of reflex, his mind scrambling to keep up.

But the sound of fabric shifting, the quiet movement of her stepping closer… It pulled his attention back.

Against his better judgment, his eyes flicked toward her. And stayed.

She stood there without any sign of discomfort, completely at ease. The soft glow from the crystals traced along her beautiful form, highlighting the natural lines of her body.

Andrew swallowed.

She was a stunning vision. Her breasts full, he hips wide, and her trimmed triangle of pubic hair send a jolt of lust through his body.

A second later, he felt the bed shift as Ayla climbed in beside him.

Close. Not touching, but close enough that he could feel the warmth of her skin.

Andrew went still, his heart banging in his chest.

“You… always sleep like this?” he asked after a few moments, his voice a little tighter than he intended.

Ayla turned her head slightly toward him. “Of course,” she said. “When the weather is pleasant, we all do. In the colder seasons, we wear more.”

Andrew stared up at the ceiling. “I see,” he said quietly.

That was apparently just another thing he was going to have to accept. Not that he minded… but he wondered if he could get to sleep like this.

He lay there for a moment, aware of everything around him—the unfamiliar bed, the soft light, the faint sounds of the city outside, and the presence of the beautiful naked woman beside him.

It should have been overwhelming, but the exhaustion finally won.

His body relaxed gradually, the tension slipping away as his breathing slowed.

The last thing he registered was the distant rhythm of drums echoing through the trees.

Then sleep took him.


Chapter 6


Andrew had a strange dream. He was running in the forest, out of breath, chased by a group of women. 

They laughed, teased him. They came in close, then backed off again.

When he finally stopped running, he entered a spot without trees, and the warm sunlight shone down upon him. 

He stood still, catching his breath. He closed his eyes, enjoyed the heat of the sun, and the warmth on his skin. 

Suddenly, the warmth intensified. Slowly but certainly, it started to center itself. First in his stomach, then in his lower abdominals, and then in his cock.

He started to breathe heavily again. “Wh—what the—“ 

It started to feel mighty good. 

Then the pleasant warmth pulled him back into waking reality. Andrew felt the bed underneath him. The soft blankets caressed his skin.

The feeling in his crotch kept expanding itself, and became more intense as he realized his manhood was as hard as a rock. 

It started as a slow, wet heat wrapped around the head of his cock, gentle and rhythmic. A soft, slick pressure that made his hips twitch before his mind caught up. 

His eyes fluttered open and found the wooden ceiling, bathed in a dim, crystal-lit light. 

His heart skipped a beat as he realized what the feeling was.

Someone was sucking his dick.

His eyes shot to his crotch, and he found two women kneeling between his spread legs at the edge of the bed. 

The woman with her mouth on him had dark hair reaching well over her shoulders, her lips stretched around his thick shaft as she bobbed slowly, taking him deeper. 

Her tongue swirled along the underside, sending sparks of pleasure up his spine.

She was dressed as what he now knew to be a higher sister. Her wooden necklaces softly clanged as she bopped her head.

Beside her, watching with calm and focused eyes, was Trina. She sat back on her heels, hands resting on her thighs, observing every movement as if it were a sacred duty. 

The soft glow of the crystals painted their bare skin in warm, shifting light, highlighting the curves of their breasts and the beautiful lines of their bodies.

Andrew’s breath hitched. He tried to speak, but the words dissolved into a low groan as the dark-haired woman took him to the back of her throat, gagging softly around him.

Trina noticed his eyes were open. She gave a small nod, then reached out and tapped the other woman’s shoulder.

Without a word, the dark-haired woman pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. She shifted aside.

Trina moved in, taking his shaft in her hand first, giving it a slow, firm stroke from base to tip. Then she leaned down and engulfed him in one fluid motion, her mouth hotter, tighter, more insistent than the first sister.

She sucked him hard, hollowing her cheeks, her head moving in a steady rhythm that quickly had Andrew’s toes curling against the sheets.

“Fuck…” he breathed, fingers gripping the bedding.

Trina didn’t slow. She took him deeper each time, her tongue pressing firmly along the vein underneath. 

The pleasure built fast, coiling tight at the base of his spine. His hips started to lift involuntarily, chasing the feeling.

Just as the edge rushed toward him and he started to moan uncontrollably as his orgasm came in fast, Trina pulled back. 

The other dark-haired woman immediately took over again, sliding her mouth down his length in one smooth glide.

The sudden switch was too much.

Andrew groaned deep in his chest as his climax hit hard. 

His cock pulsed, spilling thick cum straight into the woman’s mouth. She didn’t flinch, didn’t pull away; she sealed her lips tighter around him and swallowed every spurt as he emptied himself.

When he finally stopped twitching, she kept him in her mouth a moment longer, gently sucking and licking as if savoring the last drops. Then she slowly drew off, sitting back on her heels beside Trina.

Andrew watched, chest heaving, slightly dizzy, as she tilted her head slightly, letting his release roll across her tongue. 

She seemed to taste it, eyes half-lidded in concentration, rolling the flavor around her mouth like a fine wine. 

After a long moment, she swallowed visibly, then gave a single, satisfied nod. “It is good,” she said, voice low and clear, “Healthy and potent. I will report to the Queen first thing in the morning.”

Trina nodded and rose smoothly to her feet, offering the other woman a hand up. 

They both glanced at Andrew once more. Trina looked at him with that same unreadable intensity, her face stoic in the crystal light. 

But then, she smiled. It was a small tug at her lips, but it was with a doubt a smile.

The other lady stared at him with quiet approval. 

Then, still silent, they turned and slipped out of the room without another word. The door closed softly behind them, leaving only the gentle glow of the crystals and the sound of Andrew’s ragged breathing.

He lay there stunned, cock still wet and softening against his thigh, his mind reeling.

What the actual fuck was that? 

Before he could even begin to process it, movement beside him caught his attention. 

He turned his head.

Ayla was propped up on one elbow right next to him. Her eyes were open, watching him with that same quiet fascination she’d shown earlier. 

The soft light traced the curve of her shoulder, the swell of her breast, and the gentle rise and fall of her breathing.

She had clearly been awake the entire time. She probably had witnessed the whole thing.

Andrew stared at her, mouth slightly open, words failing him.

Ayla’s lips curved into a small smile. She seemed to want to say something, but seemed to swallow her words.

Andrews felt awkward and let out a nervous chuckle. “What?” he asked.

Ayla stayed silent for another moment, then said: “So that’s what it’s like?”

“What is?”

She narrowed her eyes. “For a man to reach the ultimate pleasure.”

Andrew took her words in. “Uhm… yeah. Yeah, that about does it,” he said, not knowing what else to say. 

Ayla pouted her lips.

Andrew wanted to sit up so he could face her properly, but she placed a hand on his chest and gently pushed him back down. 

“You need rest. Go back to sleep. Tomorrow morning, I need to take you to the baths,” she said.

“The baths?”

She nodded. “The Queen wants to see you. And she wants you freshened up and clean.”

A bath certainly did sound like a good idea. “Okay,” he said. 

Ayla gave a single nod and clapped her hands. The crystals slowly dimmed their lights until the room went dark.

Andrew pulled the covers back over him, his cock still tingling in post-orgasm bliss. 

Andrew woke slowly, pulled back to consciousness by the warmth of soft sunlight coming in through the open window. 

For a brief moment, everything felt calm until memory returned in a steady rush.

He opened his eyes fully and turned his head. Ayla was already awake, seated near the window, watching him. “Good morning,” she said, a smile forming as she noticed he was up.

Andrew exhaled, pushing himself upright. His head still carried a dull ache, and his shoulder protested slightly as he moved, but both felt far better than before.

“Morning,” he replied, his voice still rough.

He sat there for a moment. “Still here,” he muttered.

It hadn’t been a dream.

Ayla tilted her head. “Where else would you be?”

Andrew gave a faint huff of amusement. “Fair point.”

He stretched carefully, testing his range of motion. The stiffness was still there, but manageable.

“Better?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Actually, a lot better.”

Ayla nodded, satisfied. “Good. Then we go.”

Andrew frowned slightly. “Go where?”

She stood and moved toward the door without hesitation. “To wash,” she said, as if it required no further explanation.

Andrew blinked, then swung his legs out of bed. “Right,” he said. He had forgotten she had mentioned that. “Need to be clean for her Highness,” he whispered to himself.

The path to the baths took them through a quieter part of the city. The wide, open walkways from before gradually gave way to narrower paths that descended through the layers of the trees. The massive trunks closed in around them, forming natural corridors that made the space feel more enclosed, more hidden.

He finally had more clothes on. Ayla had accepted him at least wearing his pants and a T-shirt.

Andrew kept glancing around as they walked. “You do this every day?” he asked.

“Yes,” Ayla replied simply. “Cleanliness is important.”

Andrew nodded. “No argument there.”

They stepped onto a larger platform, and Andrew slowed as something new came into view.

A structure hung at the edge—woven, reinforced, suspended like a large basket.

It was supported by thick ropes and wooden beams, wide enough to hold several people at once. Its sides rose high enough to offer some sense of security, though Andrew wasn’t entirely convinced by that.

He stepped closer and looked over the edge.

Below, partially obscured by layers of branches, the forest opened into a rocky formation. Steam drifted upward in soft curls, rising from somewhere within.

“That’s where we’re going?” he asked.

Ayla nodded.

Andrew glanced back at the basket, then at the drop again. “And this is safe?” he said.

“Yes.” She stepped inside.

Andrew hesitated briefly, then followed.

As soon as they were both inside, one of the nearby women began lowering them. She had her eyes on Andrew, giggling as he held her gaze for a while.

The basket shifted gently beneath his feet, descending smoothly through the dense layers of leaves and branches.

Andrew gripped the edge instinctively.

The descent was steady, the ropes creaking softly as they passed through the canopy. Leaves brushed against the sides, and the air grew warmer the lower they went.

After a short time, the basket passed through the leaves. The space around them opened into a natural enclosure formed by rock and the surrounding trees, creating a secluded, almost hidden chamber.

Andrew stared in awe as he noticed, lying at its center, a series of pools.

It was clear water, gently steaming, reflecting the soft light that filled the space. Crystals were embedded throughout the rock walls, casting a steady glow that replaced the need for sunlight.

They softly reached the ground, and Andrew followed Ayla’s lead by stepping out. The surface beneath his feet was warm stone, slightly damp from the rising steam. 

Andrew took it all in, slowly turning. “This is incredible.”

The air was warmer here, filled with the faint scent of minerals and moisture. The sound of water echoed softly, blending with the distant hush of the forest above.

It felt ancient, almost untouched.

Ayla stepped forward, seemingly amused by the amazement on his face. “This is where we wash,” she said.

Andrew nodded, still taking it in. Laughter made him turn, and at one of the springs farther away was a group of five women, talking while they bathed.

Andrew swallowed as their naked bodies caught his eye. He quickly looked away.

Ayla smiled and slowly shook her head. “Relax,” she said. “It’s okay.”

She took him by the hand and guided him onto a path going between the springs. They walked past a few other springs. Some were empty, others had women bathing. A beautiful woman stood, bent over, washing her long brown hair. She gazed over, her hair in her hands.

Andrew kept her gaze as he passed, electricity sparking as her wet, naked skin shone in the light, smooth and sensual.

They finally entered a more secluded area, where a smaller spring was located right next to the rock wall.

Before he could say more, two women wearing a simple cloth that barely covered their bodies, approached from a wooden bench. They seemed to have been waiting for him.

Andrew glanced at Ayla. She nodded at the women.

The women stepped closer and dropped the clothes, exposing their naked bodies.

Andrew gasped slightly as his breath got caught in his chest.

One reached for his arm, guiding him gently, while the other gestured toward the water.

Andrew let out a breath. “Guess we are going in.”

One of the women took off his shirt, while the other worked his pants. He was naked in no time, fighting to control his cock from growing hard.

They led him into the spring, steam rising from its water. The warmth hit him immediately, sinking into his muscles, making him relax.

He let out a deep breath, releasing the tension that had been stuck within him.

Ayla crouched at the side of the spring. “This are Magda and Esna. They will take care of you and make sure you’re presentable.”

Andrew chuckled as the two women closed in, pressing their naked bodies against his under the water. “I wasn’t presentable before?” he asked, managing to keep his voice from quivering as one of the women—Magda—gently grabbed his cock underwater and slowly stroked it.

Ayla shrugged, a playful look on her face. “Only a little.” She got up.

“You are not joining?” Andrew blurted out, his voice now shaking as Magda was stroking his now hard cock a bit too enthusiastically. 

Is she washing it or just jerking me?? 

Maybe both.

Ayla looked over her shoulder and shook her head. “Not today.” She walked out of sight.

Andrew couldn’t help but hope that indeed one day she would.

Magda let go of his cock, smiling as she grabbed a small cloth from the side of the bath and started to scrub his back.

The women worked with quiet efficiency, moving around him as they focused on their mission. For better or worse, they left his cock alone. 

Esna poured warm water over his shoulders while the other used a soft cloth, working it along his arms and back with steady motions. 

The heat seeped into his muscles, loosening the last of the tension he hadn’t even realized he was still holding.

Andrew exhaled slowly, letting his head tilt back slightly. “Yeah… okay,” he murmured. “I could get used to this.”

One of the women rinsed his hair, careful and thorough, while the other continued down his side, cleaning him with the same calm focus. 

Their touch was just right, caressing his muscles as they washed him.

It still felt strange to him.

He glanced toward Ayla, who stood at the edge of another spring, talking with a woman relaxing in the water. 

He observed her, briefly forgetting the two women touching him all over. 

Ayla’s long hair, the curve of her nose, her slender neck… The vision of her naked body came back to him. In this strange world full of women, somehow she made him feel at ease. He couldn’t wait to lie in the same bed as her again.

Magda leaned in, nearly pressing her lips against his ear. “Clean body, clear mind,” she said, her breath warm on his skin.

Andrew gave a faint smile and met her gaze. Steam curled lazily through the air, catching the soft glow of the crystals embedded in the stone. The light shimmered across the water's surface, shifting gently with every movement.

It just didn’t feel real.

Esna leaned in as well, coming in close. “A real man. An actual man,” she nearly moaned, pressing her full breasts against his body. 

“Don’t,” Magda said, her voice strict.

Disappointment darkened Esna’s face. “Oh come, just a little—“

Magda shook her head. “We can’t. The Queen has forbidden it. We are not chosen. Not for that. Just washing.”

Esna gritted her teeth. “Oh, come on. I saw what you did underwater before I got in.”

Magda pulled up her eyebrows. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Esna narrowed her eyes. “Lies. You grabbed it.”

Andrew felt awkward being pressed in between the two women, their breasts jiggling against his skin as they argued.

Fingers wrapped around his erect shaft—Esna. She started to stroke him. 

Andrew gasped. “Ladies—“ he tried.

“—I’m taking some,” Esna said.

Magda’s eyes widened. “Don’t be stupid—if the Queen finds out. Or worse, one of the higher sisters…”

Esna pulled a naughty grin, jerking him faster. “Do you see one?” She gazed at Andrew, who was now panting as the pleasant feeling rushed from his cock through the rest of his body. “Look at him. He loves it.” 

Andrew swallowed hard. He couldn’t argue with that.

Esna opened her mouth, moaning softly as she pressed her body against him again. “Can’t I just—“ she murmured, and he felt her lift her leg, wrapping it partly around his body. “…just for a little bit…”

He now realized what she was trying to do as she came closer, trying to guide his penis between her legs. “W—wait,” he stammered.

“Esna, don’t,” Magda said, firmer now.

Esna bit her lip, pressing her forehead against his. “I’ve always dreamed of this…” she whispered. “A real cock—finally,” she said, her voice quivering with excitement. 

The warm water numbed most of the sensation, but he felt his tip slide between two fleshy folds—realizing what it was. 

Esna gasped. “Oh, gods—“ she moaned, and pulled him in closer, taking the tip—

“And what do you think you are doing?” a booming voice said.

Esna pushed away immediately, and Andrew almost went fully under, barely managing to keep to his feet.

Esna kept her eyes on the water. “Nothing,” she said softly.

“Nothing?” the firm voice said.

Andrew looked in its direction. He was at a loss for words. 

There, in all of her natural, naked beauty, stood Trina. Her hands rested on her wide hips, her breasts were proudly pressed forward, and her hair was wet and dripping, catching the light of the nearby crystals.

“Wow,” he whispered. 

She was like a dream—a pure goddess. 

“I—we were washing him,” Esna said.

Trina snorted. “Washing, huh? It looked like more than that.” 

Esna kept her lips sealed. Magda was just as silent.

Trina sighed, then looked down upon Andrew. He suddenly felt very small.

“You look clean enough,” she said, and extended her hand. 

Andrew took it and stepped out of the spring. “Uhm, thank you,” he said, half-turning toward Esna and Magda.

They gave a slight bow with their heads.

Trina, almost as tall as he was, and with her eyes level to his, stared at him. She was close, the steam of the hot water still dampening her skin.

He wanted to say something, but Trina turned away. “And where were you?” she asked firmly. “You were supposed to keep an eye out?” 

Andrew now found Ayla standing on Trina’s other side, a shameful blush on her cheeks. “I—I’m sorry.”

“Be more careful next time. Only the selected ones are allowed to insert him.”

Andrew’s hearing sharpened at that. “What?” he blurted out.

Trina looked back at him, then downward. “Do save your strength,” she said, clearing her throat. “Do not waste it.”

Andrew then realized he still had a raging hard-on. He felt a wave of embarrassment rush over, but then was bombarded with images of Trina bringing him to climax—first with her hand, and then with her mouth.

The shame subsided, and he felt somehow strangely comfortable. “I will,” he said. 

Trina nodded. “Good.” She handed him a cloth, which he took to be a towel.

He took it with a quiet nod. “Thanks,” he said as he started to dry off.

Trina inclined her head slightly, then stepped away without a word, returning to the spring he guessed she had been before coming over.

Andrew watched her for a second. Her firm buttocks were mesmerizing, and didn’t help in getting rid of his erection. When she had lowered herself into the bath, he glanced back at Ayla.

She grinned awkwardly. 

Esna and Magda had climbed out of the bath and had silently moved away, probably glad they had gotten off the hook.

Ayla just stood there while he dried off. The sound of streaming water and the voices of others bathing made the environment anything but quiet. Yet, the silence between them was deafening. 

“Uhm,” Andrew said, trying to break it. “So, what do we do next?” he asked, his erection awkwardly poking underneath the towel as he dried himself off. He wished it would go down, but Ayla catching glimpses wasn’t helping.

“I will take you to the Queen after you are finished.”

Andrew looked over at the pool where Trina was. “Won’t a higher sister escort me?”

Ayla nodded. “They are waiting.”

The words made Andrew feel the need to speed up. “Okay,” he said. “Will you be joining?”

Ayla’s eyes flicked to his cock again and back. “Yes,” she said. “The Queen has requested my presence as well.”


Chapter 7


Andrew realized how his original sense of wonder for the city had been overshadowed.

Where before everything had been overwhelming and too much to process, now there was another thing that had taken his focus.

Expectation.

Ayla walked beside him, quiet as before, while two higher sisters he hadn’t seen before led the way.

Andrew kept his eyes forward, anxious about what was next now that he was deemed clean enough.

They reached the palace quickly. The same towering structure, spanning multiple trees, loomed ahead. The entrance stood open, and the women stationed there stepped aside the moment the higher sisters approached.

The sounds of the city faded behind them as they were led deeper inside, through the same vast hall Andrew had been before. The carved beams, the filtered light, the open space: it all felt even more imposing now.

They entered the chamber, and the Queen was already there. Seated once more on her throne, she radiated a strong energy, and Andrew felt too overwhelmed to look her in the eyes. There was something about her presence that made it impossible to relax, even when she wasn’t doing anything at all.

The group stopped before her, and the Queen rose. Her gaze moved first to the higher sisters, then to Ayla. “Leave us,” she said.

Ayla hesitated for just a fraction of a second. Then she lowered her head. “Yes, my Queen.”

The higher sisters followed without question.

Within moments, the room was empty. Except for Andrew and the Queen.

The silence deepened as she stared at him. She then stepped down from her platform, her movements slow. She approached him while her gaze remained fixed on him the entire time. “You have been examined,” she said.

Andrew’s lips had turned dry, his heart beating in his chest as she approached. “That’s one way to put it.”

Her expression didn’t change. “Your seed has been deemed of exceptional quality,” she continued. “We are honored to proceed.”

Andrew’s jaw tightened slightly. “Okay,” he said.

She stopped a few steps in front of him. “Do you understand what is required of you?” she asked.

Andrew let out a short breath. “No,” he said plainly. “Not really. I’ve been… informed, I guess. But no one’s actually explained anything.” He hesitated, choosing his next words carefully. “I’m assuming,” he continued, “that if you need my… seed, for, uhm, reproduction.”

The word felt strange coming out here. He watched her closely as he said it.

She nodded once. “It is.”

Andrew swallowed and felt light-headed for a second as her words settled within him. His mind flickered briefly to the painful memory of the doctor’s office and the words he hadn’t wanted to hear.

‘Low odds. Maybe impossible.’

He pushed the memory down immediately. Now was not the time. He wasn’t about to say anything that could complicate this further. “Okay,” he said slowly. “So… you need me to… make children?”

The Queen held his gaze. “Yes. I need you to impregnate our women.”

Andrew exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “Alright,” he muttered.

Fuck.

Of all the men they could’ve picked up. They had stumbled on one that couldn’t have children.

He looked at her again, curiosity pushing past the tension for a split second. “For how long?” he asked. “I mean—how long has it been since you last had a birth?”

The Queen’s expression shifted slightly. “Oh, we are not without children,” she said. “A chosen woman is blessed every ten cycles.”

Andrew frowned. “Ten cycles?”

“Ten months,” she clarified.

That made his brow furrow deeper. “And how exactly does that work without men?”

The Queen’s smile returned, faint but unmistakable. “By the will of the gods,” she said.

Andrew stared at her.

She stepped a little closer. “The births we receive now are gifts,” she continued. “They come when the gods choose. Not when we require them.”

Andrew listened, his confusion growing, but he stayed quiet.

“There is no control,” she went on. “No certainty. Only patience until another ten months passes.” She paused, then said: “With you… that changes.”

The words settled into him.

“With a man,” she said, her voice lowering just enough to carry more weight, “we are no longer bound to waiting. We choose when to grow. How often. How many.”

Andrew let out a slow breath.

She smiled. “We will rely on you.”

Andrew released a nervous chuckle. “That’s a lot to take in,” he said quietly.

The Queen didn’t disagree. “It is,” she said. “But do you enjoy women?”

Andrew was silent for a moment, trying to keep his hands still from plucking at his shirt at the bottom. “What do you mean?”

The Queen scoffed. “Their bodies. Their scent. Taste. Do you enjoy using your cock with women?”

Andrew felt his ears warm as she spoke. “Uhm, yes,” he said honestly, his voice slightly cracking, making him feel stupid.

The Queen shrugged. “Then it shouldn’t be a problem. I’ll make sure a large variety of our finest and most beautiful women will be granted the task of receiving your seed.”

His head was as red as a lobster now. While the thought of it was arousing and exciting, the truth was nagging at him.

Should I tell her I am basically infertile?

What if he did tell her that? He was scared of the consequences. He had no idea how primitive these women were. Then again, if he didn’t tell her, they would find out eventually…

“Okay,” were the words that eventually escaped his lips.

The Queen smiled. “Great,” she said, stepping in closer. “We will hold the initiation at the temple tonight. The first girl has already been selected.”

Andrew felt sweat form in his palms. This was moving way too fast. “Initiation?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

The Queen nodded. “Yes. Then tomorrow, after tonight, we will bring you to the chambers for daily duty.”

Chambers? Daily duty?

The Queen seemed to detect the worry on his face. “You seem in good enough shape,” she said. “I have no doubts you will perform well.” Her eyes lit up. “You have been sent by the gods, after all.”

Andrew remained silent, letting it all wash over him.

The Queen smiled, reaching out to his face and resting her hand on his cheek. It was warm and soft, almost loving. “You are what we have been waiting for,” she said. “Don’t worry. We will treat you well and make sure your seed will be extracted as well as it can.”

Andrew felt a spike of excitement in his stomach. His body reacted instinctively.

The Queen sucked her lower lip as she narrowed her eyes, a sudden, sensual look on her face. “Once you get into the chambers, you will never want to leave.”

Andrew leaned forward slightly, her soft hand still on his cheek, making his skin tingle.

The Queen let out a small laugh. “I have no doubt you love women.” She playfully sucked her teeth. “But you are about to love them a whole lot more.”


Chapter 8


Andrew met up with Ayla again after he had left the throne room and she had been asked to come in.

He had been waiting with the two higher sisters who had brought him in. Since they were two women he hadn’t seen before, he wondered how many higher sisters there actually were.

He couldn’t help but wonder if they were among the ones he would have to impregnate.

He caught glances at them while they quietly stood beside him. Arousal sparked from his lower abdomen and spread throughout his body.

It was a pleasant sensation, but it was soon overridden by the worry he felt. If he hadn’t had any problems with his fertility, he would probably have protested against the expectation of fathering many children.

But since he knew he couldn’t make anyone pregnant, that moral issue was far from his mind. Instead, he found himself more concerned with when they would discover that his precious seed was basically useless.

He sighed and looked down at his feet. He noticed one of the higher sisters glancing over, but she kept silent. She probably had orders not to speak with the almighty Seed Bringer.

He realized his negativity was spiraling him. Shaking off the thoughts, he looked back up.

He wondered when Ayla would return.

Will she also be one of the women?

Butterflies fluttered through his stomach. He couldn’t help but smile, though he forced himself to calm down.

Easy now. Look at you. You’re actually starting to like the idea of this daily duty, huh?

His thoughts returned to what the Queen had said. He could still feel the warmth of her hand on his cheek.

‘Once you get into the chambers, you will never want to leave.’

Yet another riddle, not clearly explained.

Guess I will find out soon enough what that’s supposed to mean…

The doors to the throne room opened, drawing his attention. Ayla appeared from within. Her face was serious, but her expression softened as their eyes met.

She stepped out into the hall, the doors closing softly behind her.

Andrew straightened slightly as he watched her, immediately picking up on something being off. It was subtle, but noticeable. 

Her posture was a little tighter than before, her expression more controlled. Not the open curiosity he had grown used to, but more restrained.

“Hey,” he said, stepping toward her. “You okay?”

Ayla blinked, as if pulling herself out of her thoughts, then nodded quickly. “Yes,” she said. “Of course.”

Andrew studied her for a second, not entirely convinced, but he didn’t press. Whatever had been said inside that room clearly wasn’t something she wanted to share. Instead, he let it go for now and shifted the conversation.

“So,” he said, exhaling lightly, “what’s next?”

Ayla hesitated, just briefly, before straightening her shoulders. “You will be brought to the temple soon,” she said. “For the official start of your initiation.”

Andrew frowned. “Initiation,” he said slowly. “And what exactly does that mean?”

Ayla opened her mouth to answer—

“I will explain.”The voice came from behind them, cutting cleanly into the moment.

Andrew turned.

Trina approached with the same steady, stride as before, her presence immediately shifting the atmosphere. Her eyes were already on him, focused, sharp. She had clearly heard enough of the conversation. Her hips swayed in that sensual way, awakening his senses.

Ayla stepped slightly aside, lowering her head in acknowledgment.

Trina stopped a few steps in front of them.

“The Queen will introduce you formally,” she said. “To the population.”

Andrew crossed his arms slightly, trying to ground himself and look confident. But it only made him feel out of place and stupid, so he quickly dropped his arms again. “Okay,” he said.

Trina held his gaze. “And after that, the ritual will take place.”

There was a weight to the word that didn’t sit right with him. Andrew exhaled, a faint edge creeping into his voice. “And what does that involve?”

For a moment, Trina said nothing. Then her expression shifted, and her eyes lit up. 

A smile curved at her lips. “The first impregnation,” she said.


Chapter 9


Andrew hadn’t wanted to leave Ayla. 

The feeling surprised him, but when the higher sisters came for him, something in him resisted. 

The temple, the ritual, everything that had been building toward this moment suddenly felt very real. This were moving at a rapid pace, and somehow Ayla felt like someone he could hold onto, and feel safe with. He didn’t want to lose that. 

“Ayla can come with us, right?” he had asked.

Ayla had shaken her head. “I am not permitted. Only the higher sisters may attend.”

That had been the end of it.

Now, he followed Trina toward a large wooden building wedged between two giant trees. It didn’t seem out of the ordinary, and at first, he wondered if it even was the temple. 

But once he had entered and the doors closed behind them with a deep, echoing sound, he was no longer in doubt. 

Andrew slowed as his eyes adjusted to the dim, glowing light. The space was vast—larger than the throne room, yet quieter, more contained. 

He was brought to a small chamber located to the side. The room had a large cushion on the floor, and not much more.

“Please wait here,” Trina had said. “I will come for you when the time comes.” She gestured to her side. “Refreshments are over there.”

Andrew had only now noticed a small table, which had a bowl with what looked like fruit, and a wooden flask with he guessed water.

Trina had left without another word.

Andrew had sighed and dropped himself onto the cushion. “And now we wait,” he had said out loud. He sat for a bit, then took the flask to drink. It was indeed water.

Afterward, he went back to cushion, and sat down again. He wondered how long he was supposed to wait.

He lost himself in thought, and decided to close his eyes. Just for a bit.

“Wake up,” a voice said as he felt a hand on his shoulder, gently shaking him.

Andrew opened his eyes, finding a beautiful face staring back at him. It was Trina. Her long brown hair was hidden under a white hood. 

He frowned as he rubbed his face, trying to get rid of the drowsiness. “Jeez, sorry—how long was I out?”

“A couple of hours,” Trina said. “I hope you had a good rest. The cushion is very comfortable.”

Andrew grinned at her remark. From what he had heard Trina say so far, it sounded very unlike her. “It sure is,” he said with a grin.

“Come,” she said, and slowly pulled his arm.

Andrew stood up and took her in. 

Her white hood was connected to a white robe, that covered her entire body, with only her face bare. He couldn’t help but noticed her nipples shining through the fabric, showing the robe wasn’t as thick as he initially thought.

“They are waiting,” she said. She held his gaze, the seriousness he found so unmistakably hers back in her eyes. “Are you ready?”

Andrew shrugged. “As ready as I’ll ever be,” he said.

Trina smiled, then lay her hand on his cheek. 

Andrew was surprised by the sudden gesture, which was warm and affectionate. 

Trina let out a breath. “You are the one,” she said. “I hope to be one of the selected to receive your seed.”

Andrew’s heart raced in his chest. “I—I’d be honored,” he stammered, feeling dumb the moment he’d said it.

Trina smiled again. “No, I’d be.” She took back her hand. “If it’s the gods will,” she then said, and turned around. “Now, follow me.”

And just like that, the moment had gone. Andrew was still stunned by this whole new side of Trina. 

This hadn’t been the stoic woman that had escorted him all throughout the city, bound by her duty.

No, this had been the woman hidden behind the facade, behind the role she performed.

It had been a hint of warm intimacy that she had within her. She had already intrigued him before—and made him cum twice—but now that he’d seen a glimpse of this other, more personal side, he wanted more.

Her hand had left a warm afterglow on his cheek. “Oh gods, be kind indeed,” he whispered under his breath. 

Calming his mind, he followed her out of the small room. She guided him to two large doors, and pushed them open. It led into a large hall.

Andrew’s mouth nearly fell open as he gazed around.

The air felt heavier, and indeed somehow more sacred. Crystals lined the walls, embedded into the wood and stone in intricate patterns, casting a soft, radiant glow that filled the chamber with shifting light.

High above, an opening in the ceiling allowed sunlight to pour in. A single beam cut down through the space like a pillar, catching drifting dust and faint mist as it descended. The combination of crystal light and the bright beam from above gave the room an almost unreal quality. Spiritual, magical.

Andrew’s footsteps echoed softly as Trina guided him forward, deeper into the chamber. As he moved further in, he began to see them.

Women. Dozens of them.

They stood in a wide circle around the center of the room, forming a silent perimeter. Each wore a similar flowing white robe, their bodies mostly concealed, their faces hidden beneath lowered hoods. The fabric shifted gently with the faint movement of air, giving them an almost ghostlike stillness despite their presence.

Andrew slowed, his gaze moving from one figure to the next, trying to take it all in. 

Trina continued guiding him until they reached the exact center of the chamber, where she finally stopped.

The silence deepened around them. Andrew could feel the women’s presence coming in from all sides.

Then Trina moved behind him.

Her hands were calm as they reached for him, and Andrew tensed instinctively. “Hey—” he started, but the word faded almost immediately.

His clothes were removed piece by piece until he stood exposed in the center of the chamber.

The air brushed against his skin, cooler now, sharper in contrast to the warmth from the little chamber. 

Even without direct eye contact, he could feel the attention of the women around him. It settled over him, heavy and undeniable.

The circle began to move.

They went slowly at first, then with quiet coordination, the women stepped forward. Their movements were synchronized, their robes shifting softly as they closed in around him. They circled him in a steady rhythm.

There were so many of them. Forty. Maybe fifty.

Were these the ones he would have to impregnate? The thought gave him goosebumps and a jolt of arousal.

Andrew turned his head slightly, trying to follow their motion, but it was impossible to focus on any single one for long. They moved as a whole, a unified presence that made the space feel smaller.

Then one of them stepped forward.

She raised her hands and lowered her hood.

Andrew’s breath caught. It was Queen Echophyna.

She stepped into the beam of light, her gaze settling on him. As she moved, the robe shifted just enough for him to notice that she wore nothing beneath it. 

His pulse rose.

The Queen lifted her chin slightly and turned toward the others, her voice carrying through the chamber with calm authority as she began to speak. 

Andrew barely registered the words. His focus kept shifting between her, the other women, and the weight of everything about to happen.

Then the movement changed. The circle broke.

The women stepped back in perfect unison, parting away from the center and opening the space around him. What had been hidden was now revealed.

At the heart of the chamber lay a large, circular cushion which seemed more like a low bed than anything else. It was layered with soft materials.

Andrew hesitated for a fraction of a second. Then he felt Trina’s hand press lightly against his back: a silent instruction to step forward. 

He obeyed.

The surface beneath his feet softened as he approached, then gave slightly as he lowered himself onto the cushion. He sat down, the unfamiliar texture beneath him grounding him just enough to keep from completely losing himself in the moment.

The women remained parted, forming a clear path through the chamber.

Andrew followed that path with his eyes.

And then he saw her.

A figure stepped forward from the far side of the room. A young woman emerged into the light, her movements slow as she approached. Dark hair framed her face, falling over her shoulders as she walked.

Andrew’s heart was now banging in his chest.

She was completely naked, her breasts full and attractive, her hips wide and inviting. Her gaze was fixed on him, unwavering in her approach.

As she got closer, he noticed how her eyes sparkled.

Andrew swallowed as she drew closer, his pulse rising even further, the reality of the situation finally settling in.

This is really happening.

His gaze briefly left the girl approaching him, and he now realized all the other women had dropped their robes and were naked. They stood there, their bare bodies half-hidden in shadows, and magical in the ambient glow of the crystals.

A soft touch on the top of his head brought his gaze back forward. The girl was now standing in front of him, her pubic hair only inches away from his face. He swallowed as the scent of her skin and arousal hit him.

He was rock hard in seconds.

The woman lowered herself to his eye level, and he was speechless as the tip of her nose touched his. He got lost in her crystal-green eyes.

The woman smiled, her lips slightly quivering. 

For a second, he was wondering what to do—even though it seemed obvious—and froze up. 

But he didn’t have to think. To his surprise, the woman took the lead, gently guiding him onto his back. He lay down on the soft, cushion-like bedrest and breathed out deeply.

Butterflies exploded in his stomach as she mounted him, bringing his tip between her legs, rubbing it through her soft pubic hair. 

The woman leaned forward, her breath warm against his lips as she hovered above him, her green eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made the rest of the chamber blur. 

She didn’t speak, but she didn’t need to. Her body did the talking as she lowered herself further, guiding the swollen head of his cock through the soft, damp curls of her pubic hair until it nestled against the wet warmth of her entrance.

Andrew’s hands found her hips instinctively, fingers digging into the generous curve of flesh as she sank down.

A groan escaped him when her tight walls stretched around his shaft, enveloping him slowly. 

She was soaking wet already, her arousal coating him as she took him deeper, her inner muscles fluttering and clenching in rhythmic welcome.

“Oh… fuck,” he whispered, the word raw in the sacred quiet.

She smiled again, that same trembling curve of her lips, and began to move. Not fast nor frantic, but a slow, rolling grind of her hips that dragged against the base of his shaft with every downward stroke. 

Her full breasts swayed gently above him, nipples hardened that brushed his chest as she leaned forward.

The circle of women watched in silence, their naked bodies glowing softly in the crystal light.

The air grew thicker with the scent of feminine arousal, mixing with the faint herbal incense that drifted through the chamber.

Andrew’s gaze flicked briefly to the Queen. She stood closest now, her own robe discarded, her body bare and glistening with a light sheen of sweat. 

Her eyes burned as she watched the young woman ride him.

The girl above him quickened her pace, her breathing turning into soft, needy whimpers. She planted her hands on his chest for leverage and began bouncing properly, the wet sounds of their joining echoing softly in the vast space. 

Each time she slammed down, her ass rippled against his thighs, her pussy gripping him.

Andrew began thrusting up to meet her, unable to remain passive any longer. His hands slid up her waist, cupping her heavy breasts, thumbs on her nipples until she gasped and arched her back. 

The angle changed, letting him sink even deeper, the head of his cock kissing her cervix with every powerful stroke.

“Yes…” she finally breathed, the first word he’d heard from her, husky and trembling. “Fill me… give me your seed…”

The words sent a spike of raw lust through him. He sat up suddenly, wrapping one arm around her back to hold her close while the other gripped her ass. 

Their mouths crashed together in a hungry kiss with tongues sliding as he drove into her from below with short, deep thrusts.

Her moans grew louder, unrestrained now, echoing through the temple. 

Around them, the watching sisters began to echo those sounds, soft gasps and sighs rippling through the circle as they looked on in pleasure.

The girl’s inner walls started to flutter wildly around him, her body tensing as her climax built. She broke the kiss to bury her face against his neck, panting hotly against his skin.

He slammed up into her harder, grinding into her with every thrust. 

She shattered with a sharp cry, her pussy clamping down around him in powerful, rhythmic spasms. Her juices flooded over his shaft as she trembled violently in his arms, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Andrew kept going, feeling his own climax approaching fast.

With a deep moan, he pushed himself as deep as he could and came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum deep inside of her. 

He held her tightly against him as he emptied himself, wave after wave of ecstasy shocking through his system. He kept grinding into her until his balls ached and he had filled her up.

They stayed locked together, panting, hearts hammering in sync. She lifted her head just enough to look at him again, those crystal green eyes soft and glowing.

Around them, the sisters began to hum—a low, harmonious sound that vibrated through the chamber like a blessing.

The Queen stepped closer, her voice soft but carrying easily. “The first offering is accepted.” 

The women cheered in unison, startling Andrew. The hugged each other, overjoyed. 

The Queen smiled as she leaned in. “Rest now. There are many more who await your gift.”

The young woman kissed him once more, slow and lingering, before carefully lifting herself off him. A thick trickle of his cum leaked from her pussy as she stood. 

She wiped her finger under it and pressed the semen upward, pushing it back into her pussy. 

She smiled down at him, flushed and radiant, then stepped back into the circle.

Andrew lay back on the cushion, chest heaving, his cock still half-hard and glistening with their combined fluids. 

He looked up at the beam of light cutting through the mist above him and let out a shaky laugh.

This was really happening. 

Holy shit.

And it had all only just begun.


Chapter 10


Andrew felt at peace after the ritual. 

Of course having had sex after so long was a part of that, having finally killed the silent ache he’d had for so long.

But it was also because everything inside Andrew had calmed down. The intensity, the pressure, the overwhelming weight of the moment; it had all burned through him.

What was now left behind was a strange mix of exhaustion and energy. He barely registered the walk as he was led away moments later.

Who was that girl? What was her name?

Her face, filled with ecstasy, flashed through his mind. She had been so beautiful, so tender… Yet he knew nothing about her.

As the heat and excitement of the moment has faded, and his feeling were now more grounded, that didn’t sit right with him. 

Before long, he found himself back at the baths. The same stone beneath his feet. The same rising steam. The same soft glow of crystals embedded in the rock. 

Two women, different from Esna and Magda, guided him into the water. They washed him thoroughly, just as before, their touch steady and routine. This time, he didn’t tense. He didn’t question it. He simply let it happen.

The warmth of the water seeped into him, easing the lingering tension in his muscles, grounding him back in physical reality after everything in the temple had felt so surreal.

As they worked, his eyes drifted around the space.

Ayla wasn’t there.

A small, unexpected disappointment settled in his chest. He hadn’t realized how much he had been hoping to see her.

The women finished, and he stepped out, drying himself in silence. No one spoke.

Soon after, he was escorted away by a few higher sisters he didn’t know. But as he rose out of the rock formation in the large woven basket, Trina was waiting.

Seeing her, made him feel better. She didn’t say anything as she took over from the other sister, but as their eyes met, he caught a trace of a smile.

He remembered her words, the moment they’d had before the ritual, and he was overwhelmed by a sudden energy. The way she had felt honored, how she had wanted to be with him.

He moved through the city with that new awareness. The exhaustion was still there, but underneath it, something else had now taken root. A quiet confidence. A sense of purpose, maybe? Or something close to it.

Trina led the way, as always.

Feeling a spark of confidence, he picked up the pace to walk closer to her. “So,” he said, “how did I do?” 

She glanced over her shoulder. “Fine,” she said.

“Just fine?”

Trina kept her eyes forward this time. “Very fine.”

“Thank you,” he said. 

She kept silent. It seemed like that moment they’d had in the temple was a distant memory.

Andrew would love to learn more about her, but she kept herself so damn uptight. Maybe that intimate instant they’d shared had been just a figment of his imagination? 

He wanted to ask her something more, just to try to get a conversation going, but they arrived at that destination.

To his joy, it was Ayla’s house.

And when the door opened, she was there. Relief surged through him. 

Ayla stood near the table, turning as he entered. The moment she saw him, her expression softened, a small smile forming.

Trina didn’t say anything, but gave Ayla a simple look. Then she left without even giving Andrew a second look.

Andrew sighed, but decided to let it go for now. 

Ayla stepped closer, her smile still there, but there was a distance behind it now. A restraint that hadn’t been there before.

Andrew noticed immediately. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

She shook her head lightly. “Nothing.”

That wasn’t true. He took a step closer. “Come on,” he said. “Something’s off.”

Ayla hesitated, then looked away briefly before meeting his eyes again. “After tonight,” she said quietly. “You will no longer be staying here.”

Andrew felt his stomach drop.

Fuck.

“Wasn’t it the will of the gods?” he said. “That I stay here.”

Ayla nodded. “You have recovered and performed without any issues during the ritual. You will be moved there tomorrow.”

The words were like a gut punch. “There?” he asked.

“The chambers.”

“But you will still be able to see me?” he asked. “Right?”The question came out more direct than he intended. 

Ayla smiled softly again. “If the gods allow it.”

Andrew frowned slightly. “That’s not really an answer.”

Her smile didn’t fade. “It is the best one I can give.”

He let out a quiet breath, not satisfied, but not pushing further either. Instead, he nodded toward the table and decided to change the subject. “You made food?”He cringed at how it blurted out.

“Yes,” she said. “You must be hungry. Please, eat.”

They sat down together.

The meal was warm, familiar in the way last night’s had been, but the atmosphere was different. The easy curiosity, the light exchanges—they were gone now. What remained was heavier.

They ate mostly in silence.

Andrew found himself glancing at her more than once, wanting to say something, to ask something—anything—but not knowing where to start.

There was so much he didn’t know about her. About this place. About everything.

He wanted to ask about her life. What she liked. What she didn’t. What she did during the day, what made her laugh, what made her quiet. Hell, even what her favorite color was.

But what was the point? He was leaving.

Tomorrow, he would be moved somewhere else. Somewhere more important, more central to the role they had chosen for him.

This with Ayla—whatever this was—felt like it was already over before it had even had the chance to get started.

Andrew leaned back slightly, exhaling through his nose.

It was strange. He realized his body felt different. After everything that had happened with the ritual and all the attention, he felt stronger.

Invincible, almost. It was something under his skin. His spirit? His soul? He didn’t know.

And yet, at the same time… There was a quiet weight sitting in his chest. 

He looked at Ayla, who had her eyes on her plate.

For the first time since arriving here, something felt like it was slipping away.

Night came in. Before he knew it, it had turned dark out. His sense of time was all over the place.

The candles had been dimmed, and the crystals cast their soft glow across the wooden walls. Outside, the distant rhythm of drums and faint singing carried through the trees, blending into the warm night air in a way that felt hypnotic.

Andrew lay on his back, staring up at the ceiling, listening to the faint music in the distance.

One day I want to see who is playing those drums… 

Sleep wouldn’t come, so it was one of the random thoughts that popped up in his head.

His body was exhausted, but his mind refused to slow down. The events of the day replayed themselves in fragments—the temple, the ritual, the Queen’s words, the planned move to the chambers.

He exhaled and shifted slightly.

Beside him, Ayla lay still. She was close enough that he could feel her warmth, but their bodies weren’t touching. 

That small distance between them felt louder than anything else in the room. He became aware of every detail: the quiet rhythm of her breathing, the faint scent of her skin, the presence of her being just within reach.

So close, and yet so far.

His eyes drifted toward her. She wasn’t asleep. He could tell.

Andrew hesitated for a moment, then slowly reached out. His fingertips brushed lightly against her hip, the warmth of her skin immediate. He let them rest there briefly before moving just slightly, tracing a small, uncertain line across her side.

Ayla’s breath changed. Not dramatically, but enough for him to notice his touch affected her.

He wanted to be closer, to close the gap between them, to feel more than just that fleeting contact. 

He shifted toward her.

“Don’t,” she said, softly but unsteady.

Her voice stopped him. There was something in it he hadn’t heard before: 

something that made him freeze. “Sorry,” he said quietly, pulling his hand back. 

Ayla didn’t move away. “It’s okay,” she said after a moment. But it didn’t sound like it was.

Andrew stared back up at the ceiling, exhaling slowly through his nose. He looked at her again. “You alright?” he asked.

She didn’t answer.

He swallowed, then spoke again, more quietly this time. “I hope I can still see you,” he said. “After tomorrow. When I move to the chambers.”

For a moment, he thought she might not respond at all. Then her voice came. “The Queen has forbidden it.”

Andrew turned his head toward her again. “What?”

Ayla shifted slightly, still facing away from him. “Us being together intimately. I am not one of the selected ones,” she said. “I am not allowed to be with you.”

Andrew let out a quiet breath, frustration rising in his body. “Of course she did,” he muttered.

The Queen, her rules, her control over everything.

“That’s messed up,” he added under his breath.

Ayla didn’t respond at first, then said: “It’s the will of the gods.”

His frustration overboiled by those words. “No—It’s the will of the Queen.”

Ayla stayed silent.

Andrew hesitated, then spoke more carefully. “I’m sorry. There’s just a lot going on right now. It’s a bit too much.”

She remained silent, but after a few seconds, she placed her hand on his arm. 

He relaxed, happy to receive a sign of affection back. It filled him with comfort.

They stayed like that for a few moments. Then, Andrew decided to ask. “Can I at least hold you?”

There was a brief pause.

Then, quietly, “Yes.”

That was all he needed.

Andrew turned toward her, closing the distance between them. His arm moved around her, pulling her gently closer. She didn’t resist. If anything, she leaned into him, her body fitting naturally against his.

Warm. Soft.

He rested his hand lightly against her side, careful not to push further, simply holding her.

Ayla relaxed gradually, her breathing evening out again as she settled against him, her head near his chest.

Andrew closed his eyes.

Her scent filled his senses. Everything else faded into the background, at least for now.

For the first time in a while, his mind began to quiet.

And eventually, he fell asleep.


Chapter 11


Andrew woke to voices. They were soft at first, distant enough that they blended into the fading remnants of sleep. Then clearer. Closer.

His eyes opened slowly.

The room was dim, the crystals barely glowing, the first hint of dawn not yet visible through the window. For a moment, he didn’t move, his mind still caught somewhere between sleep and reality.

Then the voices sharpened. “…he needs to come now.”

Andrew blinked and pushed himself up onto his elbows.

Three unknown higher sisters stood inside the room.

That sight woke him fully. “What—” he started, his voice rough, “what’s going on?”

They didn’t waste time. “You need to get dressed,” one of them said.

Andrew frowned, still disoriented, and instinctively glanced to his side.

The space next to him was empty. Ayla wasn’t there.

His eyes shifted toward the doorway. She stood there, already awake, already dressed. She didn’t look at him at first.

Andrew felt that same quiet weight from the night before returning. “Uh, okay,” he muttered, swinging his legs off the bed.

He didn’t have much time to think. He reached for the only thing available, quickly pulling on his boxers.

“That’ll do,” one of the sisters said.

Andrew chuckled. “That’ll—seriously?”

“Come,” she replied.

“Why so early?” Andrew asked as he stepped toward them.

The sisters exchanged a glance. “Word has spread,” one of them said.

Andrew frowned. “Word of what?”

“The ritual.”

“And why does that matter right now?” he asked.

The sister closest to him studied him for a moment, then spoke. “Do you realize,” she said, “that most women here have only ever dreamed of what you are? What you have?”

Andrew hesitated. “Uhm, my seed?”

Her expression didn’t change. “Your cock.”

Andrew pulled up his eyebrows. “Oh, that.”

“They have heard the stories and imagined it,” she continued. “And now, there is a man among us who has given one of our own the highest form of pleasure.”

Andrew stared at her, the words taking a second to fully land.

“Some will not be able to restrain themselves,” she added. “They want to experience the same.”

The meaning clicked then. “Oh.” A brief pause. “…Oh.”

Another sister stepped forward slightly. “They will come here,” she said. “They will seek you out.”

Andrew let out a short breath, glancing instinctively toward Ayla.

She stared at him blankly, her mind seemingly elsewhere.

“You need to be moved to the chambers now,” the first sister said. “Before this place is overwhelmed.”

Andrew rubbed his face, the last traces of sleep completely gone now. “That fast, huh?”

“Yes.”

He looked once more toward Ayla.

For a brief moment, their eyes met.

Then the moment passed.

“Alright,” he muttered, stepping forward. “Guess I don’t really have a choice.”

“You do not,” the sister replied. “Now, come.”

Andrew took a second, then stepped toward Ayla. 

Her face softened as he stood in front of her; a trace of something sweet in her eyes.

“Thank you,” he said. “For, well, everything.”

Ayla gave a nod.

He took a step closer. She didn’t move, accepting him close to her.

His lips had turned dry. “I will be seeing you.”

Ayla smiled at that. He noticed how she tried to suppress it, but couldn’t. It was natural and warm. She locked eyes with him. “If the gods will it so.”

Andrew felt a surge of confidence. “Oh, they will,” he said. “I’ll make it so.”

She frowned at that, but there was slight amusement on her face, and he could see the twinkle in her eyes.

He almost kissed her, but held back just at the last moment. The higher sisters were watching and the Queen had forbidden intimacy between them. He didn’t want to get her in trouble. 

While keeping his gaze locked with hers, he briefly touched her hand, igniting a spark between them.

Ayla gasped softly. 

Then Andrew stepped backward, and followed the sisters out into the early morning, leaving Ayla’s quarters behind before the rest of the city could catch up to him.


Chapter 12


Andrew hadn’t expected to go higher.

When the sisters led him away from Ayla’s quarters, he assumed they would take him deeper into the city, somewhere more central. Instead, the paths narrowed, then curved upward, winding around the massive trunk of one of the oldest trees he had seen since arriving.

The air grew thinner and cooler. And the surroundings grew quieter.

By the time they reached a platform, Andrew slowed on his own.

A basket waited there. It looked similar to the one used for the baths, but larger, reinforced with thicker ropes and heavier wooden supports. It hung at the edge of the platform, suspended over open space, swaying gently in the early morning breeze.

Andrew stared at it, then at the drop below.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered.

One of the higher sisters stepped inside. Another gestured for him to follow.

“This leads to the chambers,” she said.

Andrew glanced past them, instinctively looking for any other way up. There wasn’t one. “Right,” he said as he stepped inside. 

The moment all of them were in, the mechanism engaged. The ropes tightened, and the basket began to rise.

Andrew felt the shift in his stomach as the floor beneath him moved upward, the platform below pulling away with every passing second. The city shrank beneath them, the layered walkways and structures becoming smaller, less defined as they ascended through the upper canopy.

He forced himself not to grip the sides this time. Barely.

“This is how you keep people out, I’m guessing,” he said, glancing at the sister nearest to him.

She stared at him for a moment. “Only those permitted may reach the chambers.”

Andrew let out a quiet breath and looked forward again.

The ascent continued, the branches thinning as more light broke through. Wind moved more freely here, brushing against his skin, carrying the scent of leaves and fresh air.

The basket slowed. The ropes slackened when it stopped.

They had arrived.

Andrew stepped out carefully, his bare feet meeting smooth wood once more. For a second, he didn’t move, his body still adjusting to the height, to the sense of open space around him. Being in only his boxers, he did feel a bit cold, and a chill went through him.

Then he looked up. The entrance was unlike anything else in the city.

It wasn’t a doorway in the traditional sense. The structure here was more enclosed than what he had seen before—carved deep into the gigantic tree trunk, the opening framed by thick, curved wood that formed a natural arch. Soft, layered fabric hung from above, partially shielding the interior, swaying gently in the wind.

It felt private and secluded. Deliberately removed from everywhere else.

“This is the only way in?” Andrew asked.

“Yes,” the nearest sister said as she walked on.

Andrew nodded slowly, and stepped inside.

For a brief moment, the space narrowed, enclosing him in warm, filtered light as he passed through the carved interior. The air shifted, as if the tree was holding the space within.

And then, all opened up.

Andrew stopped and stared, his breath catching in his chest.

The space stretched out before him, vast and breathtaking in a way he hadn’t prepared for. The enclosed entrance gave way to an open terrace carved into the tree itself, extending outward into nothing but sky and forest.

Sunlight flooded the space, warm and golden now, spilling across polished wood and soft fabrics arranged in wide, inviting shapes. Low beds and cushioned platforms were spread throughout, layered with textiles that looked both handcrafted and comfortable.

Greenery wove through everything. Vines curled along the edges of the structure, flowering plants adding subtle color. A narrow stream ran along one side, its gentle movement catching the light as it flowed.

And beyond it all was the almighty view.

Endless forest stretched in every direction, a sea of green rolling beneath them. Mist lingered in the distance, drifting slowly through the valleys, while birds moved through the open air at eye level, gliding effortlessly between branches.

Andrew took a step forward without realizing it. “Wow,” he said quietly.

“You will stay here,” one of the sisters said. “The main caretaker will meet us in a moment and show you to your private quarters.”

Andrew let out a slow breath, his gaze still fixed on the horizon. “Yeah,” he replied.

He turned back toward them, about to ask something—but movement caught his attention.

From within the space, a woman approached.

She stepped into view slowly, her posture straight but not rigid, her movements careful, as if she was aware of every step she took. Her eyes found him almost immediately, and Andrew felt something shift again.

She stopped a few steps away, studying him openly. She was clearly a bit older, maybe early forties, though it was hard to tell. Her white robes seemed to shine in the sunlight.

Andrew straightened slightly without thinking, suddenly aware of himself again—of where he was, of what this place meant.

The sisters stepped back, their presence fading into the edges of the space.

He expected them to take a stand behind him, but when he glanced over his shoulder, he noticed they had left.

It was just him and the woman.

She had her hands together, fingers woven into one another, and a faint smile rested on her lips. He now noticed strands of grey in her dark hair, further revealing her age.

“Andrew,” she said, her voice soft. “I have been expecting you.”

Andrew gave a nod. “That seems the theme around here with me.”

The woman let out a soft laugh. “Have been hearing that a lot lately?”

“Oh, only every hour or so,” Andrew said, surprised at the easy-going answer.

The woman’s smile deepened just slightly, as if she appreciated the response. “My name is Valeria,” she said. “I am the caretaker of these chambers. Everything you will need, every arrangement, every requirement, will pass through me.”

Andrew nodded slowly, glancing around once more before returning his attention to her. “So you’re in charge here?”

Valeria tilted her head a fraction. “You could say that.”

There was something about the way she carried herself. Not as imposing as the Queen, not as sharp as Trina; but controlled. Confident in a quieter way.

“Come,” she said, turning. “I will show you your quarters.”

Andrew followed.

They moved deeper into the chambers, though “deeper” felt like the wrong word. Nothing here felt enclosed. The space flowed rather than divided, sections naturally forming through shifts in elevation, curtains, and placement rather than walls.

As they walked, Andrew noticed more details. Low tables with carved patterns. Cushions arranged in deliberate groupings. Beds placed to face outward, toward the endless view. More streams winding through the structure, their soft sound constant and calming.

Everything felt like it was designed not just for use—but for experience.

“This place looks old,” Andrew mumbled.

“Oh, it is,” Valeria said as she walked onward. “It was already several hundreds of years old when our civilization moved in and made it our home.”

Andrew studied her as she walked. “And when was that exactly?”

Valeria shrugged. “Also hundreds of years ago.”

“And it has always been like this? Just, uhm, women?”

Valeria shook her head. “No. Not at first. It just became that way with time.”

Andrew frowned, wanting to ask her in more details, but she spoke before him.

“You will not always be at your private quarters,” Valeria said as they walked. “Much of your time will be spent in the main chambers. But when rest is required, you will return here.”

Andrew glanced at her. “Rest, huh?”

“It will be necessary,” she replied calmly.

Andrew huffed a quiet breath. “I’m starting to get that.”

They turned down a slightly narrower passage, partially shielded by hanging fabric that moved softly as they passed. The light shifted again, becoming a little more subdued, more personal.

Valeria stopped. “This is yours.”

Andrew stepped past her.

The space wasn’t large, but it didn’t need to be.

It opened outward immediately, like everything else here, giving way to a wide, unobstructed view of the forest below. The same endless canopy stretched into the distance, though from this angle it felt quieter, and indeed more secluded.

The room itself was simple, but carefully arranged.

A low bed, wide and layered with soft fabrics, positioned to face the open air. A small seating area with cushions placed near the edge. A carved wooden table with a few simple items set upon it. Light curtains framed the space, able to close if needed, but currently left open to the morning breeze.

Andrew stepped further inside, taking it in. “Okay,” he said quietly. “This is actually really nice.”

Valeria watched him, her expression steady. “It is meant to restore you,” she said. “So I’m glad it meets your liking.”

Andrew glanced back at her. “Yeah.”

He moved toward the edge, stopping just short of it, looking out over the forest again. The height still made his stomach shift slightly, but less than before. He was starting to get used to it. Or at least telling himself he was.

Behind him, Valeria spoke again. “The Queen will visit you shortly.”

Andrew turned, surprised. He had expected her to come, just not that soon. “Already?”

“Yes.”

Nothing here seemed to wait.

Andrew nodded. “Good to know,” he said simply.

Valeria inclined her head slightly. “You may take a moment,” she said. “Get yourself ready.”

She stepped back toward the entrance. “I will return when she arrives.”

“Uhm,” Andrew started, and Valeria turned around. Andrew looked down at his boxers. “Do you happen to have any more clothes? I left in kind of a hurry.”

The woman smiled. “There’s no real need for that. There is a blanket if you feel cold.” Andrew tried to speak, but she continued, “Besides, the Queen prefers you without much on.”

That silenced him.

And just like that, she was gone.

Andrew stood alone. The quiet was broken only by the distant wind and the soft movement of the trees far below.

“What the hell is my life right now,” he muttered under his breath, looking upward at the ceiling of wood and roots.

His gaze drifted back outward, across the endless green horizon.

Ayla crossed his mind. The thought came uninvited. He frowned slightly, pushing it down.

Not now.

He straightened, rolling his shoulders once, trying to shake off the lingering weight in his chest.

The Queen was coming.

He sat down on the bed and was surprised by its comfort. He tapped the surface. He’d probably sleep well here.

His mind wandered, and for the first time he thought about what he had left behind. He stared into the distance and felt… not much.

He didn’t have many friends. He had a dead-end desk job with colleagues he disliked.

He lay down, his hands behind his head, taking in the fresh air of this strange world.

He let his head fall to the side and stared at the view again.

Then he realized it.

He sat up, then got to his feet, staring out into the distance.

The forest stretched out endlessly. This wasn’t the size the woods he had entered to find the gold were supposed to be. At this height, he should at least be able to see the edge of it… or a city far off in the distance.

This doesn’t make any sense.

It was like he was in a completely different world.

His heart started beating faster.

Could it be?

“Are you ready?” a sudden voice behind him said, making him jump.

“Jesus!” he exclaimed, turning to find Valeria in the doorway.

She raised an eyebrow slightly. “My apologies,” she said dryly. “The Queen has arrived.”

“That was fast.”

Valeria had a twinkle in her eyes. “Our Highness knows what she wants.” She gestured for him to follow. “Follow me, Seed Bringer.”

Andrew sighed. “Look, stop right there for a moment,” he said.

Valeria paused, looking at him curiously.

Andrew gave a small chuckle. “I think we’re going to be spending a lot of time together, so can you do me one favor?”

Valeria remained silent, waiting.

Andrew placed a hand on his chest. “My name is Andrew. Please call me Andrew.”

Valeria smiled. “But of course, Andrew.”

The way she let his name roll off her tongue sent a small jolt through him.

He followed her out of his quarters.

As he followed his caretaker, his thoughts were still circling the same realization—that this place might not even belong to the world he had come from. 

The idea lingered, unsettling in a quiet way, as Valeria guided him through the open spaces of the chambers.

They stopped in a quieter section of the terrace, partially framed by long, flowing curtains that moved with the wind. Sunlight streamed through them in soft layers, shifting with every breeze and casting faint patterns across the wooden floor.

Valeria stepped aside, her role in the moment complete, and allowed the space to open.

For a brief moment, nothing happened. The breeze moved the curtains, the distant forest whispered below, and the light continued its slow shift across the terrace. Then the fabric stirred, and the Queen stepped through.

The light seemed to follow her movement, catching along the edges of her form, the soft fabric she wore revealing just enough to draw his attention.

He recalled her naked body from the ritual and swallowed a lump in his dry throat.

Andrew felt it again—that same pressure he had noticed before, that awareness that made it impossible to fully relax in her presence. The difference now was the distance. There was none. No audience, no separation to shield him from it.

“Andrew,” she said, her voice calm, almost warm.

His name sounded different when she spoke it. He shifted slightly, unsure whether to stand more formally or remain as he was.

“Your Highness,” he replied, settling on the safest option he could think of.

A faint smile touched her lips as she approached, her gaze lingering on him before drifting briefly across the space, as if confirming everything was as it should be.

“I take it you have settled in?” she said.

Andrew followed her glance for a moment before returning his attention to her. “Not really,” he said, exhaling lightly. “I just got here.”

She nodded slowly as she started to walk around him, her body close. “Valeria will take good care of you.”

Wanting to say something to keep the conversation going, he said, “I thought this place would feel more like… I don’t know. Somewhere I’d be kept.”

Her eyes returned to him, sharper now, though not unkind. “And does it?” she asked.

Andrew hesitated, considering the question more seriously than he expected to. “No,” he admitted.

“Good,” she said simply.

He thought of what Ayla had said, about the Queen forbidden them to be together. “So, I can just go down to the city whenever I want to?”

She stepped closer, closing the remaining distance between them. Andrew became aware of the warmth of her presence, the way her scent pleasantly penetrated his nose.

“This is not a cage,” she said. “It is a place where you will thrive.”

Andrew held her gaze, searching for something behind her words.

“However,” she added. “The city is very enthusiastic about the ritual, and many women have been practically storming the temple, begging the gods and the higher sisters to choose them to be next.”

Andrew swallowed. “I see,” he said.

“So you might understand it is necessary to keep you here for a while. At least until things settle down.” 

She seemed to detect the insecurity in his gaze. “You will thrive,” she said again. “Don’t you worry.”

Andrew let out a breath through his nose, a slight edge of tension still lingering. “You sound pretty sure of that.”

“I am rarely wrong,” she replied.

He shifted his weight, grounding himself as best he could. Every exchange with her felt like stepping onto unfamiliar ground, where the rules weren’t fully explained but were clearly understood by everyone else.

She gazed downward, her eyes fixating on his crotch. Her fingertips graced his bulge.

“Once Valeria has got you fully moved in, we’ll start bringing the selected ones in,” she said. Her eyes locked with his. “One”—she tapped his bulge—“by one.” Another tap.

“You move quickly,” he said, his voice slightly trembling as the blood started to rush to his cock. “Temple, chambers… all in a day.” 

God I sound stupid.

“It would have been unwise to delay,” she said.

Andrew nodded slowly, absorbing that.“Right,” he said.

Tap. Tap.

She studied him for a moment longer, her attention focused in a way that made his erection form all the faster. “Tell me,” she said, her tone softening just slightly, “how do you feel?”

The question caught him off guard. He glanced away for a second, then back at her, deciding not to overthink it. His cock was now tent-poling his boxers.

“Honestly?” he said.

“Yes.”

He exhaled, then shrugged lightly. “Horny.”

She watched him, her expression amused. Then she stepped closer again, closing the space even further until the distance between them felt almost nonexistent.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “That is what matters.”

She gently pulled his boxers down with one hand, then wrapped her other around his shaft.

Andrew gasped. “Y—your Highness,” he blurted out, feeling like an idiot.

“Yes,” she hissed through her teeth as she moved her hand faster. “I am your Queen.”

Now breathing faster, Andrew let it happen. The pleasure soon started to spread through his body, with the euphoria oozing to his brain.

Then, she slowed down her pace. “You are not resisting,” she noted.

Andrew gave a small, self-aware chuckle. “Would it make a difference if I did?”

She tilted her head slightly, considering him for a brief moment. “No.”

At least she didn’t pretend otherwise. Andrew nodded once. “Figured.”

The queen laughed, low and rich. She picked up the pace again, mercilessly stroking him. His precum spread, making wet sounds as she jerked him.

Then, she suddenly stopped, leaving him right there on the edge.

Andrew winced, curling his toes to keep himself from shooting his load all over her stomach.

“Keep it for the selected ones,” she said.

Then stop jerking me off, Jesus…

She smiled. “You are important to us,” she said, her voice softer now. “More than you understand.”

Andrew swallowed, his focus drawn to his cock, still oozing on the edge. 

Then she leaned in and kissed him.

It was sudden and warm, her lips soft and fully against his. The contact caught him off guard, his body reacting before his mind could catch up. For a brief moment, everything else faded.

The Queen parted her lips slightly, the tip of her tongue brushing against his. Andrew felt the instinct to respond, to lean into it, but just as he began to, she lingered for a fraction of a second longer before pulling away.

“I’ll be visiting you again soon,” she said.

She turned as if to leave.

“Wait!” Andrew said quickly, his voice unsteady, his lips still tingling and the taste of her on his tongue.

The Queen paused and looked back at him. There was something in her gaze, almost otherworldly.

Andrew searched for words, his thoughts scrambling, until the question finally surfaced: the one he should have asked the moment he arrived in this strange place.

“Where are we?” he asked. “Is this still in the US?”

The Queen frowned slightly. “The what?”

A chill ran through him. “The US. The United States of America.”

She studied him for a moment, then shook her head faintly. “I am not aware of such states,” she said. “Only of the sister cities.”

“Sister cities?” Andrew repeated, the words catching in his throat.

The Queen’s expression softened again, her attention drifting over him briefly before returning to his face. “Rest,” she said. “You will need your strength.”

With that, she turned and walked away, disappearing between the flowing curtains as if she had never been there at all.

Andrew wanted to fall to his knees, but he didn’t. His body wouldn’t let him, it was still to wound up from the Queen’s touch.

He gazed out into the distance, the sun climbing higher onto the horizon.

He sighed. “Toto, we’re definitely not in Kansas anymore.”


Chapter 13


Valeria returned not long after the Queen had left.

Andrew was still standing where she had been, staring toward the curtains as if he expected her to step back through them at any moment. 

The kiss, and her grip, lingered in his mind, distracting and disorienting him.

He turned as he heard Valeria approach.

“It is time we discuss your place here,” she said. “And what will be expected of you.”

Andrew straightened slightly. “Okay,” he said. 

Valeria nodded once, and gestured between the curtains. “Follow me.”

He did, and they walked back into the wide chambers, eventually sitting on the side of one of the beds.

It felt kind of awkward and strangely exciting to sit like that with her. It was as if they were about to end up entangled between the soft sheets.

He quickly pushed the thought away. The Queen had recharged his lust.

You’re thinking with your dick. Calm down.

Valeria didn’t waste any time. “You will be cared for,” she began. “Your meals will be prepared for you. Your body will be maintained in optimal condition. You will rest when required and be attended to when needed.”

Andrew folded his arms loosely, listening. “So I’m basically on a very strict wellness program,” he said.

Valeria’s lips curved faintly and she narrowed her eyes. “If that helps you understand it.”

She leaned slightly forward, and Andrew tried to keep his eyes on her face instead of catching a peek below the neck. “But there are rules,” she said.

Andrew nodded. “Rules.”

“You are not to leave the chambers without permission,” she said. “Everything you require will be brought to you. There is no need for you to go elsewhere.”

Andrew’s brow furrowed slightly. “What if I need to get a bath? Aren’t the baths all the way down?”

Valeria didn’t move. “We have a spring here.”

Andrew sucked his teeth. “I see.”

Of course they do.

Valeria continued. “More importantly,” she said, “you are not to waste your strength.”

Andrew kept himself still. “My strength.”

She held his gaze. “You understand what I mean.”

“No, not really,” he said, wondering what she would say.

Still, he let out a small, uncertain breath. “I mean, you’re not allowed to take care of things by yourself.”

He stared at her.

“Any urge you feel,” she went on, “is to be directed through us. You will inform me, and I will arrange for one of the selected women to attend to you.”

Andrew stared at her for a second. “That’s very, uhm, efficient,” he said.

Valeria didn’t react to the tone. “Your role here is not casual,” she said. “It is important. Your seed must not be wasted.”

Andrew shifted his weight. There was something about the way she said it—so calm, so matter-of-fact—that made it feel less like a suggestion and more like a fundamental law of this place.

“So basically,” he said slowly, “if I understand correctly, everything goes through you.”

“Yes.”

“And there’s no exceptions.”

“None.”

Andrew let out a quiet breath, glancing toward the open view before looking back at her. “Well noted,” he said.

Valeria inclined her head slightly. “It will become natural to you.”

He huffed a small laugh. “Yeah, we’ll see.”

“You are valuable here,” she said. “Everything we do is to ensure that you remain so.”

Andrew held her gaze for a moment, then nodded slowly. A gust of wind caressed his skin.

Valeria stood up, then turned slightly, seemingly ready to leave. “You can rest now,” she said. “You will be called when you are needed, later today.”

Andrew watched her. “Valeria,” he said.

She paused, looking back at him.

“Do I get any say in any of this?” he asked.

She considered him for a moment.

Then, calmly: “You already have.” She smiled.

That wasn’t an answer. Or maybe it was.

Andrew watched as she turned and left him alone once more.

The rules were clear now. And for the first time since arriving in this world, he understood just how little control he actually had.


Chapter 14


Andrew sat on the edge of the bed, elbows resting on his knees, staring out at the endless stretch of forest. The wind moved steadily through the canopy, carrying with it a soft rustling that should have been calming.

It wasn’t. Not anymore.

After everything that had happened, the silence felt different. Not peaceful. Not restful. Empty.

“Alright,” he muttered. “Let’s see what this place actually is.”

If he was going to be stuck here, he might as well get to know it.

Andrew stepped into the wider chamber. The light had shifted slightly since he had arrived, the sun now higher, casting stronger shadows across the polished wood and soft fabrics that filled the space.

It was just as beautiful as before. Maybe even more so.

And yet—there was no one there.

He walked slowly, his bare feet making almost no sound against the smooth surface. The terraces stretched out in multiple directions, connected by flowing walkways, open lounges, and carefully arranged resting areas. Beds, cushions, seating spaces… They looked unused.

Andrew frowned as he moved further. “You’d think a place like this would be busy,” he murmured to himself.

Not a single voice. No movement. No presence. Just the wind blowing.

He passed one section, then another. A lounging area overlooking a steep drop into the forest below. A partially enclosed space with curtains swaying gently in the breeze. A shallow stream running along the edge of the structure, its quiet trickle the only constant sound.

He continued walking, deeper into the chambers, curiosity pushing him forward despite the growing sense of unease. The further he went, the more it became clear that this place wasn’t empty by accident.

It was meant to be this way. Controlled and isolated. A place where nothing happened unless it was meant to.

He turned a corner into another open section, slightly more enclosed than the others, framed by thicker curtains and shaded from direct sunlight. The temperature shifted slightly, cooler here, the light softer.

He took another step and stopped. Someone was there.

A woman stood near one of the low beds, her back partially turned as if she had been examining something on the surface. She froze the moment she noticed him, her body going completely still.

Andrew felt the same jolt hit him. “Whoa,” he said instinctively.

She turned quickly, her eyes wide.

Andrew lifted his hands slightly, palms open. “I didn’t—uh—I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

The woman blinked, still clearly caught off guard. “I… I didn’t know you would be walking around,” she said.

Her voice was softer than he expected.

Andrew let out a small breath, lowering his hands. “Yeah, well… I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to.”

They looked at each other again, the tension easing just slightly, though not completely.

Andrew glanced around briefly, then back at her. “Nice to know I’m not completely alone in here.”

She stayed quiet, looking at him with curiosity. 

Andrew stepped forward, extending his hand. “I’m Andrew,” he said.

The woman hesitated for a moment, then took a small step forward. “I know,” she said.

Andrew frowned. “Yeah... What’s your name?”

She held his gaze. “Helena,” she said. 

Andrew let out a quiet breath, glancing away for a second before looking back at her. She was a attractive woman, her auburn hair long and thick.

“Nice to meet you, Helena,” he said. “So, you work with Valeria? Are you her assistant?”

Helena’s eyes suddenly seemed to deepen, and a blush formed on her cheeks. “No,” she said.”

Andrew swallowed as realization hit. “Uhm,” he muttered. “Wh—what are you doing here, then?” 

You know why, you idiot.

Overwhelmed, he’d asked anyway. 

Helena brushed a lock of hair behind her ear as she kept her eyes toward the ground. “I am one of the selected. To receive your”—she locked eyes with him—“seed.”

The timing of eye contact, and her lingering at that very word, sent a rush into his loins, which were still riled up from the Queen.

The word seed hung between them like a spark on dry tinder.

Andrew’s pulse hammered in his throat. He should have stepped back. Should have said something polite, something distant—anything to keep control of this insane new reality. 

But Helena stood there in the soft light of the chamber, auburn hair falling over one shoulder, the thin silk of her gown clinging to the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. 

He thought they had said they wouldn’t bring in women until later? This was way too fast, too sudden. Was the Queen testing him again? To see if he could handle it? Was that why she had turned him on?

The breeze drifting through the open terraces lifted the hem, teasing glimpses of Helena’s smooth thigh.

Her fingers twisted in the fabric at her sides. “The moment they said I had been chosen for the Seed Bringer. I… I couldn’t believe I got to the first one after the ritual.”

Andrew’s cock pushed hard against his boxers. He clenched a fist, trying to steady himself.

“Helena—”

She lifted her chin, those wide, forest-green eyes meeting his with a shy courage that made his chest tighten—and his cock hard.

Then she smiled, and last of his hesitation cracked.

He crossed the space between them in two steps. Helena’s breath caught as he cupped her face with both hands, thumbs brushing her flushed cheeks. 

She was softer than he’d imagined. Warm. Real. 

“Can I?” he asked, voice low and rough.

She nodded quickly, then slower, biting her lower lip. “Please.”

That soft, needy little please snapped something inside him. He kissed her.

It was a hungry kiss. The raw, primal knowledge of exactly why she was here: all of it poured into the kiss. 

Helena whimpered into his mouth, timid at first, then melting against him as she kissed him back with growing eagerness.

The breeze swirled around them, cool against their heated skin. Somewhere behind them, the forest stretched endless and green, sunlight glittering on distant rivers. No one would interrupt. This entire airy, open-air palace existed for this.

Andrew walked her backward until her thighs met the edge of the low, wide bed. He broke the kiss only long enough to peel the silk gown down her shoulders. It fell to the floor, leaving her bare.

Helena’s cheeks burned crimson, but she didn’t cover herself. Her breasts were full and soft, nipples already hard from the open air and his gaze.

A neat little patch of auburn hair crowned her mound. She was breathing fast, thighs pressed together, clearly nervous… and clearly aroused.

He shed his own boxers in impatient tugs. When his cock sprang free she made a soft, startled sound that went straight to his core.

“It’s… even bigger than I imagined,” she whispered, eyes wide.

Andrew’s restraint finally burned away. He guided her down onto the bed, the soft sheets cool beneath them. 

The canopy of leaves and open sky arched overhead, wind rustling the sheer curtains around the terrace. He settled between her thighs, kissing her again, slower this time, tasting her nervousness and her excitement.

His hand slid down her body over the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip, until his fingers found her slick folds. 

Helena gasped sharply as he stroked her, circling her clit with his thumb.

“Ah—!”

He groaned, positioning himself at her entrance. The head of his cock nudged against her, wet with her arousal. He pushed in slowly, savoring the tight heat of her pussy stretching around him.

Helena’s mouth fell open in a silent cry. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, nails biting deliciously, giving him goosebumps.

She was incredibly tight, but so eager she kept trying to pull him deeper.

“Easy,” he rasped, though his own control was fraying fast. “Breathe, Helena. Let me in.” 

She whimpered, legs wrapping around his waist. “More… please, more…”

When he finally bottomed out, buried into her clenching heat, they both moaned and surrendered to each other. 

The wind again swept over their joined bodies, cooling sweat already beading on their skin. Andrew held still for a heartbeat, letting her adjust, letting himself feel her.

Then he began to move.

Long, deep strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in, grinding against her with every thrust. 

Helena’s timid sounds quickly turned into breathless cries of pleasure. Her breasts bounced with each impact. He latched onto one of her nipples, sucking hard, and she arched with a sharp, delighted moan.

The chamber filled with the wet sounds of their movements and their skin meeting. 

Andrew’s earlier hesitation was totally gone. He fucked her like a man who had accepted his role—hard, possessive, relentless. He hooked one of her legs higher, opening her wider, driving deeper. 

Helena’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in continuous pleasure. “Yes—yes—please—!”

“You’re going to take every drop,” he growled against her ear, voice dark with lust. “You want that?”

His own voice surprised him. What the hell did he just say? Something about this whole situation made him feel something he had never felt before. 

She nodded desperately, nails raking down his back. “Please—give me your seed—fill me—!”

The words destroyed what was left of his rhythm. He pounded into her, the bed creaking beneath them, the air carrying their cries out over the treetops. 

Helena came—shuddering around his cock, her pussy spasming so hard it nearly made him cum right then and there.

Andrew followed moments later with a deep moan. He buried himself and held there as his cum flooded her, pulse after pulse, until it was leaking out around his shaft.

They stayed locked together, panting.

Helena’s fingers moved weakly through his hair, her expression soft, unfocused in a way that made her seem almost distant from the world around them.

Andrew kissed her again, softer this time, slower. There was no urgency left in it now, only a quiet kind of closeness that had nothing to do with what had just happened.

He lingered there for a moment, his head resting lightly against hers as their breathing gradually steadied.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low.

Helena’s eyes fluttered open a little more, her gaze finding his. There was warmth there, but something else too, something unknown.

“You alright?” he asked, aware he had pounded her a bit too rough.

She gave a small nod, her lips parting slightly as if she wanted to say more, but no words came.

Andrew smiled faintly. “Yeah… me too,” he said, though he wasn’t entirely sure what she had wanted to say.

He shifted slightly, easing the space between them just enough to look at her properly. Up close like this, she seemed different from before. Less playing a role. More real.

“What’s your name again?” he asked, even though he already knew it. He just wanted to hear her say it.

“Helena,” she said softly.

“Helena,” he repeated, the name rolling easier now. “I’m Andrew. Not ‘Seed Bringer.’ Just… Andrew.”

That earned the faintest hint of a smile from her. “I know,” she said again.

He studied her for a moment, searching for something to hold onto. “So… what do you usually do here? When you’re not—” He stopped himself, exhaling lightly. “You know.”

Her gaze shifted, just slightly. Not away from him, but not fully on him either.

“I serve when I am called,” she said.

That answer landed with a dull weight. Andrew let out a quiet breath. “Right,” he murmured. “Of course.”

He wanted to ask more. Something real. Something about her, not this place, not the role she’d been given. What she liked. What she thought about all this.

But before he could—a sharp sound cut through the moment.

Clap.

Andrew turned his head toward the entrance.

Valeria stood there. Watching.

Helena’s body tensed beneath him, the softness from moments ago disappearing almost instantly.

“It is done,” Valeria said calmly. “Helena, you may leave.”

Helena pulled away from Andrew without hesitation, her movements quick. The warmth that had lingered between them vanished as she rose, gathering herself quietly.

Andrew frowned, still catching up. “Wait—” he started.

Helena didn’t stop. She didn’t even look back.

“Helena,” he said, pushing himself up onto one elbow. “Hey—”

She paused only long enough to give a small, respectful nod toward Valeria, then moved past her and out of the space.

Just like that. Gone.

Andrew stared after her, the silence rushing back in to fill the space she had left behind. “That’s it?” he said, looking toward Valeria.

She stepped further into the room, unfazed. “She has fulfilled her role.”

Andrew let out a short, disbelieving breath. “Yeah, I got that. I just thought—” He stopped himself, shaking his head. “Never mind.”

Valeria watched him for a moment, her expression unreadable. “You will have time to rest,” she said. “Another will be arranged when you are ready.”

Another.

Andrew leaned back slightly, staring up at the open sky beyond the terrace.

The place was just as beautiful as before, the air just as fresh. The view just as endless.

And yet—emptier.

“Yeah,” he muttered quietly. He gritted his teeth as Valeria walked away.

So that was it? He would be brought a girl, they’d fuck, and then they’d just leave?

A sudden determination sparked within him. He shook his head. “No, no, no,” he said. He sat up straight. “It’s not going to be like this,” he told himself as the idea hit him.

He stood beside the bed, still naked, and nodded to himself. He took a deep breath, then yelled at the top of his lungs, “I demand an audience with the Queen!”


Chapter 15


Andrew woke slowly, his body still heavy with sleep.

For a moment, he lay on his back, staring up at the wooden ceiling where thick roots twisted through the structure like veins. 

Morning light shone into the room from the open side, warm against his skin.

It was not a dream.

That thought came easily now. It no longer startled him the way it had before.

He turned his head. The space beside him was empty.

Ayla.

He could almost feel her there—the memory of her warmth, the softness of her presence, the way she had made this strange world feel a little less overwhelming.

He swallowed and looked away.

Andrew pushed himself up slowly, rubbing a hand over his face as the events of the previous day returned in fragments.

He let out a quiet huff.

He could still see the look on Valeria’s face. She had been taken aback, yes, but there had been something else beneath it. Slight amusement? He wasn’t sure, but he had caught it before it had disappeared again.

“You cannot simply call upon the Queen,” she had said.

He had held her gaze. “Then I won’t give my seed to anyone until I can.”

That had changed things. She had studied him, then inclined her head slightly. “I will see what I can do.”

Andrew shook his head faintly. “Get it done,” he muttered under his breath.

He smirked at his own audacity. He closed his eyes again. 

He would demand it of her Highness. He wouldn’t stay here waiting around all alone. No. He would ask for company. Some of the women, if he liked them, would stay. Even after he had done the deed.

I’m not going to be a simple pump and dump machine. 

If he was going to stay here for at least a while, he wanted to have a bit more connection with however ended up in his bed.

A sudden sound caught his attention. At first, it was distant. A faint disturbance beneath the steady sound of wind through the trees. Then it grew, rising from below in a way that felt different from anything he had heard before.

Voices? They sounded excited.

Andrew frowned, turning toward the open side of the room. The sound carried upward through the layers of the city, gaining strength as it climbed.

A horn sounded. It was deep and resonant, and cut through everything else. A moment later, drums followed, their rhythm strong.

Andrew sat up straighter. “What is going on down there…”

The energy was unmistakable now. Cheers. A kind of collective surge that didn’t fit with the world he had seen so far.

Before he could move, footsteps rushed toward his quarters.

Valeria appeared in the entrance. For the first time since he had met her, she didn’t look as calm.

Her eyes were alive with genuine, unfiltered excitement. “It’s incredible,” she said as she stepped inside.

Andrew turned more toward her. “What is?”

She looked at him as if he should already know. “A pregnancy!”

The word landed, but didn’t settle in his mind. “What?” he asked.

“A pregnancy,” she repeated, stepping closer. “Outside of the usual ten-month cycle given by the gods.”

Andrew stared at her, his mind struggling to catch up.

It can’t be…

Valeria didn’t hesitate. “Your seed,” she said. “It has made the miracle come true.”

He shook his head once, then again, more firmly. “That’s not possible,” he said slowly. “That doesn’t make sense.”

The timing alone was all wrong. “That’s impossible,” he said again, quieter now.

Valeria didn’t argue. She didn’t need to. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone sharpening slightly, though the excitement still lingered beneath it. “We have been requested to go down to the city at once.”

Andrew didn’t move. He sat there, staring at her, his thoughts racing, trying to force logic into something that refused to fit.

His doctor’s words echoed in his mind.

‘Low odds. Maybe impossible.’

His body tensed.

Then what the hell was this?

Valeria stepped closer. “Andrew,” she said, more firmly now.

He still didn’t move. He just stared, caught in disbelief. 

If this was actually by his doing, then things were about to get unlike anything he’d ever dare to imagine.

“You’ve got to be kidding me…” he muttered.

To be Continued in Book Two.


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed this adventure! More is on the way; it is just getting started. Expect more heat coming soon in Book Two.

I’ll keep on going to bring more sexy stories. Just you wait, this series is going to be a wild ride full of action, adventure, sex, and excitement!

See you in the next one!
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