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The Dryads’ Kiss

He came to the woods to escape heartbreak.

Instead, something ancient answered.

After losing both his partner and his closest friend in a single devastating betrayal, Daniel retreats alone into the deep wilderness, seeking silence, solitude, and somewhere to grieve. But beneath the ancient trees, beside a river whispered about in old local legends, sleep brings strange dreams.

Music in the dark.

Twelve women dancing beneath the moon.

A beautiful queen with autumn-red hair and eyes that seem to see straight through him.

Each night the dreams grow more vivid. More intoxicating. And each morning Daniel wakes changed.

As the boundary between dream and reality begins to unravel, the forest calls him deeper into its hidden heart, toward a world of wild magic, surrender, desire, and transformation. A world where the person he has always been may not be the person he is destined to become.

Lush, erotic, and dreamlike, Dryad’s Kiss is a queer fantasy romance about heartbreak, liberation, femininity, and the terrifying beauty of becoming your truest self.

*** A seductive, emotionally charged transgender romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes.***


One

The sun was getting close to the zenith as I made my way into the deeper woods. I was glad for the shade, the cool damp humidity, and the smell of soil and greenery and flowers was like a heavy perfume.

I stopped to take a deep inhale, filling my lungs, and I felt, for a moment, better. Alone in the woods, I felt almost like nothing else mattered, like things were okay. I was away from it all, I didn’t need to think about it, I didn’t need to fret.

In that moment I had everything I needed—air, water and snacks, my health, and things were good. I had left my problems behind me in the city, the stress of work, of rent, of bills, the drama with Cassie and Mike.

Even just thinking their names sent a cold chill up my spine, a pit of dread in my stomach, nausea, anger, shame, more emotions than I could name. It had been a hard couple of months, draining me mentally, emotionally, physically, but… it was over now. The truth was out and Cassie was gone, or she would be by the time I got home.

That’s what the weekend was about. Taking a break from it all, stepping away so she could clear her stuff out of our apartment and I could return home to a fresh start without her. It wasn’t what I’d wanted, what I’d dreamed of, but… it was how things were.

It just stung that I was losing my best friend and the love of my life in one, swift strike. Mike and Cassie were a thing now and I was being left behind like yesterday’s news. I knew I needed to get over it, to heal, so I could move on, but part of me didn’t want to.

Part of me was clinging to the hurt, the grief, the anger, the sadness, like it was a raft. And maybe it was a raft of a kind. The hard emotions and feelings I was holding onto were the last threads tying me to the two of them. Once I let go of them there’d be nothing left.

Maybe in the future, we could be friends. That’s what they’d both said, what they both told me they hoped for, friends, but I wasn’t sure. The only thing I knew in the present was that I needed space from both of them.

Mike had been my best friend since childhood and Cassie was my college sweetheart. They were the two people closest to me, who meant the most to me, and now… now they were both gone.

I’d not seen it coming, had been blindsided by it. When Cassie and Mike had sat me down to talk to me I’d not known what was coming, but the last thing I expected was what they hit me with.

They told me, together, that they’d fallen in love with each other. They apologised, telling me over and over that they’d never planned it, that the last thing they wanted to do was hurt me, but that they couldn’t help it.

It had just happened. It had surprised both of them. Yet, it surprised me more.

In one conversation I lost both of them. Cassie told me she was moving out, moving into Mike’s, and they both told me they still cared about me, still wanted to be friends.

I didn’t know what to say, what to do, what to think or feel. I told them both I needed space. I took space.

That was why I was out in the woods, walking. I was out in the middle of nowhere, miles from the apartment that Cassie was likely currently in the process of moving out of.

I’d taken the weekend to myself, to walk and camp and sleep under the open sky. I wanted to be alone, in nature, to recharge. I wanted to heal. I needed to heal. For that I needed space, quiet, to be alone.
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The walking was good for me, it exhausted me physically, my body drained, so that my mind was less frantic. Being amongst the trees, listening to the crunch of leaves and the snap of twigs, the rustle of boughs overhead in the breeze, slowed my thoughts, eased the burden of my heart.

I’d always felt at home in the woods, in nature, despite being a city boy. I’d grown up in the urban jungle but had always felt the call of the wild, of the verdant jungles I saw in comics and in movies, which was strange considering neither of my parents were particularly outdoorsy.

As soon as I was old enough I began taking trips out of my city to the greener areas, and once I’d headed off to college I’d thrown myself into wilderness camping, long hikes, traipsing through old woods, up mountains, over fields, through streams. I was always happiest when I was surrounded by the greenery of living plants.

And I always did it on my own. Or at least, I always preferred to do it on my own. I’d camped a few times with friends, with Mike, and even a few times with Cassie, but no one else had ever really felt the magic of it like I did, so it felt strange to be around others while I was out in the wilderness drinking in the power and the poetry of it all.

It was like… it was like there was something powerful calling to me, calling me back to the wilds, and it was only there that I could truly be myself. In my normal life, I was told how to behave, how to act. There were so many people around me, so much noise, bustle, so much business. There were so many eyes on me, so many opinions of who I was supposed to be, how I was supposed to act, what I was supposed to say or do.

My normal life felt like a cage. Out in the woods though I was free. I could walk, breathe, be quiet.

So one lone weekend to myself while Cassie moved out made sense. I could give her space to move all her things out without the mess of too many emotions or feelings, I could save myself the hurt of watching her move out of mine and into my best friend’s place, and I could start the process of getting over her, healing.

But… was I ever going to be able to get over her?

As I walked deeper into the woods, looking for a place to camp, I remembered how we’d first met, at a party in college. I smiled as I remembered how easy it had felt to talk with her, how things had clicked.

I’d never had much luck with girls before Cassie, but with her it was different. It was… easy. Things just flowed, naturally, and when she asked me for a date a few days later I hadn’t hesitated to say yes. The rest had been a whirlwind romance. It had been like something out of a storybook.

And I’d shared it all with Mike, my best friend. We’d both gone to different colleges not too far apart but distant enough that we couldn’t see each other often. Mike, who’d always been the more outgoing and more charming of the two of us, had been delighted for me.

Yet, everything had changed after we’d left college. Cassie, Mike, and I had all moved to the same city to get jobs. Cassie and I had moved in together while Mike had been able to afford his own place thanks to a very lucrative job offer in his field.

I, on the other hand, had to work long hours and overtime just to make ends meet. That left me with very little time for myself, and very little time for Cassie.

I guess I should have seen it coming. Mike worked less than me and Cassie was bored since I was busy so much. The two of them began to hang out more and… well, as they put it, one thing led to another.

I’d lost my first love and my best friend in one moment and now I was going to be left with an apartment I couldn’t afford and a load of bills to pay, having to work a job that was slowly draining me of everything just so I could barely keep my head above water. I felt like I was drowning, inch by inch, sinking slowly beneath the surface of a dreary life, and Cassie leaving me felt like someone just tying weights to me to help me sink faster.

But… that was all in back in the city. For now, I was out in my safe place.

I was alone, in nature, with only the trees and flowers, the birds, insects, and critters for company. I tracked along the overgrown path and worked my way towards the place where I’d decided to set up camp for the night, a glade by a stream that I’d been saving for a special occasion… the occasion I’d had in mind was my proposal to Cassie, since it was meant to be a romantic and, according to local legend, enchanted spot.

Now though seemed like a good time to take it in. If it was as magical as the legends said maybe it could even heal my broken heart.
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As I stepped out into the clearing I felt a sense of awe settle over me. I’d been expecting something magnificent from the descriptions I’d read and the photos I’d seen, but the sense of being there took it all to a whole other level.

Around me the trees towered up, reaching for the sky, but in the clearing, nothing grew higher than my waist, long grasses and wildflowers, a meadow surrounded by towering giants that led down to the river. On the edges of the old wood younger trees gathered, saplings, spry and lithe.

I stood for a moment and took in the view, the trees, the meadow, the river, and in the distance mountains. There was not a single sign of civilization in sight.

“Who needs civilization anyway.” I said to myself, smiling.

The walk had been hard and I was sweaty and dusty, my throat dry and my heart beating hard. I remained still for a moment, letting my breath slow, and then headed out from the trees to wade through the grass, heading for the flowing water.

The sounds of the river were soothing, soft babbling over stones, like a lullaby. I almost had to swim through the verdant greenery, the air filling with buzzing insects and pollen. The sun was high, but sinking lower, short shadows getting longer as the day crept towards evening. I couldn’t wait to lie out under the night’s sky, watching the stars.

Once I reached the river I stopped to kneel and wash my face, wetting my hair and neck to cool down, filling my water bottle. Once refreshed I turned to survey the clearing, looking for the perfect place to set up camp.

I found the ideal spot without too much searching, just a short walk back from the river, uphill slightly, under the cover of a group of young trees that almost seemed to form a circle on the edge of the woods. As I walked towards them I couldn’t help but remember some of the stories I’d read about the place, about youths getting led astray in the woods after following strange voices, of people coming back having seen strange sights, stories about young lovers vanishing, only to return changed by their experiences. I supposed many places had such stories, and I knew that was all they were, stories, but something in them appealed to me.

I’d always liked woods, wildness, nature, and I suppose part of me wanted to believe in fairytales, in myths, stories, in magic. I wondered what creatures might lurk in the woods.

“Out here alone, who knows what might come to get me.” I said, chuckling.

I wasn’t afraid. I knew there were no dangerous predators in the woods and… part of me almost longed for the kinds of adventures that took place in stories. Running off into the woods to save a damsel in distress from a dragon would certainly beat having to return to my lonely, overly expensive apartment at the end of the weekend.

I decided not to think about going home yet. It was my first night of camping, and there were another two nights left. Three whole nights of wilderness ahead of me.

I decided to focus on the here and now, the present, the quiet and the solitude, the magic of the place, rather than worrying about what might lie ahead in my future. I put thoughts of Cassie and Mike out of mind, put thoughts of work, bills, rent, the life I had to return to, out of mind, and I focussed on the stillness around me.

I could hear the rustle of leaves, the babble of the stream, and the hushed sway of the long grass. I could hear birdsong, the chirp and buzz and drone of insects, could smell flowers and soil, could feel the heat of the sun on my back.

The moment was good and I did my best to savour it, rather than focus on the possibilities of the future. I could rest, relax, use the quiet to heal and mend. With that in mind, I began to set up my tent, my camp, my stomach rumbling. It had been hours since I’d eaten.

[image: ]

With my tent set up in the middle of the circle of trees, facing the stream, I set about making a fire pit and then a fire, then fetched water, wood. By the time everything was done, the sun was creeping down towards the horizon, the sky turning to watercolour shades of purple and gold and orange.

The evening was truly spectacular, and as I sat cooking my evening meal over coals I watched the sun sink, the sky change, felt the shift of the world around me. If the clearing had felt magical during the day, that magic had increased exponentially as the day had crept towards night.

Logs cracked and sparked and I sat in the quiet stillness, drinking in the cooling air. I shivered. It was getting cold so I drew closer to the fire, putting more wood on, watching smoke rise upwards towards the emerging stars, blinking into existence one by one as the day grew darker.

Stars were one of the things I missed most in the city. Stars and quiet. In that moment I had both, and I felt nourished by it, held by the deep magic of nature. In the city, I was always surrounded by people, concrete, glass, metal, smoke, noise, crowds.

There was none of that out in the woods, in the wilds. I felt like I was myself, and even though my heart still ached, the memory of Cassie and Mike still just beneath the surface of my thoughts, I felt better than I had in weeks, that I had since they’d both broken the news to me.

I took a deep breath, bathed in the smoke of wood, and let the emotions flow out of me. I was alone, with only myself for company, and… I began to talk. I talked, to myself, and let it all out. I let all of my fears out, my doubts, my anger and my anxiety, my sadness, my grief, my rage and my pain. I talked to the fire, to the grass, to the setting sun, to the stars, to the circle of trees around me. I let all the things I’d been keeping bottled up out and I talked and talked and talked until the sky had turned from orange and gold to a bruised purple that was almost black.

With the sunset, and my evening meal finished, and my heart and mind emptied from so much talking, I sat up to let the last of the wood burn out, scattering the ashes, before heading to my tent to sleep.

It was cold as I moved away from the fire, but I knew my sleeping bag was more than adequate for the weather, so I stripped off to just my underwear before slipping into the snug cocoon to sleep. With my tent zipped up the small space soon warmed up with my body heat and breath, and as I lay down, listening to the quiet, the distant babble of the stream, I closed my eyes.

“I could stay here forever.” I said.

And I meant it. In that moment I wanted to turn my back on civilization forever.


Two

Sleep took me almost the moment I lay my head on my make-do pillow of clothes. I was exhausted from a day of walking and foraging and making camp and that was the point of it all really.

Camping was exhausting. There were no conveniences. Even simple acts like boiling water were harder, and it was that exhaustion I wanted. I didn’t want to think about Cassie and Mike, didn’t want to think about the empty apartment I was going to be returning to, didn’t want to think about them making a home together, a life together. I didn’t want to think about anything. I didn’t want to feel anything.

I wanted rest. I needed rest from the storm of feelings and emotions and thoughts that had been ravaging me since Cassie had told me she was moving out. That was why I’d come camping. I’d wanted to exhaust myself and it had worked.

Keeping myself fed and watered, warm, safe, was work when I was out in the woods. It was exhausting, mentally and physically, and I could just let my mind and my heart rest. It was quiet, still, peaceful, and I felt at home in a way I never did in the city. I felt… I felt like I had roots. I felt like I could drink in the nourishment of the soil, take up the energy of the sun, bask in the solitude.

And it had worked. I had fallen into a deep, restful slumber within moments. For the first time in weeks I’d fallen asleep quickly, and easily, and I was getting the rest I so desperately needed. I was dead to the world, too tired to even dream until…

Music lured me from the deep rest.

Music, in the middle of nowhere, soft and soothing. At first, I thought it was other hikers or campers nearby that I hadn’t noticed, playing music as they partied into the night, but as I listened I realised that it sounded wrong for that. The music was all wrong for something played through a speaker as campers drank around a campfire.

Maybe a guitar then, people singing?

As I listened I realised that was wrong too. There was no guitar, no instrument I recognised at all, and the voices, the words, were… not like anything I’d ever heard before. Nothing about the music was like anything I’d ever heard before.

As I lay and listened to it, drowsy, wrapped in the vapours of sleep, I began to realise it was music unlike anything I’d ever heard before. There were no instruments, just voices, voices conjuring music, soft, soothing, like the wind or babbling water, leaves rustling, a chorus of wild nature. The words and sounds were strange, and yet… something in it called to me. It called to me the way the woods had always called to me, the way the wilds had always called to me, the way the verdant green had always called to me.

It was beautiful.

And… it was close. As I lay and listened I realised it was very close. Closer than I had thought at first.

As I lay and listened, trying to pinpoint the direction it was coming from I realised it wasn’t coming from any one direction. It was coming from all around me. The music, the singing, strange and unearthly, was coming from all around it. It had me surrounded.
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Something about that realisation froze me. I was surrounded. Whatever was making the noise it was all around me.

I lay, quiet, still, waiting for it to drift away, to pass, to leave, but it kept playing. The voices kept singing, and if anything they seemed to only become louder, clearer, almost demanding. I dared not move for fear they might realise I was awake, listening, my heart racing.

I hoped that if I ignored them they would ignore me, but… they were impossible to ignore. They called me, like siren song. They called to me and even as I struggled against the temptation of them I could feel my resolve weakening.

As they kept playing, singing, the music rising and falling, I shifted. I rolled over and crawled my way slowly and quietly to the door to my tent. I pulled the zip up inch by inch, desperately hoping that whatever was making the music wouldn’t hear, wouldn’t notice.

I unzipped the tent enough that I could just barely make my way outside and, braced, I stuck my head out into the night. The music did not stop, instead rising in volume and clarity.

It was still dark, the only light coming from the cool ashes of the fire and the stars and the half-moon above. I could hear the music, louder, clearer, and I turned to look and saw…

Dancing. Figures dancing, singing, filling the night with music so beautiful and joyful that it felt almost unearthly. I couldn’t help but smile, a fluttering in my chest as I watched the leap and sway of the figures that encircled my tent.

I knew there should have been fear, anxiety, something. I was surrounded by strange singing, dancing figures, but there was only… lightness, joy, smiling. I felt light. It felt too strange to be real so worry and fear didn’t apply. Something about it all felt impossible, but also safe, calling to me.

All of the figures were small, slim, lithe. They moved so beautifully, like living poetry, swaying and prancing, singing, the air filled with the music of their voices. I could feel it tugging at something in me, luring me out of my tent and into the night.

Before I knew what was happening I was creeping out of my tent to get a better view, crawling out of the small opening, rising to my feet.

The dancing continued, circling me, around and around, and the music, the voices, ebbed and flowed. It was nothing I had seen or heard before. It was the most enthralling thing I had ever witnessed and it went on and on and on as though there was no end. Was there an end to it? Would it ever end? How long had it been going on? When had it started? Where had they come from? Why were they there? What did they want? Why were they dancing around my tent yet paying me no heed?

My head buzzed with questions even as I stood and watched, hypnotised. I felt my heart racing, thundering.

“Hello?”

My voice sounded thin and small, but it echoed out into the night and then… there was silence, stillness. For a moment it was like I’d been imagining it all.

Around me, the figures were still, like trees, dark silhouettes, and the only sound was the babbling of the stream. Maybe I had been imagining it. Maybe I’d been…

And then the figures moved, all at once, turning to face me, and the circle began to close.
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There was panic, fear, almost terror as they moved closer. My single word had drawn their attention, their curiosity. I’d been unnoticed before and now they knew I’d been watching, listening.

I was frozen.

“Hello.” A voice said.

A woman’s voice, soft and sweet, like summer fruit. The figures moved closer, graceful and lithe and elegant. In the moon-light and the star-light, it was hard to make much out but as they came closer I was able to discern more of them.

They were all tall, thin, curvaceous. They were all women, graceful, dancers, and… they were all naked.

I felt my cold blood turn suddenly hot, cheeks blushing. I was wearing only my underwear and the t-shirt I’d been sleeping in.

“Who are you?” The voice said.

The figures closed in on me, beautiful women, luscious bodies, naked. My head was spinning. The fear was gone, replaced with numerous other emotions. They were all veiled in darkness, their figures and features unclear, but I could tell they were all beautiful, elegant, and they all watched me.

“I’m Daniel.” I said. “I… I’m just camping out here for a few nights. This is my tent and I… I was woken by your music, your singing. I didn’t think there’d be anyone else out here. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

I could feel the weight of their scrutiny, fixed on me. I looked around me, moving slowly, counting them. Twelve. Twelve naked, beautiful women surrounded me. What had they been doing? Why were they in the clearing? What had I interrupted?

“You heard our… our singing?” The voice said. “Did you like it? Did you like our music?”

The question was spoken softly, neutral, quiet. I nodded.

“I did. It was… it was so beautiful. I had to know where it was coming from and when I stepped out of my tent I saw you and… I didn’t mean to interrupt you but you were dancing around my tent and I… I didn’t know you were all… you were… I mean… you’re all naked. I didn’t realise. I didn’t mean to spy.”

I was glad for the darkness, how it hid the features of the women. I knew that had it been lighter I’d not have been able to resist the urge to stare at them. I could feel a heat in my chest and belly, a curiosity. Even in the darkness, it was impossible to deny how beautiful they all were.

They were all tall, but some were taller than others, all thin, but some thinner, some curvier, all of them graceful, sensual. They were all clearly women, with thick thighs, hips, slim waists, breasts. I could see the long flow of their hair.

“Were you spying?” The voice said.

For the first time, I was able to pick out clearly the source of the voice, the woman who was speaking to me. She was the tallest of the twelve, the closest. She was close enough that I could almost see her clearly, yet it was too dark to see her in detail.

From what I could see though it was clear she was breathtakingly beautiful. Her face, her body… I could feel my heart catch in my chest.

“I… not spying. I was curious and I just… I saw. I called out because I didn’t want you to continue not realising I was here and I… I just… I’m sorry if I interrupted. I can go back into my tent if you want? Let you continue or leave or… or whatever you want.”

My head felt fuzzy, almost as though I were drunk, but I hadn’t had a drop of alcohol. There was something in the air, like pollen maybe, a sweet smell hung on the crisp evening breeze. I wanted to stay and watch, wanted to watch them dance, hear them sing. I was curious about so much.

“You do not need to leave.” She said. “You could, if you wish, dance with us?”

I caught a glimpse of her smile, eyes sparkling. She moved, raised up a hand in offering. I was still.

“You will, however, need to be naked.” She said.

Her voice was almost matter-of-fact. The words sat in my head, fizzing. I’d need to be naked. I couldn’t do that. It was nonsense. So much of it was nonsense. It was ridiculous. I should just go back into my tent and let them carry on or leave. I shouldn’t get involved, but…

The music, the dancing. I could still almost see it, hear it, feel it. They were inviting me to join them. Twelve beautiful, naked women were inviting me to dance with them. I’d be a fool to say no, right?

“I… sure.” I said.

And I began to strip. After all, it was pretty dark and it wasn’t like they’d be able to see much, would they?
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The moment I took her hand the dancing began again, the music began again. I was pulled off and into the chaos of it.

Within moments it was all back, back to how it had been before, only now I was part of it. Music, voices, and movement surrounded me. She spun, circling, dancing, and I could hear their perfect voices. I was part of it.

Being part of it meant I was closer to the women, meant I could see them more clearly, yet they were all moving so fast that it was difficult to make out any real detail. They were so graceful and swift, so deft and agile, lithe, their movements like poetry yet there was no order to any of it. There was no choreography, no structure. Each woman moved on her own, according to her own desire and whim.

The music, the singing, was the same. Twelve voices filled the air, each beautiful and remarkable in their own right, but together, melded, in choir and song, they were mesmerising. An ethereal chorus rang out through the quiet, the night, rising up to surround me in an enthralling melody.

I dare not make a sound, aware that my voice was nothing like that of the twelve women. I danced, clumsily with them, but did not sing. I was content just to listen, to be some small part of their… I still had no idea what it was they were doing.

As the dancing went on I began to understand the disordered chaos of it, how to move in time with the women, when to leap, when to bow. I began to let the music lead me.

The woman holding my hand kept a tight grip on me, pulling me after her. My heart was racing, pounding, but she did not slow, did not stop, would not let me rest. The song demanded we keep dancing.

Around and around we went, faster, slower, spinning in one direction than the other. The music rose and fell, a siren melody, my limbs almost moving on their own.

I could feel the joy of it all, the liberation, and it was… wonderful. All thoughts of my old life were gone. All thoughts of Cassie, Mike, the job, the apartment, my bills, were gone.

I was free. I was utterly present in the moment. I was dancing.

I could feel energy building in me, fires stoked by song, dance. I could feel joy swelling, heart racing, body sweating. I was tired, exhausted, legs and chest burning, but I couldn’t stop.

The woman gripping my hand held me too tight, dragging me after her, and… and the song would not release me. Not until it was done.

Around and around, up, down, fast, slow, on and on and on. The voices, the song, the movement of their bodies, perfect femininity, graceful, raw, powerful. I was part of it but I could not keep up. I could feel exhaustion rising in me, my body about to collapse. I knew I needed to say something and then…

The music stopped. The dancing stopped. The woman holding my hand stopped, turned to face me. She smiled. She was beautiful.

“Thank you.” She said. “For joining us. We have not had anyone new join us in our dancing for quite some time. I had forgotten how newness nourishes us, how bright it can be when we are given the gift of fresh experience.”

I smiled back, too exhausted to speak. I simply nodded.

“You look… oh, I realise now. We dance too hard? I am sorry. We forget what it is like to be new to the dance, what it is like to grow tired and weary. We were… excited by you accompanying us.”

“It’s okay.” I managed to wheeze.

My legs felt like jelly. I thought I was about to collapse.

“No, you are tired. We have taken too much. We must… we must repay you.” She said.

I looked at her, wondering what she meant. I opened my mouth to refuse, to tell her that I had enjoyed the dance, but before I could speak she silenced me.
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She silenced me with a kiss. Her lips were firm, full, wet. She kissed me hard, deep, passionate, and I felt her tongue, her spit, fill my mouth. I swallowed.

I felt heat rise in me, filling me, energy flowing through me. I shivered as my entire body lit up and I kissed back as she kissed me.

The other women closed in around me but I didn’t care. I was surrounded, but I didn’t care. I was enthralled by the kiss. I was captured by my lips, tongue, spit.

I felt my body rejuvenated, energy filling me, refreshing me, and then… I felt my cock throb, felt my cock harden.

I moaned into the kiss, body thrumming, cock swelling. I felt hands on me. Many hands, then other lips, tongues. I could feel energy flowing through me, fed into me by the kiss, directed through me by fingers, lips, tongue. My body lit up. Bright hot lust, desire, pleasure.

I kissed back, reached out to touch the body in front of me, warm soft flesh, softness, curves. There were so many bodies surrounding me it was hard to tell where one stopped and another began. It was a sea of flesh, dancing around me, touching me, gifting me pleasure and energy.

I felt… I felt fingers close around my cock, gripping me gently. I felt them stroke, teasing slowly up and down. The sensation drew the energy from the kiss down through my body to my root, seeping out into my limbs, hot, bright, almost scalding.

It was like nothing I’d felt before. I moaned, working my hips, fucking the hand. I sucked on the tongue in my mouth as I was fed spit, swallowing.

After the dance, the song, I’d been tired, exhausted, parched, but no longer. I felt rejuvenated, refreshed, alive like I’d never felt alive before. I fucked the hand, fingers teasing, kissing, body caressed, kissed, licked.

I felt my pleasure rise, electricity running through me, from my mouth to my cock, filling me. The hand worked my cock, stroking, teasing, and I drank. It was bliss.

My balls began to tighten, cock throbbing, swelling, getting harder, fatter. I knew I was close. I knew I should warn them.

Yet… I couldn’t stop. I wanted more. More of all of it. If the dance had been hard to resist, to stop, then the pleasure was impossible. I let myself get carried away. I was wild, free, no thought.

I was pleasure.

I was cumming. Cumming hard.

I came, over and over and over, kissing, stroked, caressed. I came harder than I’d ever come before and… I felt, impossibly, even more energy flow into me. So much energy, so much joy, pleasure.

The woman broke the kiss.

“Thank you.” She said. “Consider out debt paid.”

And then… I collapsed.


Three

I woke in a sweat, the tent full of a dull light as the sun shone in through the thin material, air thick and humid. I struggled for a moment with the sleeping bag, shedding it like a snake shedding its skin, and then I moved towards the door of the tent, still sleepy but in desperate need of fresh air.

As I unzipped the doors the tent filled with a cool breeze and I let it wash over me. I took a deep breath, then crawled out to sit in the morning sun, trying to gather my thoughts, wits.

I’d been in such a deep sleep that I felt almost as though I’d had to crawl my way out of a grave. My body felt sluggish, heavy, but rested. My head was spinning, still wrapped in the vapours of sleep and dreams, overheated.

I reached out to grab my water bottle from inside the tent. The water was warm but I drank deeply, and for a moment something in me stirred. The water was really warm, almost like… spit.

I remembered the song, the dance, the women, naked, the kiss and the touch. It all crashed back suddenly, the memory of it all, but in the stark light of morning, it seemed so unreal.

What had happened after I’d cum? I’d woken dressed, in my tent, zipped up, and… I looked around the clearing for signs of the night before. There was nothing.

Around my tent, there should have been a circle of trodden grass but there were only the paths I’d made the day before, from the woods to the river and from the river to my tent. There was no circle, only… the circle of trees. I looked at them, young saplings forming a ring around my tent, bent by wind, almost like dancing women, lithe and spry, boughs like limbs. I smiled.

There were twelve of them. Twelve saplings in a ring around my tent.

“A dream?” I said to myself.

Was it possible it was all a dream? It had felt so real in the moment and even in the bright morning light it still felt impossibly real. Yet… there was no evidence it had happened, and why would there be twelve naked women out in the woods in the middle of the night? Why would they choose to dance around my tent of all places?

And what would they want to kiss me, touch me, make me cum? That kiss too, the way her spit had tasted sweet, like nectar or honey, the way it had made me feel, the heat and the energy and the pleasure of it all… it had been too intense to be real.

“It must have been a dream.” I said to myself, chuckling. “Just a dirty dream, but what a wild dream… women dancing naked around my tent in the middle of the night. I wonder what it means?”

I’d never put much stock in the meaning of dreams, but that one had been so intense and real that it was hard to dismiss it as meaningless. Maybe when I got back home I could order a book on dream meanings. There was no way I could easily dismiss such a vivid dream. Just thinking about it made my body throb, cock aching.

“I should be so fucking lucky.” I said, laughing.

Twelve hot, naked women conducting some strange ritual around my tent in the middle of nowhere, inviting me to join them, insisting I get naked too, then repaying me with kisses, touch, and pleasure, making me cum… how could that not be a dream. I’d have been a little mad to think it was anything other than a dream.

I could see too how easily the idea must have seeped into my unconscious. The twelve saplings surrounding my tent were lithe and spry, almost like maidens, and the sound of the wind in their branches almost like song.

It must have imprinted on me during the day, while I was falling asleep, and then my unconscious had used that imagery to speak to me in a dream. But… what was it saying to me? That I needed more female attention?

I chuckled at that. I knew that already. Given everything that had been going on with Cassie and Mike it had been too long since I’d been intimate with another human being. I didn’t need a dream to tell me I was craving touch, closeness, that an orgy with twelve beautiful women would be good for me.

No… it had to be something deeper. I’d always felt the call of the woods, the wilds, had always felt at home in the verdant green. It was my safe place.

Even now, with the breakup tearing at me, I’d come to my sanctuary to heal. Maybe that was it. Maybe my dream was speaking to me about my connection to open spaces, nature. Maybe…

I sighed. Something was tickling at the back of my head but I couldn’t figure out what.

I grabbed my phone and opened my note app, writing out the details of my dream as best as I could remember them. I wrote out how it had felt, sounded, what I had seen. I wrote out the events, all the small details I could remember.

I don’t know why but I knew the dream was important. I could feel the weight of it. I could feel the pull of it.

Only once I was done writing out my notes did I allow myself to settle into my morning routine.
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Mornings camping were one of my favourite things about being out in the wild woods. I was alone in the quiet stillness, could wake slowly, no need to rush to shower and dress and get ready for work. There was no hustle or bustle, no commute, no noise. I could go at whatever pace I wanted.

And I wanted to go slow.

I took my time waking up. Set a pot to boil for coffee, letting it come to heat slowly over the small gas stove I’d bought with me. Even small acts like making coffee became meaningful rituals while camping. Everything was slower, more meaningful.

I liked that. It was like every action was a moving meditation. I could focus on simply the moment instead of dwelling on the problems that were waiting for me back at home.

As the coffee bubbled and brewed the air filled with the dense scent of it. I drank the first cup quickly, watching the sun rise higher, content just to sit in the clearing in my underwear and t-shirt, wrapped in a blanket, then drank my second cup more slowly. I had nothing to do, nowhere to be. I was content just to exist.

I ate a simple breakfast with my coffee, banana and peanut butter sandwiches, a favourite of mine, and as I finished my meal and my coffee I smiled. I looked around and drank the last dregs of my second coffee then decided to get on with the rest of my day.

I had plans to hike and explore the woods around the clearing. Now I had a base camp set up I could explore the deeper woods and then return to the clearing come evening.

There were a few places marked on my map, but I didn’t want to walk with any destination in mind. I wanted to let my gut lead me.

I packed a day bag with snacks, water, essentials, and got dressed into loose clothing, layers, before slipping on my boots, then I set off across the clearing for the woods on the far side. I was going to be heading even further away from civilization and that thought appealed to me. I smiled as I waded through the long grass.

The sun was rising higher as I entered the shade of the woods, and I was glad for the respite. The air beneath the canopy of leaves was cool, damp, dusky. I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of soil and rot.

Beneath the trees, there was a dense undergrowth of ferns and flowers, a sea of deep green. I swam through it, gladly, eager to exhaust myself again.

As I went I thought about my dream, the women, the song, the dance. I could almost hear it, and I began, without thinking, to hum. The sound came from deep within me, my gut, heart, a soft melody that carried on the wind.

It was like the song from my dream, but not quite like it. It was too weak, too soft, off-tune, but the flow and the rhythm of it were almost the same. I supposed it was the dream, bubbling up from my unconscious and I let it come. I hummed as I walked as I waded deeper into the woods the hum became soft singing.

The sound of it was oddly soothing, calming, an improvised tune that lightened my step. I found I almost wanted to dance. The memory of how much fun it had been to dance with the women in my dream was still bright, bold. I’d never been one for dancing but I had enjoyed the dream, the spinning, the wildness of it, the letting go.

Normally dancing felt almost like a cage, the need to get the moves right, the sense of being judged, like dancing was a performance I was putting on to entertain others, to attract a mate, but in my dream, it had not been like that.

The dancing in my dream had been about liberation, about freedom, about letting go, about embracing the wild within me. I had spun, leapt, danced, and it had been joyful. Maybe that was what my dream was telling me? That I should take up dancing as a hobby when I went home?

I chuckled.

“That seems too simple, but maybe it’d be a good way to meet people.” I said to myself.

Still, it was an idea that stuck. Maybe dancing would be fun. In the dream, it had been fun. It would be a good way to keep fit and also meet people. Maybe dancing like I had in the dream could be a joyful form of self-expression.

I sang as I walked, lost in daydreams, wading through the woods, walking, taking in my surroundings. It was only when I emerged into a clearing and looked around that I realised how far I’d walked, how long I’d been walking for.

I’d walked miles, had walked for hours, yet… I didn’t feel tired in the slightest. In fact, I felt better than I had in weeks, maybe even months or years. My heart beat steadily, slowly, and I took slow, casual breaths.

I frowned, feeling puzzled. I knew I wasn’t in bad shape, but there was no way I was fit enough that I wouldn’t have noticed walking for miles through dense woods, walking for hours without break not even realising it or needing to rest. Still, I tried not to worry about it.

I had a long walk back to camp. I just hoped that my strength would hold out.
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And it did.

I made it back to camp just as the sun was beginning to creep towards the horizon, the sky turning watercolour gold, purple, orange. As I stepped out into the clearing I took a deep breath and smiled.

I was… a little tired, but nowhere near as tired as I’d have expected. Maybe a good night’s sleep had been good for me?

Still, I’d worked up a sweat on my way back to camp and there were a few aches in my legs now, so I decided to wash up before making my evening meal. With that in mind, I headed down to the stream and began to strip off.

As I slipped off my bag, my boots, my socks, I paused. I felt… suddenly shy, alert. I looked around, wondering if I was being watched, but beyond a few birds and some insects I saw nothing. I was alone.

So why… and then I saw the trees surrounding my tent and I smiled. My dream. My dream was still playing tricks on me.

Even in the sunlight, it was almost like the trees were people, women, and it felt almost like they were watching me. Yet trees were not people, and they weren’t watching me.

I pushed the sense of being observed out of my head and got on with stripping, peeling off my layers until I was naked, basking in the last of the day's heat before stepping into the shallows of the river. The water was chill, almost biting at my feet and shins, but I waded in until the water was just below my knees, carefully, not wanting to slip on the smooth, slimy rocks.

I took a deep breath and then bent to splash my body, washing away sweat and dirt, rinsing off the day's aches, splashing my face, wetting my hair. It was beyond refreshing. It was… it was like my skin was drawing in the water, like I was taking in the nourishment of it through my feet, drinking deep of the icy chill.

Yet, something felt off, wrong. As I washed it was as though something were just slightly askew and I couldn’t put my finger on it. I washed myself, puzzling over it, but in the end, I just dismissed it as a lingering spectre from my dream, the sense that the circle of saplings were watching me.

I bathed until I began to grow cold and then I splashed my face one last time before stepping out, grabbing my clothes, turning to head back to the tent to grab a towel. It was only as I began to dry off that I realised what had caused me to feel off.

I stood there, frozen, with my towel in hand, half dried, and realised… I was hairless.

“What the…”

I stared at my legs. They were smooth. They were perfectly smooth. It was like there had never been any hair there and as I examined the rest of my body I realised it was the same all over. The only hair that remained was the hair on my head, my eyebrows, and my eyelashes. I was utterly smooth.

Legs, arms, armpits, butt, chest, even around my cock. I’d never been the hairiest guy, not like some people, not like Mike, a thought that stabbed at me, but I definitely had body hair and body hair didn’t just vanish. Or rather I’d always assumed it didn’t, couldn’t.

Clearly, though I’d been wrong, because the proof that body hair could just vanish was right there in front of me because my body hair had just vanished. I was too stunned to really process it. How had it happened? When?

I reached down to touch my legs, feeling the smooth skin, and that just confirmed it. Smooth, soft, flawless, like Cassie’s legs when they’d been freshly shaved, except… even when Cassie had been fresh out of the shower there’d been some sign that she had body hair. For me, there was no sign. It was like… like I’d always been hairless. My skin was almost too perfect.

I explored my legs, chest, arms, butt, even around my cock, in my armpits. There was not a single hair. Not a trace. I was so soft and smooth and I felt… almost good. Touching myself felt good, a pleasure running up my spine, a shiver of energy.

And then another question struck me. If I’d lost all my body hair… what else might have changed? Maybe it was something serious, like an allergic reaction?

I felt a surge of almost panic and rushed, still naked, to the river. I stopped at the edge and leaned over to examine myself.

The river was flowing, the surface never still, so my reflection wasn’t clear but I looked the same as I could tell. I felt my face, felt my features, and nothing seemed off. There was no swelling, so soreness, except a slight ache in my limbs from having walked too far, and no rash.

Only… my hands paused as I felt my chest. There was maybe some slight swelling there. Were there lymph nodes in my chest? Maybe… I felt myself, and the swelling was so slight I might have been imagining it except my nipples were definitely tender, more sensitive than usual, slightly puffy.

“Maybe it is an allergic reaction to something in the woods?” I said to myself.

If it was that would explain it all, and it didn’t seem too severe. There was no other swelling, and I didn’t feel unwell, had no trouble breathing, no racing pulse. If anything I felt even better than usual.

“It’ll probably just clear up once I get home.” I said to myself.

I said it almost in an attempt to convince myself. I took a deep breath and almost willed myself to calm down. It was strange but… it wasn’t life threatening.

I returned to my tent to dress, aware it was getting late and I was getting cold. It was only as I slipped on warmer layers that I realised my clothes didn’t quite fit…

They felt almost too big. Maybe I was dehydrated? But that felt wrong since I’d drunk even more than usual during the day, but I did feel thirsty.

Yet that didn’t explain all of it. They were too big in many ways but in others, they were… too tight. Around my hips, ass, thighs they felt tight, though they were loose around my waist and shoulders and chest.

I frowned at that. It was slight but noticeable. Maybe it was swelling caused by the allergic reaction that had made me lose my body hair? Could that be it?

It sounded implausible but I had no other explanation. I went with it.

Had I felt even a little unwell I knew I would have either packed up and headed for my car, or maybe even phoned rescue services, but I felt fine physically. Just a little tired, achy, but otherwise in better physical and mental health than I had in a long time.

I decided to just rest and hope that the swelling or whatever it was would clear up by the morning. If not I could always pack up and head home early and go via the hospital. So, trying to put my mind at ease, I settled down and lit a fire to cook my evening meal.
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I watched the sunset as I ate, taking in the quiet. I felt better for resting, and the sounds of nature soothed my anxieties. It was probably something like poison ivy or a reaction to pollen. It couldn’t be anything too serious or I’d be feeling ill, right?

Yet I didn’t feel ill. If anything I felt better than usual.

I sat and ate, drank tea, then lay back to watch the sun sink beyond the horizon, watch the moon and stars emerge. I hummed and sang as the day became night, and then I could feel the song growing bolder in me, stronger.

It was like it was rising up from my unconscious, like singing it, humming it, was making it more real. I could feel the tune of it, the melody, the sense of it becoming real in me.

That made sense I supposed. The dream had come from me, so the song and the dance in it had come from me. Right? By humming and singing it all day I was making it clearer.

I smiled as I sang softly. Even my voice sounded better, softer and more melodic, soothing. It was like the babbling river and the whispering trees were singing with me.

I sang and the notes of it were almost pure. I’d never been one for singing before, had always found my voice coarse and clumsy, but in that moment it sounded good to my ear, sweet. It sounded almost like the song from my dream.

I smiled at that, the memory rising up. I could feel the urge to dance but… I was tired, and I was worried that if I exerted myself any more I might make whatever was wrong with me worse.

I could look up dancing lessons or something when I got home. Clearly, it was something that held more interest for me than I’d figured.

The idea of dancing for myself, in the woods, just for the joy of it, excited me. Dancing in bars and clubs and at parties had always felt almost claustrophobic, but dancing in the woods where no one would see felt… different. I was dancing for pleasure, liberation, celebration.

There was a stark difference between dancing for myself and dancing for others and that struck me, hard. I’d spent so much of my life doing things for others, rather than for myself. I’d spent a lot of my life worrying about what others thought but maybe… maybe I could change that.

Maybe losing Cassie and this trip, the dream, was the push I needed to change.

“Change is inevitable.” I said to myself. “Maybe I can just embrace it and look for the positives.”

It felt difficult to look for the positives in losing Cassie to Mike but… it wasn’t like I had much choice. She was gone either way so why not try to be positive about it? I could use her leaving me as the catalyst for change. I smiled at that.

I could change things for the better. I wasn’t sure what better meant but for the first time in a long time, it was like I could feel that better was possible. Something about being out in nature, resting, taking it all in, had unlocked potential in me.

Maybe it was the sun, the fresh air, or maybe it was my dream. I wasn’t sure what it was, but I could feel the change in me. I lay and watched the moon grow brighter and the fire grow dull, and when I was too tired to stay up any longer I turned and headed for my tent. It was only as I crept towards the open doors that I turned to look at the twelve trees around me.

I wondered if I would dream again. Smiling, I sang the song that had been haunting me all day out loud. The trees swayed in the breeze, almost as though dancing.

“Feel free to wake me again if you’d like my company.” I said.

I wasn’t quite sure why I’d said it, but as the words left my mouth I felt a shiver run down my spine, and the leaves of the trees around rustled, loudly, almost in reply. I felt the night grow a little colder.

Why had I said that? They were just trees. It was just a dream. Wasn’t it?

I turned away from the saplings that enclosed me and hurried into my tent, zipping up the doors. I felt a rush of something like fear but also… excitement.


Four

The music woke me, louder than before, clearer, and a different tune. I rolled onto my back and lay listening to it for what could have been minutes or hours. It was difficult to keep track of time with the chaos and the melody of it.

There was something strange, almost hypnotic in the music, a power, an unearthly quality. But that made sense, since it was all a dream, right? It was my unconscious talking to me. That meant it wasn’t real music but the music of my mind, my unconscious. It could be as strange and unearthly and beautiful as anything I could imagine.

I found comfort in that thought and so I lay and listened for a while, content. After a while though, how long I wasn’t sure, I began to feel a pull. Outside I could hear movement, and it was difficult for me to keep still.

I could feel the new song bubbling up in me, filling me with energy, life, the desire to dance and sing. Before I knew it I was humming along, quietly at first, then louder. Then I began to sing, began to join in, soft, serene, my voice more beautiful and melodious than I had ever heard it before.

That was proof that it was all a dream, right? My voice didn’t sound like that.

“Will you not come out and join us Daniel.” A voice said.

I recognised that voice. The woman from my dream the night before, the one who had held my hand, danced with me, kissed me.

“Come, join us.” Another voice said.

“You said we should wake you.” Yet another voice.

“We want to dance with you.”

“We want to sing with you.”

“We want you to join us. Don’t you want to join us?”

“We had so much fun. Didn’t you have fun?”

More voices, the women calling to me as the others sang. I could hear them moving, dancing, leaping. I could feel the pull of their ritual, the joy of it.

Yet… I could feel something else too. Some part of me was almost reluctant, fearful. Some part of me wanted to stay in the tent, close my eyes, ignore the dream, the women, the dancing, the singing.

Yet as I listened it only rose in volume, the song pure and joyful, rippling with strange energies. I could feel the desire to dance, to join in. I kept singing along with it.

They called to me, wanted me to join, and my body wanted to join with them. I could feel it shifting, restless, a yearning. I wanted to embrace the freedom of the dance, the song.

And there was the memory of that pleasure, the kiss, the spit, the touch, the way they had all closed in on me, caressing me, teasing me, feeding me as they fed on me.

Was that what that had been? A mutual feeding? Was that the metaphor of my dream?

In that moment though I wasn’t worried about what my dream meant. I was too focused on embracing it, enjoying it.

Something about being out in nature, the woods, camping, losing Cassie, had stirred something in me, unleashed something, clearly. My subconscious was speaking to me, screaming at me, and it was my job to listen.

Sure I could lie in my tent and ignore the song, the dance, the women, but… I didn’t want to. Smiling, I shifted, squirming out of my sleeping bag, and I made my way to the door to my tent.
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The women were dancing again, circling me, leaping and swaying, shadowy figures singing as they moved. I stayed still for a moment, watching them, singing softly, my voice blending with theirs to join the song.

It was just as dark as the night before but… I could see them. I could see how darkness clung to them, trying to hide them, but I could see them almost clearly.

Maybe it was that I’d seen them the night before, or maybe my dream wanted me to see them, but it was strange. There was no light beyond the stars and moon, but I could see all of them, their features, faces, their limbs, bodies. I could see their breasts, swaying, bellies, hips, asses. I could see their toes, fingers, lips, flowing hair. I could even see the barest hint of their cunt lips.

It was almost impossible, but then dreams didn’t need to be possible, did they? I smiled at that. Logic didn’t apply, the rules of mundane reality didn’t apply.

Accepting that I felt myself let go, embracing the strangeness of the moment. It didn’t need to make sense if it was a dream. It wasn’t real. It was all in my mind. It could be as odd and as unearthly as I could imagine as it was all fine.

Accepting that the whole scene became almost… mundane. Had it been real I would have been unsettled by twelve naked women reappearing around my tent, dancing, singing, calling to me, but it wasn’t. There was no way it could be real.

It was just a dream, my unconscious speaking to me, and… I was going to listen.

“Aren’t you going to join us, Daniel?” The woman who had danced with me the night before said.

I smiled. I could see her almost clearly now.

She was taller than the other woman, curvier. She was easily the most beautiful, and that was saying something given how breathtakingly stunning the other women were. They were all beautiful, but the one I had danced with, the one who was calling to me, holding out her hand to me as she danced, was the one who captivated me most.

She was tall, taller than me, slim, with full, perky breasts, wide hips, and a firm ass. Her belly was trim, taut, legs lean and muscular. Long hair flowed behind her, red like autumn leaves, and her face was striking… full lips, sharp cheekbones, big, bright eyes.

As I watched it became clear that she was leading the dance, and the song, and the others were following her. She was… she was the queen. I smiled at that thought. It clicked. The queen had come for me, come for me in a dream. What did that mean?

She called to me again and, finally, I accepted her summons. I shifted, fully exiting the safety of my tent, and rose to my feet.

“Naked Daniel.” She said. “We have no use for clothes.”

I smiled, nodded, stripped. I dropped my underwear and t-shirt by the door to my tent and stood proud. I felt… no shame, but also no excitement. Being naked felt natural. I was in the wild woods. Clothes were a thing for civilized creatures and in that moment I wasn’t civilized. I didn’t want to be civilized. I wanted to be free.

“Come then…” She said. “Join us.”

I smiled and moved off to join the dance.
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The dance was different to the night before, but also the same. The song was different, but the same. They both had the same energy, purpose, joy, but the movements and the sounds were different.

It was more intense, more demanding, yet it was easier too. The night before I had struggled to keep up with the twelve women but in that moment I was able to keep pace despite how far I’d walked during the day.

My body felt almost new, powerful, leaping and swaying and ducking, dancing, spinning, rejoicing, and I could feel the fire and the vibrancy of it, the joy of the celebration spreading through me. I was energised.

In the beginning, the woman, the queen, had held my hand, leading me, but after a while she had let go, trusting me, and I was able to keep up with her and the other women. Not just keep up with them either. I was able to follow what they were doing.

I let go of my thoughts, my worries, and embraced the moment. I watched them and let my body react. My body knew what to do.

It was like all thirteen of us were linked. The queen led, and we followed, each of us moving independently, improvising, but each of us moving in a way that complemented each other, fed off each other, inspired each other. We moved almost as one and I was… part of it.

The night before I’d been an outsider, trying to keep up, but that had changed. I’d become part of it, could keep up with the frantic dancing and could read the movements, improvising, committing to it all. I’d never danced like that before in my life but it felt almost instinctual, like my body was finally coming alive.

And then there was the song. The music.

The night before I had only listened but now I was singing with the women. My voice was part of the song, the music.

I’d never sung before, had never heard music like it before, but I was part of it, my voice blending with twelve others to make the most beautiful melody I’d ever heard.

The joy of it filled me, flowed through me. Power, pleasure, freedom. I loved every moment of it even though I couldn’t fully understand it. I sang and sang and sang, as around me the twelve other women sang. They fed me their words, their power, and I fed them mine. It was… incredible.

And it went on and on and on. The moon rose higher, the ashes of the fire dead, and in the dark, we danced and sang and circled until… we stopped.
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The queen stopped first, and the rest of us came to a halt shortly after. I was breathing hard, sweating slightly, but I wasn’t tired. I could have carried on, easily, almost wanted to.

But it was a dream, right? And in a dream, you weren’t limited by the constraints of your material body.

“You dance so beautifully Daniel.” She said. “Yesterday you danced well but today… it is remarkable. We have not had anyone dance with us for so long, and to have one join us who comes to the dance so quickly and naturally is remarkable. I can see why you heard our call.”

I smiled, blushing. The twelve beautiful, naked women were all watching me, smiling, and I was suddenly aware that I too was naked. I felt a surge of something like excitement run through me.

“Thank you.” I said.

“But now… the dance is over, the song is over, and we must offer you our thanks for joining us, lending us your energy and your joy. Would you accept?” She said.

The queen moved towards me, walking slowly, hips swaying. I could see her clearly, the way her tits bounced, the jiggle of her ass, her strut, her smile. She was gorgeous.

I remembered the dream from the night before. The kiss, drinking her spit, sweet like nectar, and I remembered how the woman had touched me, made me cum.

Something in me screamed at me to decline, to run, to retreat back to my tent. Something clawed at the back of my head but… I didn’t listen. The voice was small, weak, too civilized.

I wanted the wildness, the freedom, wanted to take full advantage of the dream.

“I accept.” I said.

And it was as though speaking those words changed everything. The twelve women descended on me.

I was surrounded by soft bodies, curves, and I felt touch, gentle, curious, exploring me. My skin, smooth and hairless, was so much more sensitive than I was used to, and even the slightest touch sent thrills through me. It was like electricity, burning through me, awakening me to new delight.

I moaned, shivering, squirming, and then the queen stepped in close, pressed her body against mine, her breast soft against my chest, the warmth of her cunt felt against my cock. I could barely breathe, heart racing.

She was still for a moment, looking into my eyes. I was frozen.

And then… she kissed me again. She kissed me hard, deep, fierce. Her tongue slipped between my lips, teasing, finding my tongue. I kissed back, moaning loudly at the pleasure of it. I could feel my body responding to the touch, the kiss. My cock throbbed, getting hard.

I felt the queen feed spit into my mouth, thick and wet, hot, sweet. I swallowed, over and over, to keep myself from drowning. Her tongue in my mouth fed me, like I was suckling.

Hands stroked me, teased me. Fingers closed around my cock, stroking, gently. They worked slowly, bringing me close to release but never letting me reach my peak. It went on for what felt like forever, heaven and hell, delight and torment. I never wanted it to end.

But… it did end.

The kiss was broken. The queen withdrew her tongue, lips, and I licked the last traces of her spit from my bottom lip, swallowing it eagerly. I could feel the subtle warmth of her nectar radiating out from my belly.

The hands touching me slowed their teasing.

“I would offer you more Daniel.” She said, smiling. “Would you… would you kneel for me? Would you kneel so I can offer you more?”

I stared into her eyes, felt a shiver run up my spine. She was radiant, beautiful, and she was asking me to kneel so she could offer me more than a kiss.

I smiled, nodded, and fell to my knees.
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The queen’s grip in my hair was tight, and she guided me forwards without words. It was clear what she wanted. I could smell the musk of her cunt, her arousal, like soil and leaves and honey.

She guided my face to her cunt and I let her. I’d never dreamt anything like it before, had never had such a vivid, lurid dream, so I wanted to savour it. I let her press my face into the swollen, damp folds of her pussy.

I inhaled, deeply, then extended my tongue. I felt her legs quiver, heard her moan.

“Drink deep Daniel. Accept our thanks, our gift.”

Her voice was husky with pleasure, and I did not need to be told twice. The taste of her cunt was like ambrosia, sweet, thick, hot, I licked her folds wanting more, lapping, swallowing. Her cunt overflowed.

She moved her hips, grinding against my face, and I worked in time with her movements, letting her fuck my lips and tongue. Her thighs squeezed down on my face.

I worshipped.

I licked, sucked, drank. Her cunt was drippy, quivering, and I explored every fold of it with my tongue, unable to get enough of the taste of her. Her juices flooded my mouth and I swallowed, over and over. The warmth of it flowed through me, a bright flood of energy coursing through my body.

Her juices flowed, a river, and I drank. I drank as though I were parched, lapping, licking, caressing, working my tongue deeper and deeper into her cunt. She ground down, fucking my face, and then… I felt her cunt tense, quivering, and she came, hard, a flood drowning me.

I drank all of it, the sweet musk of it like a hot pit in my stomach, flowing out. I could feel heat radiating through me. Any aches vanished, all tiredness gone. I felt refreshed, rejuvenated, almost… reborn.

I kept working, worshipping, licking, drinking. I felt her cum over and over and over and then she pulled hard on my hair, pulled my face out of her sopping folds.

“Fuck you are good.” She said.

I looked up at her, face smeared with her juices, and smiled. She was smiling back at me.

“Now, you’ve had my thanks, so it’s time for the others to thank you.”

And with that, I turned to see the other eleven women surrounding me. The queen let go of my hair and another woman stepped forward, not as tall as the queen, but curvier, her hips wide, ass full, breasts heavy. The scent of her was thicker, like autumn fruits and sap. She reached out to grip my hair.

“Will you let me thank you, Daniel?” She asked.

I nodded and with that, she guided me to her pussy.

I worshipped all of them, all twelve women, licking, sucking, drinking from their overflowing cups. I allowed myself to be thanked, rewarded with their nectar, and by the time I was done, by the time all twelve had thanked me I felt almost bloated.

My heart was racing, body throbbing, and my cock was so hard it hurt.

“You’ve done well Daniel.” The queen said. “But we’re not quite done. It’s time for our final thanks.”

With that she moved to kneel in front of me, both of us kneeling in the long grass. The other eleven women enclosed us, began to sing. I was still, head fuzzy, and the queen shifted towards me, reached out to take hold of my cock.

Her hand was warm, soft, delicate. She gripped me firmly, fingers teasing, then… she leaned forward and opened her mouth, letting a river of spit escape her lips, pouring down over her hand, my cock. The warmth and the wetness of it were heavenly.

With my cock wetted she began to stroke. It was pure bliss and I couldn’t help but moan, thrusting into her wet grip.

The addition of her spit made her hand wet, warm, soft. She stroked firmly, slowly, teasing, milking my pleasure from me. As aroused as I was, drunk on the nectar of their cunts, there was little I could do to resist the pleasure. It hit like a wave, crashing over me. I thrust, fucking her hand as she stroked.

“Cum for me.” She said. “Spill your seed for me and cum.”

She stroked harder, faster, and I fucked back. Hands caressed my body, lips, tongues. I moaned louder, lost to the wildness of the dream and then… I was cumming, cumming hard, cumming into her hand. She smiled as she milked every drop of pleasure from me. I shivered as my climax peaked, then subsided.

I came hard, and she kept stroking until every last drop was milked from my prick. I was shivering, body now radiating with energy, and then… she lifted her hand to my mouth, my lips.

“Don’t waste good nutrients.” She said, smiling.

I understood the meaning and… I obeyed. I had no idea why I obeyed but something in me almost wanted to, wanted the nutrients.

I leaned forwards, lowered my head, and I drank my cum out of the palm of her hand, licking and swallowing it. It tasted sweet, almost… almost like the nectar I’d drunk from their cunts. I swallowed all of it, belly almost burning and then…

“Sleep now.” She said.

I slept.


Five

I woke in my tent, dressed, in my sleeping bag, the sun filling the small space with light and heat. I was sweating, body heavy. I shifted, rolling over onto my back, basking for a moment in the quiet and the warmth.

The dream had come again, different, bolder, more intense. I could almost still feel it all. What did it mean?

I smiled, a sense of comfort and joy filling me. The dream had been pleasant, really pleasant. I wondered if I might have the dream again on my final night. Part of me hoped I’d have the dream again on my final night. Maybe then I’d get to fuck the mysterious woman I’d come to think of as the queen of the twelve?

The tent quickly became too warm though and I needed fresh air. I struggled out of my sleeping bag but managed it eventually and then crawled my way to the door, unzipping it before crawling my way out into the fresh air. I stood up and stretched to ease the aching in my back and joints, a stiffness from sleeping heavily.

I rose up on my toes and reached up to the sky, spine clicking, and… something felt wrong. My underwear almost slipped down and my t-shirt felt too big, plus my body seemed off.

I panicked, thinking perhaps the allergic reaction from the day before had got worse, so I stripped off to examine myself and that was when I saw the changes. There was no denying that was what they were. There was no allergic reaction. My body was changing.

I was slimming, smaller, shorter. Only in some areas I had grown. My waist was thinner and my arms and shoulders narrower, feet and hands smaller, and I wasn’t as tall, but my hips were wider and my butt was definitely heavier, softer, almost jiggly. As I moved I could feel my butt sway and wiggly.

And that wasn’t all.

My chest, which the day before had felt sore, nipples puffy, had swelled. I had what could only be described as small, perky tits, complete with large, fat, swollen nipples. I… I had the body of a girl, a woman. I had the body of a hot woman.

How was that possible?

And then I wondered.

“Maybe it’s still a dream?” I said.

Even my voice was changed, higher and softer. I pinched myself, pain shooting through my arm, but… nothing. It didn’t feel like a dream, but then neither did the women and the dancing.

Heart racing, not quite sure what was going on, I made my way to the stream. I stopped at the edge to lean over and look at myself and…

“What the fuck?”

I was gone. The face and the body I knew were gone. I was… I looked like a woman.

I was a small, slim, petite woman. Even my hair was longer, my face shifted. My lips were pouty, nose smaller, chin fine, with high cheekbones. I looked almost like… almost like the women from the night before.

The only difference was I had a cock. I still had my cock. True, it did look a little smaller, but it was still there.

It seemed impossible but the proof was in front of me. How? I felt my heart skip and my belly heave as realisation dawned. How had I not realised before?

With all the stories about the woods, the local myths and legends, how had I not realised?

The dream was not a dream. It was real. It was, impossibly, real. I didn’t understand it but I knew it to be true. Those women were real. What had happened was real.

The song, the dancing, the kiss, their mouths and hands, the cunts. It was all real. They’d even fed me my own cum.

I knew the truth of it. I felt the truth of it.

The dream had been real and it was the song, the dance, and the women that had changed me. The queen, her kiss, her spit, their touch, the juices from their cunts’. They had worked some magic on me, some strange, unearthly magic on me, and it had changed me, was going to keep changing me.

If I remained at camp I would encounter them again, a third time. Only minutes earlier I’d been hoping for a third dream, but now I understood the risk I knew what I needed to do.

I needed to flee. If there was a third encounter I would lose myself. I’d already changed so much, almost losing myself, so one more encounter and who knew who I might become.

I stared into the river at the beautiful young woman and I smiled. There was something about her face and her body that called to me, soothed me. She was enthralling, enchanting. Seeing her almost made me…

I tore my gaze away. That wasn’t me. I needed to get away before the women could finish what they had started.
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I didn’t even bother to pack up my tent. I grabbed some clothes that did fit too badly, most of my clothes were too big for me now, and wore three pairs of socks to try to make my boots not too loose, then grabbed essential supplies before heading off back towards my car.

I was, at least, feeling strong and energetic. Though my body might have been slimmer and small it was quick and durable. I made good progress and found that I didn’t tire anywhere near as quickly as normal.

Yet it was strange. I could feel the newness of my body, my thicker thighs brushing against each other, my hips swaying with each step, ass jiggling, and the bounce of my tits was… distracting.

Being so aware of my changed body, my new curves, I couldn’t help but dwell on them. There was nothing else to keep my mind occupied other than navigating back to the car so I let my mind ruminate.

Were they permanent? Would I change back once I got home? Would the change back to my old self be just as quick as my transformation into my new body?

Part of me almost hoped I could have a little time with my new body. It was sensitive, tingly, and wearing a t-shirt against my bare tits caused fabric to brush over my hard nipples, sending shivers down my spine. My body might have been strange and frightening, but it was definitely pleasurable.

“Maybe I’ll change back slowly?” I said, voice soft.

A week or so in the new body wouldn’t be so bad, would it? I could hide in my apartment and just explore it, a unique opportunity to enjoy sensations and feelings I’d always been curious about.

But… what if I got stuck in this body? What if going home left me trapped in the body of a hot woman?

And why did that thought make my belly flutter, make me smile?

The truth was I’d never been anything special as Daniel. I counted myself lucky to have caught Cassie’s eye, but now she was gone. What chance did I have of finding another woman who’d love me like that? I was a nobody, a loser, unexceptional.

Yet the girl I’d seen in the stream had been undeniably hot. With a face and body like that I’d be able to attract attention.

I’d always been slightly envious of how beautiful women were treated, how Cassie was always noticed entering a room. Part of me had always wondered what that would be like. Having the body of a girl might not be so bad?

And yet… though it made me smile, it did not fill me with joy. The thought lacked the kind of joy I’d had while dancing. If I went back and returned to my old life as Daniel, or a new life with my transformed body, the truth was there wasn’t anything really for me to look forward to.

A job? Paying rent? Having to struggle with the daily commute? The weekly food shop?

I hate life in the city, and life as either a man or a woman it wasn’t really any different, was it? With each step, I could feel something tugging harder and harder at my heart.

I stopped to rest, even though I didn’t need to, and I ate a snack from my bag, drank water from my bottle. The truth was the only place I ever really felt at home was the woods, the wilds.

I chuckled.

“I wonder what would have happened had I stayed?”

And I regretted speaking the question the moment it left my lips.

What would have happened if I’d stayed? What would have become of me?

Would the women have returned for me for a third and final night? Would there have been song, dancing, pleasure? Would that have continued my transformation?

What would that look like? I was already pretty, feminine, curvy. What would further transformation look like? Would I end up like them?

A perfect example of feminine beauty, full-figured, lithe, lean, supple, graceful? Would it be permanent? Would End up a woman, like them? Would I be able to return to my old life or would they make me part of the strange cult?

That though made me shudder. I knew nothing about them. Who were they? Where did they come from? What did they want with me? What was their goal, their plan?

As I considered all of those options I felt my curiosity growing. And behind it all was a thought.

What was left for me back home? Cassie had gone, I’d lost my best friend, I had an empty apartment that was too expensive and a job I hated. I was miserable in the city. Even when me and Cassie had been good life had been hard with work, bills, the slog of living in such an overcrowded urban environment had left me drained.

The thought of returning to that life without even the positives of Cassie and Mike left me feeling cold and heavy, miserable. What was it I was rushing to return to?

My old life? The best parts of that had gone. The rest, what was left, I didn’t really want.

My old body? Maybe, but then it wasn’t like I was the most attractive man or that I was particularly attached to who I’d been. In fact, my new body felt almost… nice. The curves were pleasant, my body soft, sensitive, and I was strong, durable, capable.

I remembered last night, the dream that wasn’t a dream. I remembered dancing, singing. I’d never had so much fun, had never felt so strong or powerful or athletic. And then there was the pleasure…

I was fleeing from something fun to return to something that I had no desire to return to. Why?

Because it was familiar? Because it was what I’d always known?

Yet that life had always felt like a cage.

I thought for a moment about caged animals released into the wild, struggling to comprehend their new freedom, terrified of the sky, wandering in tiny circles when they had vast fields and forests that could explore.

That was me, in that moment.

I was being offered freedom and I was willingly returning to my cage. I was willingly returning to the life I hated when I was being offered an alternative, and just because the old life was familiar and the alternative was… new.

Yet when I compared them I knew which appealed. I could dance, sing, be strong and lithe, pretty, hot. I could have pleasure, freedom. Or… I could return to my empty apartment, alone, where I could work a job I hated to pay bills that left me struggling to make ends meet.

I smiled. I might not know what new life the twelve women were offering in me, but… I was willing to take a risk. I was tired of being caged.
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It was several hours walk back to my tent, but it felt like much less. The only marker for the passage of time was the shifting shadows, growing shorter and the sun rose then longer as it began to set. I felt no fatigue. My new body was strong, powerful, and…beautiful.

Walking, strutting, I couldn’t help but remark upon the sensuality of it. My hips swayed, ass jiggling, and my tits bounced. The way the fabric of my shirt teased against my nipples kept than hard, and my sensitive, smooth body ached, a fire of yearning roused within.

Though I was smaller, slimmer, I was undeniably strong, more agile, lithe and dextrous, and as I walked I could feel something swelling within me. It took me a while to work out what it was, but once I did I smiled, chuckled, and I began to sing.

At first, it was quiet, a song sung just for myself, hummed, soft voice, but it got bolder, brighter, louder, and the more I sang the more I felt the power of the melody filling me. I felt the energy of it swelling, coursing through me, and my steps grew lighter.

I wanted to dance, but something stopped me. It was not the time nor the place. I needed to reach the clearing before night, that much I knew, so I hurried, singing, heart racing.

I stamped through the woods, overgrown and wild. I’d walked through wood before, had always loved the freedom and the wilderness, but it felt different in that moment. The wild outdoors had always felt like home but in that moment it felt like more than home. It felt… like returning, emerging, blossoming.

I felt joy swell in my heart, my pace brisk, step light, and I picked up the pace. It was like I could feel something, someone, someones, waiting for me.

And yet when I arrived at the glade I found it empty. It was just as I’d left it, my tent and camp set up in the circle of trees, with no sign of anyone else. Still, I could feel something calling to me. I just had to listen. I just had to wait.

So, I set about setting a fire and cooking myself some food, and I settled down to wait. As the sun sank lower I refused to sleep. I wasn’t particularly tired despite how far I’d walked, and I was too excited to sleep anyway. I had no idea where the women from my dream came from but now I knew it wasn’t a dream I wanted to find out.

From what they had done to me I knew there was something remarkable about them. I wondered who they were, what they wanted with me, what they were going to do to me. Would they finish the transformation? What would I look like?

Where did they come from? How did they arrive? Was it only the twelve of them?

I could still almost taste their spit, juices, and I could almost see their faces, bodies, hear the song. The sun was beginning to set and my mind wandered to the pleasure they had gifted me, the way they had made me cum.

I wondered if the final step of my transformation would involve me fucking one of them. Maybe the queen?

I felt my cock throb at the thought. They were all such perfect examples of femininity, womanly beauty. One of them alone would have been incredible, but… there were twelve.

I began to fantasise, and the sun began to set. The sky darkened, stars and moon emerging. It grew darker, colder, but I refused the call of my tent and my sleeping bag. I wanted to wait for them. I wanted to know where they came from.

As I sat, waiting, I could feel a yearning in my gut, something calling to me. I began to hum, then began to sing. The words came softly at first, quietly, then became louder.

My voice was strange to me, like my body, feminine and sweet, alluring, melodious. The sound of it was beautiful and filled the glade, rising up. I smiled, feeling a fluttering in my belly, heart racing.

I sang louder, letting the words flow. I had no idea where the tune was coming from, what the song was, but it was part of me, came easily, springing up from somewhere deep within me. As I sang I felt something shift, a shimmer, something like electricity in the air.

It was dark, but I could see almost clearly. A gift of my new body?

Around me a breeze picked up, grass swaying, and I sang louder, louder, the words and music flowing out of me. Yet still there was no sign of the women, no sign of the twelve, only…

I saw it, and the moment I did I felt a pang of terror, excitement, astonishment.

Twelve women. Twelve trees. How had I not realised?

In the dreams that were not dreams, there had been no trees. Or at least the trees were not static. I realised in that moment that the trees were not trees at all. They were dryads, strange maidens, tree spirits, and I had stumbled upon their ritual site. I had camped on their ritual site.

I thought about fleeing, running, but the truth was I did not want to run. And even if I had it was too late. The saplings were starting to move, were starting to dance. The dryads were emerging.


Six

The saplings flowed, like in a wind, slowly at first and then faster, their boughs shifting becoming arms. I saw their curves emerge, faces, legs. The trees became women. The twelve saplings became twelve beautiful women and I was left in awe.

I was so stunned by the magic of it that I had stopped singing. I sat mute, watching as the twelve beautiful women turned to face me, all of them smiling, breathtaking. I could feel my body beginning to burn with excitement and desire. What were they going to do to me?

I saw faces, limbs, bodies, the saplings becoming women. Dryads. They all turned to face me, smiling, and they were radiant, the most beautiful women I had ever seen. I felt my heart flutter, my chest tight.

I could have fled but I’d chosen to return, had wanted to return, had been called to return, and now… they surrounded me. If I’d wanted to escape it was too late, but the truth was no part of me wanted to escape. I was where I wanted to be.

I was turning my back on the familiar, the life and the patterns I’d always lived. I was embracing something new, something magical, wild, free, and though it scared me, the unknown, the mystery, it excited me too. I was breaking cycles, breaking free, I was…

“You stopped singing Daniel. Why? Your voice is so beautiful now.” She said.

The queen. The tallest and the most beautiful of the women.

“I… I was shocked. I hadn’t realised… I mean…”

“Our magic surprises you? That is not unexpected. We are now only remembered in stories. What if I told you that much of what you think of as only stories is true? Would that surprise you?”

I looked at her, nodded. But given what I had just seen the surprise was less.

“If you join me, us, you will realise that the world is much larger, and more magnificent than you know. Yet, I think you feel the call of it, that you have always felt it. That you even heard our song on the first night you were here shows that. That you danced with us, could feel the rhythm of our ritual, proves you are in tune with the world beyond yours, that you hear the call. You have always felt it, haven’t you?”

I felt a heart rise in me, more than excitement and lust. I could feel the truth of it. I nodded, smiling.

“I… I think I have.” I said.

The queen and her maidens moved towards me. They were so beautiful, powerful, regal, lithe and agile, graceful, sensual. I felt a shiver run along my spine as I realised… I was like them now, feminine, pretty, powerful, sexy. Would they make me even more like them? What would that be like, look like, feel like?

I felt yearning, desire, a pull at my heart.

“Well, we have an offer for you then. I have an offer for you. Join us in our dance one last time, sing with us. We would welcome you but… I should warn you. Three dances and you would be lost forever. Three dances, three nights, and you would be lost. You could not return to your old world, your old life. You would become like us, would be part of our world. That is the cost, the gift. We invite you to dance with us one last time but you should know that to accept is to accept a place among us, to become like us, and you cannot go back to your life before.”

I nodded, I understood. Part of me wanted to say yes but…

“What if I refuse?” I asked.

The queen smiled.

“Then you are free to leave. What we offer is a gift. It is an offering. You are not required to accept. You may leave, return home, to your life as it was before and know that if you do you may not return here. You may not return to us. The call you feel will end. You will have made your choice.”

I nodded again.

“And… my body, the changes?” I asked.

“They with fade as you leave here. By the time you have left the woods, you will have returned to your old, familiar self. Nothing we have given you is irreversible.”

There was quiet, stillness. I could hear the rustle of the tall grass, the babbling of the stream. The moon and the stars were almost brilliant in the darkness.

I took a deep breath, aware of the weight of my choice. I could go home, return. I knew things were not great but in the end, it was still my life. If was still a life worth living. Even though it was hard there was potential for joy, love, happiness. I could go back to being Daniel.

Only… I didn’t want to. I’d always felt the call and now I understood why. I was not meant for civilized life. I was not meant to live as Daniel. I was meant for something more, something wild and free and joyful, something magical.

I just needed to accept. I shifted, feeling my new body. It was so powerful, graceful, beautiful. If I accepted, joined the dance one last time, the transformation would be completed. I would become one of the dryads.

How much more powerful would I become, how much more sensual, beautiful, curvaceous? I smiled as I realised I needed to find out.

“I accept.” I said, smiling brightly.

The queen and her maidens smiled back at me.

“Then strip, and join us.” She said.

I didn’t hesitate to do as she told me.
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I stripped naked, baring my body. As I did I realised how much more it had changed over the course of the day.

My hips had gotten wider, ass rounder, and my breasts were heavier. I was petite, lithe, curvy. I was, on reflection, one of the curviest women in the clearing. I smiled at that.

Yet it was more than just how I looked, more than just my trim face, thick thighs, pouty, soft lips. I felt different too. My body was smooth, sensitive, sensual, and I could feel the caress of the breeze as a pleasurable tingle running over my flesh. My lips were soft, succulent, tingling, and my mouth was wet.

Every part of my body felt full of energy, magic, eager for pleasure, a yearning, desire, lust. I stood, waiting, and blushed as the women looked me up and down. The way their eyes sparkled made me shiver.

“You will do well as one of us.” The queen said. “We will enjoy having you as part of our forest, and I know you will enjoy it too. But first… we sing, we dance, we welcome you.”

I nodded. Around me the women began to raise their voices, the song starting slowly. It was different again from the previous two nights but I almost recognised it. Or rather my body recognised it. Whatever was happening to me, whatever transformational I was undergoing, it had gifted me more than just power and beauty. It had gifted me song.

I too began to sing. I raised my voice to join with the others, our voices becoming one, filling the night with music. My voice was soft, graceful, beautiful, feminine. I had a voice like the other women, but unique too. Thirteen voices blended perfectly to create one chorus. And then… we began to dance.

The women began to circle and my body moved on its own to join them. Clearly, the song was not my only new instinct. I wondered what other gifts my new body came with.

The dance began slowly but soon picked up speed. We began to circle, leaping, swaying, rejoicing. I could feel the women’s joy and my acceptance of their offer, their excitement to have me as one of them. I felt it too, the thrill of leaving the known behind, stepping into the wild unknown. There was fear too, but less. Far more what the thrill of it all, the joy of dancing, being accepted, knowing what my calling was. I was never meant for the life I’d been living. I was meant something different, something wild and magical and beautiful.

I realised in that moment that had it not been for Cassie leaving me, had it not been for her and Mike falling in love with each other, breaking my heart, I never would have found my place. I had suffered what I had feared most, the loss of the love of my life, but that loss had taken me to someone new, somewhere better. Had I been in control of my life I never would have found the queen, joined the dance.

I realised then that perhaps it was better to embrace the unknown. Life was full of mystery. I had no control over the flow of it and accepting that, accepting the good and the bad, the highs and the lows, was part of the mystery. I could let go and enjoy the adventure of it, the magic. I would commit myself to the wilds, the unknown. Life was not about stability, a set course. Life was an adventure, the unexpected twists and turns. It was the highs, the lows. It was the vast fullness of all experience.

I was where I was meant to be, but I never would have been there if not for Cassie, Mike, the pain and the suffering. Even torment had its purpose and it was with that in mind, my heart full, that I really threw myself into the dance.

I danced and sang, faster, louder, the circle spinning. The women joined with me, a jubilation, a celebration, a coming home.

We danced and danced and danced, the song spinning out, my body burning, leaping, swaying, powerful and magical, and I could feel the energy of it all flowing through me. This was what I was meant for. A life larger than the one I had known.

I had stepped out of my cage, broken free, and what lay ahead was vast, mysterious, and unknown. I leapt, sang, danced, and it went on and on and on. All thirteen of us joined as one in ritual, welcoming me, and I could feel it changing me. I left Daniel behind and I became someone new, someone… better.
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The moon was high by the time the dancing slowed. I was tired, breathing hard, but not as tired as I should have been. The dance and the song had gone on for hours, had been vigorous and energetic, demanding, but I still had lots left in me.

“You dance so beautifully.” The queen said to me. “And you sing so vibrantly. I can see now why you heard us, why you were drawn to join us. You are… stunning.”

I blushed, squirming. She was perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, tall and graceful and regal, and around me the eleven other women watched, all of them beautiful in their own right, naked as I was, bodies bared, sexual, sexy, powerful. I was one of them. I felt a swell of something like pride.

“Thank you.” I said.

“But now the dance is over. Your final dance before you fully join us. There is no going back.”

I nodded. I understood. I had already accepted the path ahead. My old life was behind me. I didn’t know what lay ahead but I was ready to embrace it.

“Now, are you ready to embrace your new life? Are you ready to finalise your transformation? To fully become one with us, to join our forest?”

I nodded.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

The queen smiled. The women around me smiled.

“Accept what we offer you as you accepted before. All twelve of us will welcome you, offer you gifts, love, and all you need to do is accept.”

I smiled. I nodded again.

“I accept.” I said.

The queen, grinning, moved towards me. As she moved, swaying her hips, ass, tits bouncing, the other women closed on me too. I was surrounded and I shivered in anticipation, nervousness, excitement. I felt desire spread through me like wildfire.

The queen stepped in close, her body barely touching mine, her breasts against mine, nipples hard. The pleasure of the touch was electric. I was staring at her lips, wet, soft, felt my lips throbbing, and then… she kissed me.

She kissed me hard, deep, spit and tongue. I felt my cock throb, swelling, getting thicker, fatter. We kissed and the other women closed in, hands on me, lips, tongues, stroking, kissing, licking.

I was washed away by the tide of sensation. Fingers teased over my cock. Lips teased over my cock. Tongues teased over my cock.

My body burned, spit fed to me, lighting the fire within. I pressed my body hard against the queen’s, grinding, our soft curves pressing into each other. My new body was so much more sensitive, made for pleasure. I could feel the craving for more surging through me.

I kissed back, hard, and I felt the queen reach up to grip my hair, her kiss getting harder, tongue deep, spit pouring down my throat. She was transforming me, claiming me as part of her forest, and I was letting her.

I felt a warm pit in my stomach, cock harder than it had ever been, and then she pulled back, broke the kiss. She was still gripping my hair.

“It is time.” She said. “Time for me to make you one of us. I will give you my gift, and then the others will follow. It will not be easy but… I think you will enjoy it.”

With that she tugged on my hair, forcing me to my knees.
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I knelt in front of her, looking up, and I watched as she began to sing. The song was for her alone, deep, resonant, alluring, beautiful, powerful. I felt the air thrum with magic and then… I watched as her flesh began to shift.

The swollen lips of her cunt began to part and I stared in awe as acock began to emerge, like the roots of a tree, small at first but getting thicker, longer, throbbing as it swelled.

“Surprised? You should know that once you are one of us you will have many gifts. This is but one. The ability to have your body take any form you wish, and right now I wish my body to take this form, so I can claim you, offer you my gift.”

I blushed. I’d only been with women, had only ever touched my own cock, but seeing the queen with a fat prick between her legs I felt more desire than I had ever felt before. Without thinking I reached out to stroke, wrapping my fingers around the girth of her cock, feeling the wetness of her cunt on it.

It throbbed in my grip, getting fatter, longer, harder. My hand, as small and as dainty as it was, could not close all the way around it.

As I stared at the beautiful cock in front of me the queen reached out, putting my hand gently on the back of her head. She pressed me forwards and I knew what she was offering me. I allowed her to guide me.

Her cock, throbbing pressed at my lips, the girth of it forcing them open. I let her cock enter my mouth, lapping with my tongue. I began to suck, letting her cock fuck deeper.

I had never felt anything like it before, my mouth pulsing with pleasure, tongue and lips sensitive. I sucked, teasing, and the queen began to fuck my mouth. She worked her cock in, then eased it out, and I worked in time, head bobbing, sucking and licking and worshipping. My whole body shuddered, bliss.

I surrendered to the tide of sensations. The cock in my mouth became my whole world. Was this what my life was going to be like? Singing, dancing, fucking? I couldn’t wait. I wanted more.

I began to really work my mouth, lips tight, spit pooling, and I was rewarded by the queen fucking my face deeper, harder, fucking her cock between my lips. Around me the eleven other women watched. They all had gifts for me. I shuddered at the thought of all twelve women using me, fucking me, claiming me, gifting me, welcoming me to their forest.

I worked my mouth up and down, the queen fucking her cock between my lips. I worshipped, teasing my tongue, and my entire being became focused on the pleasure of it. It was unlike anything I’d known before. It was what my new body was built for.

I felt her cock throbbing, hard, swelling, getting harder and fatter. I knew what was coming, what it meant, and I wanted it. I sucked harder, faster, and then… I felt her cum.

The queen was cumming, hard, cumming into my mouth, down my throat. I swallowed, over and over and over. I had drunk her spit, the juices of her cunt, and now I was drinking her cum. The trinity was complete. The contract was binding. I was hers.

I drank deeply, swallowing. Her cum poured down my throat, pulse after pulse after pulse. There was so much, a torrent, a heat in my belly spreading out. I could feel my body changing further, magic filling me, binding me to her, making me part of her forest. I felt my cock throb, pleasure, and then…

She pulled her cock out from my mouth, a last spray of cum over my tongue and lips. I swallowed, licking my lips clean.

“Thank you.” I said, smiling.

I moved to turn to the closest of the women around me but the queen’s grip on my hair tightened.

“Oh, we’re not done yet.” She said.

I turned back to face her and saw… her cock was still hard, wet with my spit. She wanted more.

“Bend over.” She said. “I’ve got one more gift to give you.”

I smiled, heart fluttering, nervous. Yet I did as she told me.
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I shifted, bending over and falling to all fours, my ass pointed to the queen. I knew what she wanted and I wanted it too. I wanted her to claim me, give me her gift. It was what my body was made for.

I looked back over my shoulder and watched and the beautiful women knelt behind me, her cock throbbing, tits swaying. It was a sight more erotic than anything I had ever seen before.

“Ready for me?” She said.

I smiled, nodded, and wiggled my ass to make it clear just how ready I was.

“And after this, the others will have their turn to give you their gifts too. My place is first, but once we are done they are free to give you their gifts however they, and you, wish. They’ve been dying to welcome you to our forest.”

I turned to look at the women around me as the queen crawled in closer. I could see that some of them had already summoned cocks, thick, long, throbbing, while others had kept their cunts, fingers slipping between their slick folds.

I was going to get to fuck all of them, was going to be fucked by all of them. Mouths, cocks, cunts. I wondered how they would each offer me their gifts, their acceptance. The shapes we would make, the configurations of bodies, limbs, mouths, genitals.

I couldn’t wait to find out.

And even then I knew it was only the beginning. For the rest of my life, I would get to experience pleasure unlike anything I had ever imagined, part of their forest, a beautiful dryad rejoining in the pleasure of being alive, singing, dancing, fucking.

But first...

I felt the head of the queen’s cock press at my ass, my hole, thick and hard and throbbing. I whimpered, a bolt of pleasure shooting up my spine. I’d never felt pleasure like it before. My ass was so sensitive, such a source of pleasure. I realised I really was made for this.

As she pressed forwards, the head of her cock stretching me open, I pressed back, my body craving more. My hole, eager, wet, willing, stretched wider. The queen pressed her cock into me, forcing me open. I felt her hands on my hips, gripping me.

She thrust, hard, and as she did I spread my legs, lifting my ass up, curving my back to offer my hole to her. Her cock filled me. The length and girth of it split me open, a sensation like nothing I’d experienced before, and then… she began to fuck me.

My body, remade, surrendered to the pleasure. There was no pain, my hole slick, willing, and the queen wasted no time in giving me her gift. She fucked me, hard, fast, deep. Her cock worked in and out of my hole, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure deep within me. I surrendered to the tide of sensations.

The queen’s grip on my hips tightened, pulled me back onto her cock as she thrust into me. I moaned, whimpered, the sounds soft and feminine and erotic. I could feel the slap of her hips making my plush ass jiggle, my tits swaying beneath me.

It felt like a dream, too unreal, too perfect and impossible to be real, but I knew better. It was real. It was all real.

And it was my future. I’d abandoned my old life and was embracing the new. A wild, magical adventure. I was… free.

“Fuck… yes.” I moaned, loudly, voice soft and feminine and cute.

“Fuck me, fuck me harder.”

The queen’s grip tightened and she thrust deep, hard. She began to fuck me hard.

I fucked back, riding her cock, clenching my hole to feel more. I could feel it throbbing, stretching me, pressing on the spot of pleasure inside of me. It was bliss, a tide of sensation unlike anything I’d known before. I wanted more.

And as I looked around me at the eleven other women waiting to welcome me to their forest, I knew I was going to get more. A lot more.

“You belong with us.” She said. “You are one of us. You heard our call, you came home, you accepted your place. A bright future awaits you Danisis, a brilliant future, but first… accept my gift.”

Danisis. That was my name now. I let go of my past, the old identity that had caged me, and accepted the new. I accepted the queen’s gift.

She thrust her cock deep, throbbing, swelling, and I squeezed down on it as it pressed on the knot of pleasure inside of me. I felt her fuck me hard, pulling me back onto her cock, and I wiggled my hips and ass to feel as much as possible. I felt…

I felt her cum.

She was cumming again, harder this time, fucking me, filling my slick hole with her gift. The magic and the power of it flowed into me, hot, thick, pleasure. I felt my cock throb as my whole body shuddered and then I too was cumming. My entire body was convulsing, delight, bliss, ecstasy.

I came hard as the queen came inside of me. My cock throbbing, cumming over and over and over as I ground back onto her cock, her girth gaping me, her cum hot, filling me, the heat and magic of it flowing through me.

I could feel my body changing, tits getting fuller, ass rounder, hips wider. Even my lips were getting fatter. I could feel her gift bestowing me with power unlike anything I’d felt before.

I came over and over and over as she came, our climaxes melding into one, both of us moaning. I was becoming like her, like the other eleven women. I was becoming one with the wild and the magic.

Her hands gripped me, hard, and I felt her thrust one last time, my hole squeezing down, the last of her gift filling me. Then… she eased her cock out, a thin trickle of cum leaking from my gaped hole. I collapse onto the ground, exhausted, shivering, body wracked with pleasure and power.

“Welcome to the forest Danisis.” She said.

I looked up at the queen, my queen, and smiled.

“Thank you.” I said. “That was… amazing.”

She grinned at me.

“Oh don’t thank me yet.” She said. “For the night is still young, we are only just beginning, and there are many nights ahead.”

I looked around me, saw the other women smiling, waiting for their turns to gift me, welcome me, embrace me. This was my new life. My old life was behind me. The chains that had bound me were broken. I was someone new, someone better.

I didn’t know quite what my new life was going to be like, but… I couldn’t wait to find out.

“Well then… who’s next.” I said, giggling.

The eleven other women did not wait to form an orderly queue. They were too eager to embrace me as their new sister. I did not complain, or protest. I surrendered to them, the pleasure, accepted their gifts willingly.

The night was still young and there were so many nights ahead. I did not know what my new life would contain, but… I was eager for all of it.

THE END
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The Girl in the Mirror

Rowan is broke, invisible, and running out of time.

A late-night job leads him into a world he doesn’t understand, a world of neon lights, dangerous beauty, and desire without apology.

There he meets Vixen.

Confident. Magnetic. Impossible to ignore.

She offers him a way to stay.

But the club doesn’t just want his labour.

It wants his transformation.

Under the lights, Rowan becomes Roxxy, bold, feminine, and intoxicating. The attention is addictive. The money is real. And the more he becomes her, the harder it is to go back.

Because Roxxy isn’t just a role.

She’s the truth he’s been hiding.

And when something softer begins to emerge, Rowan must face the question that will change everything:

Who is he really?


The Red Fox

Rowan leaves home with nothing but a guitar and sets off along a road that disappears into the woods. He’s running from a life that never fit, a house full of shouting, a town that never understood him, and a future that feels like a cage.

Deep in the forest he finds something impossible. An abandoned theatre. A strange old script. And a haunting melody that seems written for him alone.

When Rowan plays the song, something ancient in the forest listens.

She comes from the dark with emerald eyes and a fox’s smile, beautiful, dangerous, and far too interested in him. The Red Fox whispers of truth, of freedom, of a self Rowan has never dared imagine.

But every time he sings, the world shifts.

Dreams bleed into waking.

The forest grows closer.

And the Fox keeps returning.

Some songs change the singer.

Some songs open doors that cannot be closed.

And Rowan is starting to wonder if the music was ever his at all.


His Princess

Aaron comes home hollowed out, jobless, untethered, carrying a softness he doesn’t yet know how to want.

Working in Daniel’s quiet house, he feels seen for the first time, steadiness without judgment, attention without demand. A man whose restraint feels less like refusal and more like an invitation waiting to be answered.

And then he discovers Daniel’s secret…

Aaron doesn’t arrive knowing how to seduce. He learns, slowly, dangerously, what his softness can do once it is allowed.

A glance held.

A vulnerability chosen.

A door opened because someone finally made it safe.

Softness as a homecoming.

His Princess is a queer, gender-soft romance about permission, transformation, and the moment longing stops feeling like a mistake and starts feeling like truth.


Three Wishes

A summer escape. A lifelong bond. A wish that changes everything.

Mara and Jessie retreat to a remote seaside cottage for one last summer together—caught between the comfort of who they’ve always been and the quiet ache of what they’ve never dared to want. When they discover an ancient lamp offering three wishes, the line between fantasy and truth begins to blur.

As the days stretch on, something shifts. Desire deepens. Identities soften and sharpen in unexpected ways. Love grows complicated, intimate, and impossible to ignore.

Three Wishes is a lush, emotionally charged LGBTQ+ romance blending magical realism, queer awakening, and slow-burn transformation. A story about longing, becoming, and the dangerous beauty of wishing for more than the world expects you to be.

Some magic doesn’t grant what you ask for. It grants what you need.
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.

[image: ]


OEBPS/image_rsrc12R.jpg
A 'T'rahggepder NOé//a By

- KEARY:H

\WYES





OEBPS/image_rsrc12S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12T.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Dedication

		The Dryads’ Kiss

		One

		Two

		Three

		Four

		Five

		Six

		A Thank You From Keary

		Also By Keary Hayes…

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84






